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When the door to his office creaked open, my heart started to beat so hard I could feel it in my head.






“Hello?”






It was him. I didn’t say anything; I couldn’t. Instead, I twisted my hips to make the chair swivel just a tiny bit, to let him know I was there.






“Who are you? What do you want?”






I moaned softly, unable to contain myself.
 It’s happening! He’s here! Just like I imagined!






Harrison must have heard me, because I heard footsteps like a crash of rhinoceros as he closed the gap between us, and then my world spun as my boss swung the chair around.






“Haley? Oh god!” He peeled back a corner of the duct tape on my mouth and then ripped off the strip. “Did you see who did this?” he asked while pulling out the saliva-soaked cloth.






“Harrison, it’s good to see you,” I said saucily. He wore a long-sleeved, black button-down shirt and a pair of khakis. Had I caught him in the midst of a night out, or did he dress nicely even outside of the office? I had no idea.






He stepped back, hearing from my tone that I wasn’t addressing a savior coming to a rescue, but a welcome guest.






“Haley, what’s going on?” Fear and worry vanished from his face, replaced by confusion.






“I wanted to see you.”






Harrison’s brows furrowed sharply. “So there’s no hacker? That was you?”






“Yes, sir.”






“Unbelievable.” He paced back and forth, shaking his head. “Do you know how many laws you broke?”






I shrugged the best I could with my hands cuffed to the chair. “Maybe you could punish me.”






“I could fire you,” he said, turning the light on in his office. I saw the tent in his crotch. “This is a very serious infraction, and the consequences should be severe.” The smile on his face was wider than any I’d seen since Anne left him. “Don’t you agree?”






Relief and hunger flooded through my body. “Yes, sir. Completely.”






Grabbing me by the hips he lifted me out of the chair and sat down in my place. He planted his feet on the ground and pointed at his lap. “Now,” he said.






I complied right away, positioning myself over his knees, presenting my round bottom. Tingling with excitement, I bit my lip…
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Submitting to the Boss





Bound to my boss’s executive chair, gagged, staring out the window of the 80th floor at the glowing lights of the city below, alone in his office after hours, I wondered if I’d made a mistake. I thought I could help. Harrison needed something, or somebody, to break him out of his funk, and when I got the idea to be that somebody, there was no stopping me.






What can I say? I’d had a crush on him since the day I was promoted to be his personal assistant and secretary. Who wouldn’t? Tall and handsome, with a chiseled jaw and eyes so blue you could swim in them, even a slight glance from Harrison made my core ache with desire. His smile was so warm it could melt a glacier, but he looked even hotter during his dark moods. He smoldered with intense an passion that made me want to burst the buttons of my blouse. When he wasn’t in his office, he trained in the company gym, mixing it up with anybody and everybody. Thanks to that, his staff loved him and his body could have belonged to a Greek god.






Yet, ever since his divorce, he’d been melting fewer glaciers and brooding during board meetings. Why Anne left him — aside from maybe the millions and millions she received — was a mystery. It left Harrison despondent for months, and his business was suffering. Two major deals had fallen through for KnowTech, and the stock prices were in free fall. If Harrison didn’t right the ship soon, there would be hell to pay. But how?






The fact is, if he’d wanted to throw me over his desk, tear off my skirt and pound me silly, he could whenever he wanted — but Harrison had been deeply in love with Anne, and would never have cheated, nor would he have used his position to seduce or coerce an employee. I loved his gentlemanly mentality, but knew below the surface he possessed a raw, aggressive sexuality. It hadn’t been unusual for Anne to stop by unannounced, prompting Harrison to kick everyone out of his private office. Situated right outside at my desk, I heard her exhilarated screams, and the fiercely hard spankings, despite the supposedly soundproofed walls. When Anne left, maybe an hour or two later, she wobbled and lurched as her knees struggled not to buckle. I saw the marks on her wrists, the indentations left by cuffs or rope. I saw the wet spots on her clothes. Often she rubbed her hips and backside, moaning softly as she enjoyed the throb and glow. A few minutes later, my intercom would buzz, and Harrison would ask me to bring a bucket of ice to go with the bottle of top shelf whiskey kept in his desk.






I got the idea to help Harrison get his mojo back one day while taking dictation in his office. While speaking, he opened the lowest drawer of his cocobolo desk and I caught a glimpse inside. To my delight, I a collection of toys that would put a sex club’s dungeon to shame. Floggers, cuffs, gags — he had it all. I nearly got reprimanded that day — how was I supposed to concentrate on dictation after seeing that? All I could think about was Harrison taking those cuffs and slapping them around my wrists.






So maybe I really went off the deep end when I found Harrison’s office unlocked that evening. Everyone had already gone home for the weekend. I would have been on my way home too if the door hadn’t creaked open when I leaned on it for support while switching out my heels for flats. I nearly toppled over. Yeah, I should have just shut the door and left, but I didn’t. I went inside, wanting to have a look in that drawer with the toys to see what else was there.






When I opened it, I imagined being bathed in a golden aura — it was everything I’d hoped it would be. My boss, as I discovered, was seriously kinky. Handcuffs were just the beginning: he had rope and chains, zip-ties and duct tape. He had a dozen different gags, from red rubber balls to thick, black bits. His collection of dildos ranged in size and length; many had built-in vibrators. For the sake of his lovers, he owned several bottles of lube and lotion, both scented and flavored. In seconds my panties clung to my skin, sopping with my fluids. I knew then that there was no way I was leaving this office without playing around; I didn’t care how much trouble I could get into. What if Harrison chose that moment to walk in the door because he forgot something? He had a reputation for being a workaholic — he might just come back for the sake of burning the midnight oil. Naturally, that idea excited me, when I should have been terrified.






If only he would walk in
, I thought to myself. It would save me the trouble of luring him. I was determined to show him a good time — the kind he used to enjoy with his wife, only better, because it would be with
 me
. As gorgeous as Anne was, I knew Harrison had a thing for me. I’d caught him looking from time to time; he didn’t always try to hide it. When he put his hand on my shoulder while looking over my work, he could feel my trembling, and I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t noticed those bulges in his trousers. If I could get him to the office, I could give us both something we’ve wanted for a long, long time.






I opened up his laptop, which asked me for a password. I only had one guess, so I tried it.






ANNE.






The screen went dark, then showed me the desktop. I couldn’t believe it; if IT knew how sloppy Harrison had been, they’d have been appalled. Of course, the building was secure — it shouldn’t have been possible for somebody to get into his personal system. That meant if Harrison got a message on his cell phone that appeared to be coming from his office, he’d probably realize something was very, very wrong. It took me two minutes to figure out my plan. I probably hadn’t thought of all the ways it could go wrong, but it didn’t matter. Once I had an idea, there was no shaking it. And as far as I was concerned, this was a really, really good idea.






HELLO HARRISON. YOU’VE BEEN HACKED. YOU CAN SAVE YOUR COMPANY IF YOU DO AS I SAY. COME TO YOUR OFFICE NOW. ALONE. DON’T MAKE ANY CALLS. I’LL KNOW. SEE YOU SOON.






This would either work, or I’d be in a
 lot
 of trouble. But it would work, I knew it. The threat, coming from his own office, would get his adrenaline pumping, and when he saw me, and I confessed to the ruse, he would be relieved, but also a little angry. He’d want to teach me a lesson, and judging by the floggers in his desk, I could guess how.






With the trap set, I had an unknown amount of time to prepare for my boss’s arrival. He could be across town, or he could be in the elevator at that very moment. I had no way of knowing, so I had to work fast.






If I could have pulled the drawer out of Harrison’s desk so I could spill its contents on the table, I would have, but it wouldn’t come out all the way. Instead, I sifted through the contents until I found what I wanted. I took out a thick, white cloth and stuffed it into my mouth. Thankfully, it tasted clean. Once it was in, I unrolled a big piece of duct tape and smoothed it out over my face, sealing my lips and muffling the moans I made. Like Harrison, I hadn’t had anybody to see to my dirty, carnal needs in far too long, and I was already enjoying myself immensely.






With the gag finished, I unbuttoned my white blouse, revealing the black bra beneath. I’d worn a pretty nice one, a habit I’d gotten into since I started working for Harrison; I’d hoped every day that Harrison might have an opportunity to see it, and planned accordingly. With my cleavage showing, I hiked up my skirt, revealing my long legs up nearly all the way; I wanted to leave a little mystery.






Nearly ready, I grabbed the rest of the roll of duct tape and two pairs of handcuffs, then pulled Harrison’s desk chair across the room to the window. I swiveled it around so that the back would face the door when Harrison entered. I sat down on the supple cushion, then reached down to my ankles and taped them together. I tested the bond, trying to pull my feet apart, but they weren’t going anywhere.






The point of no return came and went without a second thought. I used the cuffs to secure my wrists to the armrests of the chair, and just like that I was bound and helpless. Like I said, when I have an idea, there’s no going back. I tied myself up without worrying about the worst possibilities. Once I was tied, of course, that’s when I started imagining them.






What if Harrison was busy and didn’t see his phone? I could have been there for hours and hours, totally alone.






What if Harrison wrote off the message as a prank and ignored it? I could have been trapped for the entire weekend.






What if Harrison didn’t do as I said and called the police? What if a SWAT team barged in here instead of Harrison? How would I explain myself?






Yeah, maybe I’d made a colossally bad decision. Hindsight, right?






One of the toughest parts of being in bondage by one’s self is that the passage of time became impossible to track. How much time had gone by since I sent him the message? I couldn’t tell, and my phone was back in my purse.






Shit! My purse!
 Where had I left it? Back on my desk. I sighed in relief. I suppose hiding it would have been better, but what can you do? I hadn’t considered all the details, clearly.






I estimated a half hour went by at least, but it could have been a lot less. Once my mind raced through all the disaster scenarios at least three times, I calmed down, reassuring myself that everything would be fine: Harrison would show up and appreciate what I was trying to do for him, and then we’d have some fun. What never occurred to me in all that time waiting was what could possibly be going through
 his
 mind.






When the door to his office creaked open, my heart started to beat so hard I could feel it in my head.






“Hello?”






It was him. I didn’t say anything; I couldn’t. Instead, I twisted my hips to make the chair swivel just a tiny bit, to let him know I was there.






“Who are you? What do you want?”






I moaned softly, unable to contain myself.
 It’s happening! He’s here! Just like I imagined!






Harrison must have heard me, because I heard footsteps like a crash of rhinoceros as he closed the gap between us, and then my world spun as my boss swung the chair around.






“Haley? Oh god!” He peeled back a corner of the duct tape on my mouth and then ripped off the strip. “Did you see who did this?” he asked while pulling out the saliva-soaked cloth.






“Harrison, it’s good to see you,” I said saucily. He wore a long-sleeved, black button-down shirt and a pair of khakis. Had I caught him in the midst of a night out, or did he dress nicely even outside of the office? I had no idea.






He stepped back, hearing from my tone that I wasn’t addressing a savior coming to a rescue, but a welcome guest.






If only I’d set out a bottle of wine
, I thought. It’s funny, the places the mind goes in a moment of truth.






“Haley, what’s going on?” Fear and worry vanished from his face, replaced by confusion.






That was the point where I realized, in my rash decision-making, I never thought about what I’d say if he actually showed. “I wanted to see you,” I said, figuring from now on, it might pay to be honest.






Harrison’s brows furrowed sharply. “So there’s no hacker? That was you?”






“Yes, sir.”






“Unbelievable.” He paced back and forth, shaking his head. “Do you know how many laws you broke?”






I shrugged the best I could with my hands cuffed to the chair. “Maybe you could punish me.”






“I could fire you,” he said, turning the light on in his office. Now he saw the full picture of how I’d bound myself to the chair and I saw the tent in his crotch. “This is a very serious infraction, and the consequences should be severe.” He opened that magical drawer in his desk and retrieved the keys to the handcuffs and a pair of scissors. The smile on his face was wider than any I’d seen since Anne left him. “Don’t you agree?”






Relief and hunger flooded through my body. “Yes, sir. Completely.”






He cut through the tape binding my ankles and unlocked the cuffs, freeing me. Grabbing me by the hips he lifted me out of the chair and sat down in my place. He planted his feet on the ground and pointed at his lap. “Now,” he said.






I complied right away, positioning myself over his knees, presenting my round bottom. Tingling with excitement, I bit my lip.






Then I felt it: the palm of his heavy hand smacked my ass hard. Even through my clothes it hurt, and I yelped and writhed as the pain arced through me.






“Do you know what I was doing when I got your message?” asked Harrison.






I screamed as he spanked me again, targeting the same sore spot as before. “No, sir,” I panted.






“Not a damn thing.” Another slap struck home. “Flipping around the channels, not finding anything that interested me even remotely.” Two more hits, this time alternating between my cheeks. I gasped in shock, unprepared for the sudden increase in pace. “I had hoped not to see this damn office until Monday, and having to go back… I was displeased.”






“I’m sorry, sir,” I said as more blows punished my ass.






“Sorry? Oh, Haley. We haven’t even begun.” He slipped his hands into the waistband of my navy blue skirt and pulled it down to my ankles. The cool air met my bare skin, as the thong I wore left little to the imagination. Harrison paused for a moment to appreciate the sight of my flawless bottom, then resumed peppering me with spanks, this time a series of softer, but faster slaps. Now that he made contact with my skin directly I hollered in agony, feeling the angry burn of welts rising on my skin.






“A loud one, you are, you know that?”






“Yes, sir,” I said, my breathing ragged.






“It’s a good thing we’re the only ones around. The only person who will hear you scream is me.”






I whimpered as he chuckled, then rapped my bruised flesh some more. My soft cries rose up and echoed throughout the office. Now that the lights were on, I could see my reflection in the floor-to-ceiling glass windows. Mascara streaked down my face, which glowed nearly as red as my bottom.






After one last volley, which struck the underside of my toned cheeks, leaving me wailing and thrashing in my boss’s lap, he lifted me onto my feet. With a chunk of my blouse clawed in his grip, he said, “Hands behind your back.”






Without waiting, he pushed off the ground with his feet, propelling the chair toward his desk. I hobbled along to keep up, hindered by my fallen skirt, but I didn’t fall.






“Aren’t you forgetting something?”






“Huh?”






He reached up into my panties and slid a finger into my sodden crevice. “You didn’t thank me for properly punishing you just now.”






“Oh. Yes, sir. Thank you.” It hadn’t occurred to me, though he was right to demand it. Despite the pain, I thoroughly enjoyed the thrashing. As the agony subsided, a dull soreness took its place, and I savored its sting.






“There’s only one problem.”






“What’s that, sir?”






Harrison let me up, then stuck his hand into the desk drawer. He pulled out a pair of thick, brown leather cuffs. He shot out of his seat and spun me around, then fastened the cuffs around my wrists.






“The problem is, how do I punish you, if you enjoy being in pain?”






I licked my lips and shivered as the restraints tightened. I heard a click, and discovered that my wrists were now bound together behind my back. I sighed, testing the link between the two cuffs, and found it unbreakable. I twisted around, eliciting a smile from Harrison as he watched.






“Oh, are you uncomfortable? The way you tied yourself up before, I got the impression you liked bondage.”






“I do, sir,” I said. The ache in my core grew intolerable. I wanted him to take me hard.






“Good, because I’m going to tie you up and have my way with you all night.”






My panties were now fully soaked through, and I could feel juices dripping down my thighs. “Yes, sir.”






Harrison took out from his desk a collar that matched the leather cuffs I wore. I lifted my chin so he could fasten it around my neck. I shuddered as he snapped the padlock into place. To complete his domination over me, he attached a long, black leather leash to a D-ring hanging from a flap on my collar. He pulled it downward slowly, forcing me to bend at the waist until my eyes were level with his crotch. I looked up at him, straining as hard as I could, and found Harrison returning my stare. In that pose, with him towering over me, I felt utterly intoxicated. Submitting to my boss had been a personal fantasy for a long time, and now I’d done it.






Using just one hand, he unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his pants, which fell in a puddle around his feet. When he pulled off his tight, black underwear, he revealed a rock hard cock that was as thick and long as I’d always imagined. My mouth was inches away, and all I needed was the order.






“Do you want to suck it?” he asked.






“Yes, sir,” I replied, my attention torn between his massive member and his dominating glare. “May I please?”






“Since you ask so nicely, yes. Show me how sorry you are for your trick.”






Needing no more encouragement, I opened my mouth and took a step closer. Harrison still kept my leash held low, and tightened his grip when he felt the cord go slack. I stuck out my tongue and stroked the tip of his cock. He groaned as each quick brush sent waves of pleasure radiating out through his body. I wish I could have used my hands to cradle his balls, but since I couldn’t I took them in my mouth and sucked until they were properly wet.






Once they were, I shifted my focus back onto Harrison’s steely shaft. Now diamond-hard, I took his length inside an inch at a time, working my jaw as wide as I could. I tasted the salt of his skin, and the precum escaping. Inside the quiet office, the only sound was my gulping and his heavy breathing. His cock barely fit inside, but after adjusting to the sensation of total fullness, I was able to take all of him. I felt his hot rod deep in my throat.






Harrison placed his other hand on the back of my head, keeping me from pulling off his cock entirely, but I had no intention of doing so. I felt like a violinist performing at a recital: I’d been waiting for this moment for a long, long time, and I’d come ready. I’d practiced my technique, and trained myself to suppress my gag reflex. Despite this, I still choked a bit on such a large member, but my distressed coughs only drove Harrison wilder; he shook with bliss as he kept my head in place and thrust his body forward, driving deep into my mouth. I whimpered and moaned, enjoying the experience too, and the sounds pushed Harrison to the brink.






Suddenly I felt my head pulled backward, and his cock slipped out of my mouth. He took it in hand and stroked it a few times. I held my mouth open, gasping in shock. I blinked as Harrison waved his shaft back and forth, slapping the sides of my cheeks.






“You want to finish me off?”






“Oh yes, sir,” I begged.






“Are you going to swallow what I give you?”






“Yes, sir!” The thought of spitting never even crossed my mind. I salivated thinking about how his hot seed would taste and feel sliding down into me, like a little part of Harrison that would always be mine.






“Then do it.”






He jammed his cock back into my open mouth so quickly I gagged, but Harrison kept me from spitting him out. As soon as I recovered, I sealed my lips around his shaft, taking over for my boss in working my head up and down the length of him. My tongue danced around his hot flesh, and soon Harrison trembled and groaned. When he climaxed, his seed sprayed inside my throat in a burst, and I hungrily swallowed it down.
 Delicious.






Harrison withdrew his cock, stroking it with his hand a few times until the remainder of his load splashed my face. I blinked away the mess, feeling it on my cheeks, lips and chin.






“Thank you, sir,” I said, still gasping. My warmth throbbed, wanting to experience the same release as my boss.






“You’re welcome, slut.” He loosened the tension of my leash, allowing me to straighten up and relieve the soreness in my back. “I guess you should be rewarded for your effort. Don’t you?”






“I will abide by whatever decision you make, sir,” I replied, trying to sound dutiful.






“Haley, I wish you’d done this a lot sooner. I’d still have to punish you, but you don’t mind, do you?”






“No, sir,” I said, smiling and shaking my head. “It’s my pleasure to be punished by you.”






“Good.” Harrison swept his arm across his desk, knocking off the laptop, framed pictures of him and Anne, a desk lamp and dozens of folders and papers. I shivered uncontrollably, as a moment I’d dreamed about hundreds of times became real before my eyes. Harrison smiled as everything clattered to the floor. “Uh oh, looks like somebody broke into my office,” he said.






He stepped over the mess he made and then yanked my leash, forcing me to rest my head down on the cleared surface. He leaned in close and whispered into my ear, “You wouldn’t know anything about that, would you, Haley?”






I moaned, not knowing what to say.






“Did you see the person who did this?” He lifted my chin so I could look at him, then slapped my cheek. Though he did not hit me hard, the unexpectedness shocked me. I couldn’t help smiling; I’d never known being slapped could be so erotic, but it made me feel utterly dominated, and thus ravenous for Harrison’s monster rod.






“Yes, sir,” I said at last. “It was a madman.”






“Were you scared?” he asked. He lifted the desk with one hand, taking advantage of his deceptively potent physical strength, and slipped the end of my leash underneath. Once he set the desk back down, I was stuck.






“Yes, very scared,” I mumbled.






Harrison finished circling the desk and came up behind me. He smacked my ass, reigniting the pain from the spanking, then pulled down my panties, revealing my glistening orifice. “Speak up,” he commanded.






“Yes, sir. I thought he was out of control.”






“How horrible,” Harrison mocked. “Were you afraid he was going to hurt you?” He spanked my ass again, eliciting fresh cries from me.






“Oh yes, sir. Terrified!”






“But at the same time, you wanted him to fuck you, didn’t you?” I felt his tip sliding along my wet crevasse, preparing for entry.






“Oh, please, I did, I do.” I squirmed, hoping he’d keep his cock close enough for me to rub against it.






“You must be pretty sick, to be turned on by an out-of-control madman.” He plunged into my dripping pussy, and I moaned so loudly my throat burned.






I screamed as Harrison thrust rhythmically, driving deep into my tight pussy. I clenched down on him, overwhelmed with desire. I could feel it between us, as clear as day. It had been too long since either of us had found carnal companionship, and now it was like the breaking of dawn. Like a car that hadn’t turned its engine in years now roaring back to life. Harrison pounded me hard into the desk, filling my hot chamber and ripping euphoric screams from me.






“Don’t forget… to ask… permission,” he said.






“What?” I could barely speak, but I croaked out the word between wails.






Harrison spanked my ass again, not stopping his drive. “If you want to come, you ask me first. You understand?”






“Yes… sir.”






I wasn’t sure how I could make a point of asking to come, but if he wanted me to do it, I would. I had no idea Harrison took being dominant so seriously. I’d been bound and gagged before, but it had always been so playful. My boyfriends had been so afraid of making me uncomfortable, of hurting me accidentally. They didn’t have experience in sadomasochism — they just knew I liked it, and wanted to make me happy. As sweet as they were, their performance came up laughably short. Harrison, however, knew precisely what he was doing. Coming across as out of control was an effect for my benefit; he had nothing but control over himself, and by extension, me. I trusted him completely, and because of this, would do anything he asked.






That is, if possible. At that moment all I could do was go along for the ride as he drove into me. His cock spread me apart like no man ever had, and my cries played in time to his own blissful exhalations. My breasts rubbed against the smooth polish of his desk, which smelled faintly of lemon, and my head jerked in the spot where the photos of his wife once stood.






Your loss, bitch
, I thought, thinking about Anne. She must be crazy. What else would make somebody leave a man like Harrison? I couldn’t conceive a problem so big that Harrison couldn’t fuck it out of me.






Thinking about her momentarily snapped my mind back into the heat of the moment, and I recognized that the pressure built up within me was on the verge of breaking free.






“Please, sir, can I come?”






“Not yet.”






I whined loudly as he kept drilling. Being denied release surged my arousal so powerfully I couldn’t hold it back any further. I came, shuddering and screaming. I bucked against Harrison, who pressed his body into mine to hold me steady, and in a moment he came too, blasting his hot load into me. He didn’t slow his action until I expended all of my energy, thrashing and squealing in ecstasy. When he finally pulled out, I wept tears of joy, and my entire body felt like it was floating.






I could have held onto that sensation forever, but the real world was coming back in a hurry, and this time I had indeed made a very, very serious mistake.





—





For a time, the two of us rested on the desk, catching our breath and enjoying the afterglow. Even though I was sore in so many places, I couldn’t remember feeling that good in ages. If anything, the pain made it better: it provided a counter to the pleasure, making the experience that much more intense.






He recovered much faster than I did, and that meant I never got to recover fully before he sprang into action. Since I was still leashed to the desk, my ass out in the air, he slapped it hard. I winced, sucking in air as the pain radiated out.






“Haley, do you know what you did?” he asked, his voice calm but menacing.






“What did I… Oh. I came. I couldn’t hold it.”






“I was just too much, is that it?”






I nodded. “Yes, sir.” I flexed my fingers; the muscles in my bound arms burned. “It felt too good, I couldn’t stop it.”






He spanked my bottom several times, alternating cheeks. “Are you trying to flatter me, Haley? Do you think that will absolve you of your insubordination?”






“No, sir,” I protested. I was being honest!






“So then you agree that you need to be punished for what you did?” he asked, opening the drawer full of toys once again.






“Yes, sir.”






“Haley, you know what I believe about failure and consequences?” He took a large, phallic toy out of the drawer, as well as a bottle of lube.






“What’s that, sir?”






“A person isn’t strong because they’ve never failed. Sometimes failure is inevitable, Haley. A person’s strength lies in how one responds to the consequences: do they face them head-on, or seek to escape them?”






“Please, sir,” I said. “I want to face them head-on.”






“Good girl,” he replied, holding my chin in his hand. He kissed my forehead, then planted one on my lips. It seemed strange to think of everything we’d just done, but hadn’t yet kissed. We were both so caught up in the moment, but now he was seeing the real me, and from the way his tongue danced with mine, I got the sense he liked what he saw. He wrapped his arms around me as we kissed, pulling me into a tight embrace. The kiss electrified me, and being in his grip gave me a sensation I’d never felt, but absolutely loved: I felt owned. Possessed. I belonged to Harrison. I loved it. I craved it.






When he broke away from the kiss, he moved me back to the executive chair and set me down. I grimaced as I sat on my bruised backside, but made no complaint. Chuckling to himself, he sifted through the pile of papers and broken electronics from his desk, eventually finding what he was looking for: the key to the cuffs binding my wrists. He released the locks and removed the restraints, but ordered me to keep my hands behind my back.






He lifted my feet and set aside the heels I wore. He tossed away my skirt, but kept my panties.






“Open,” he said, looking at my lips.






Oh god.
 I did as instructed, though I hoped he was only joking. He wasn’t, of course, and he stuffed my musty, still-damp panties in my mouth.






“That’s a good look for you, Haley.”






I whined softly, repulsed by the garment tickling my tongue, but also powerfully aroused. The humiliation turned me on like a light bulb; I was already primed for another round with Harrison. This time, with my entrance exposed, he could see this for himself. “No, not yet,” he said. “You still have to suffer for your misbehavior.”






I nodded slowly. I agreed, though I didn’t want to be patient — I wanted him inside me now. Sadly, I didn’t have a say in the matter.






Harrison slipped my heels back on my feet; I didn’t quite understand, but I went along with it.






“Take off your top and bra,” he said. “Slowly.”






I did as he asked, undoing the last buttons of my blouse, then I hung it neatly over the back of his chair. I unhooked my bra and slid it off my shoulders, but held it back up, tantalizing my boss for a moment before letting it go. It seemed strange to be doing a little routine like that while my mouth was full, but when I finished, Harrison acted pleased.






“Good, stay just like that.”






While I watched, Harrison retrieved a variety of toys and other supplies from his desk. The first was the same roll of duct tape I had used earlier. He tore off a fresh strip and stuck it on my face, sealing the dirty panties inside. I moaned as his fingers caressed my cheeks, making sure the tape had affixed cleanly. He swung my head back and forth checking both sides, and laughed.






“You’re so pliable. You like being my plaything, don’t you?”






“Mmm hmm,” I hummed.






“That’s good, because you make an excellent toy. Stand up and spread your legs.”






I did as told, though Harrison had to tap my inner thighs more than once to get me to keep spreading. Standing in my heels and nothing else, I thought about what Harrison had in store next.
 Why keep my shoes on?
 I wondered. It just didn’t make any sense.






When he had everything he needed, Harrison set to work tying me up with bundles of rope. As soon as the rough cords touched my skin I felt a burst of desire infuse every cell in my body. The way my wrists felt bound tightly together in unbreakable knots, I felt like a blind person who just discovered sight for the first time.






I shivered in fear and excitement.
 This is it
, I thought.
 This is what I need.
 Forget handcuffs or tape or anything else, the feeling of rope beat out everything. The way it conformed to my body, the way it had a slight give, but would also tighten up if I tried to get free — it was sublimely intoxicating. As Harrison tied my arms, with bands above and below my elbows, forcing them together stringently, I just kept feeling higher and higher. It was better than any drug.






Using another coil, he crafted a rope harness around the front and back of my body, crossing my breasts and squeezing them together between the individual cords. I could have fainted, my arousal was so overpowering.






“Your first time with rope?” he asked.






I nodded. Even if I hadn’t been gagged, I doubted I would have had the wherewithal to speak. The ropes had blown a circuit in my brain.






Haley’s not here right now. Leave a message after the beep.






Every new rope Harrison added seemed to make the others that much tighter, all pulling on each other in an elaborate web. Every inch of it felt like a part of me, though it clutched me like an invisible hand. However, it was the last rope that really tied everything together, so to speak. With a fresh coil, he formed a band of rope around my waist; he fed the remaining length through the band, then pulled it tightly between my legs and out the back. He tightened the tie exceedingly tightly, causing the cord to sink deep between my folds, rubbing against my clit. He passed the rope back through the waistband, and tied off the remaining rope to the ties binding my wrists. Whenever I moved my arms — not that they could move very much — the motion was transferred to my crotch. It stung my chasm, and teased my clit.






“What do you think? Fun?”






I nodded. Despite the pain and challenging restraint, I swooned with delight. I shut my eyes and let my sense of touch take over everything. The ropes’ embrace called to me, and I wanted to let it hold me. Then I felt a tug on my neck, as Harrison pulled gently on my leash.






“Come on,” he said. “We’re going to my place,”






We’re what?
 I thought I’d misheard him, but then he pulled on the leash again, forcing me to follow along.






“I’m kidding,” he said. He picked up a pair of little metal clips that were connected each other by a thin, metal chain. Before I had a chance to remember where I’d seen those before, he attached each clip to my nipples. Like a pair of reverse pliers, they squeezed shut when he let go of them, clamping down on my breasts. I groaned from the pain, like an electrical storm in my chest. “Now we can go.”






Distraught but oh so excited, I kept pace with Harrison as he led me out of his office. I thought for sure that when we got to the door he would stop and reveal that he was still joking, but that didn’t happen. We stepped out into the barely lit open-space work area outside of his office, which Harrison used to promote the idea of greater transparency, even at the highest levels of the company. To my relief, the place was still empty, but Harrison was leading us to the elevator bank. Was he really going to march me through the building naked and bound? The thought sent chills down my spine, but at the same time, the rope in my crotch grew slick with fluid.






As we rode the elevator down through the building I watched the number of each floor pass by, much like I did every single day on my way to the office. Only this time, I did it to distract myself from the great pain in between my legs, and in my tortured chest. Harrison simply leaned into the corner, watching me suffer. When the elevator stopped, it bounced slightly, and the momentum jiggled my breasts, eliciting fresh pain from the clamps.






“That last step’s a tough one, isn’t it?” Harrison chuckled.






I moaned and looked to him with all the supplication I could muster, but he just shook his head and snagged my leash from the air. “Come on. It’s only a few blocks.”






A few
 blocks
?
 My eyes widened into saucers.






Harrison looked at me for a second, then grinned. “That, dear sweet Haley, was a joke. My car’s waiting. Don’t worry about the driver. I promise he’s very discreet.”






Though relieved, I realized something I could barely believe: I would have done it. I would have walked those blocks to Harrison’s place, buck-ass naked, bound with rope and gagged with my own damn panties. People would look, cars would honk — maybe we’d even get arrested for indecent exposure. I didn’t care. If Harrison had ordered me to do it, I would have.






Though I was glad he hadn’t really meant it, I loved that Harrison put the thought in my mind, or I may not have known then just how deeply I loved submitting to my boss.






As promised, a black limousine drove out to meet us, and when it stopped Harrison opened the door and helped me inside. Once we were in, the car drove off. I looked to the glass partition separating us from the driver, but it was fully opaque. Harrison sat me down on his lap and played with me through the short ride. He pulled at the chain connected to my clamps, or yanked at the ropes crossing my waist and chest. Every time he did, I squealed in pain, but I couldn’t deny how much I loved it.






In particular, I looked out at the city streets and saw passersby watch the limo, unable to see through its tinted windows.
 They have no idea what’s going on in here
, I realized. The thought made me so wet I was dripping on Harrison’s pants. If he minded, he didn’t say. Seeing their curious faces, I wondered how many times I saw a limo drive by with something similar happening within. There was no way to know, and I found that powerfully erotic.






Like at the KnowTech office, Harrison’s car let us out in a parking garage right by a waiting elevator. We got on quickly, and rode it up to Harrison’s penthouse.






I’d always wondered about the way my boss lived; I figured he lived in an opulent home decorated in expensive art and furnished with stylish modern pieces. I wasn’t far off: his place was enormous, with a modern style, but there was no decor of any kind. At first, I saw the bare white walls and wondered how he could stand to look at them; after a moment I noticed that the walls weren’t fully empty: every few feet I saw rectangular outlines, indicating something had once been hung there.






“Anne took a lot when she left,” said Harrison.






I nodded respectfully.






“You’re the first woman I’ve brought back here since then, Haley. I hadn’t even thought about redecorating until now. What do you think? If I told you what I like and gave you a budget, think you could place some bids and maybe win me some new pieces?”






I nodded again, but this time vigorously, honored by the idea.






“Great, I’ll give you a list. But not tonight.”






Harrison pulled me along further, directing me through his home and straight to his bedroom. Much like the rest of his apartment, there were light spots on the walls where framed pieces once hung. Perched on a mahogany dresser were three vases that at one time were filled with fresh flowers; now withered vines draped around the vases’ mouths, and shriveled petals formed rings on the dresser’s surface.






“I told the cleaning staff not to touch them,” he said. “I used to have them delivered twice a week. I stopped when she left, but didn’t have the heart to throw it all away. That changes Monday as well.”






Harrison sat me down on his magnificent, four-poster, king-sized bed. “I didn’t bring you here to talk about my ex, Haley, and for that I apologize. I’ve had a tremendous amount of fun with you, and I don’t intend to stop. How does that sound to you?”






He pulled off the tape covering my lips and pulled out my panties. I took a deep breath, then replied, “Wonderful, sir. And don’t be sorry for talking about her. I know that kind of pain isn’t easy.”






Harrison smiled. “No, it isn’t. And neither is this,” he said, tugging on my crotch rope. I moaned, enthralled by the tension on my clit. “Lie down and spread your legs.” Harrison got up and opened a cabinet that hung from the wall. I complied with the orders given, though lying down on my bound arms was difficult; they already hurt from being tied so tightly.






He opened the cabinet of the matching mahogany nightstand next to the bed and pulled out a magic wand massager. “You know what this is?” he said, holding it in the air so I could see.






“Yes, sir.” I laughed softly. I had the same exact model hidden in my underwear drawer back home.






“Have you ever had one used on you, instead of using it yourself?”






“No, sir.” This would be new, I realized.






“Then you’re in for a treat. Now, what are you going to remember to do this time?”






“Ask permission before I come.”






“That’s right. I don’t think you want to be punished for a repeat infraction tonight.”






I moaned fearfully, though I found myself curious as to what such punishment would be.
 Just ask him later, Haley, for the love of god,
 screamed my throbbing backside.






Harrison flicked the switch on the vibrator, and I took a deep breath, waiting for him to touch it to my drenched entrance. However, he set the toy down on the bed, out of reach. My jaw dropped in frustration, which I realized later could have earned me a serious punishment, but Harrison didn’t mind: with my mouth open, he had no trouble slipping a big, red rubber ball gag between my teeth. “Lift,” he said, holding the back of my head. I moaned as I strained to keep my head up. The taste of rubber never seemed so sexy, and as Harrison buckled the gag, I savored the chemical flavor.






“Gotta keep you quite, babe. I may be rich, but I still have neighbors. I’d prefer they not interrupt us.”






I mumbled an affirmative through the gag. It was hard to disagree.






To my relief, Harrison picked up the vibrator and planted it against my tender folds. He hadn’t removed the rope running between them, and the vibrations passed through it as much as everything else. The entire web of rope around me seemed to come alive, shaking me all over, but nowhere more potently than in my aching core.






Oh no
, I thought.
 It’s happening again.
 My self-control was pathetic; I was losing my grip, and I couldn’t even fathom having the will to ask for permission.






“Eeeez!” I screamed, discovering that the gag wouldn’t make it easier. “Umm! Eeeez!”






“You want to come already?” asked Harrison.






I writhed in place and pressed my hips against the vibrator.“Mmm…”






“Or is it that you don’t think you’ll be able to ask?






I wanted to say, “Bullseye.” I settled for, “Mmm!”






Harrison nodded. “OK, I can work with that. Good of you to tell me.” He nuzzled the vibrator harder against me, and used the fingers from his other hand to pull on my nipple clamps. I squeezed my eyes shut and exerted every ounce of control over myself. I wanted Harrison to see how I was trying.






“Don’t you worry, Haley. You’re in my hands now.”






I moaned, letting go of my worries. Part of me felt a little guilty: I had wanted to give Harrison a night of fun, but now it seemed like he was doing all the work, and taking care of me. Then again, I could see in his eyes and face that he was enjoying himself.
 He needs this
, I realized. Taking charge and dominating me had restored in him a sense of purpose he lost when Anne left. He didn’t get to be the owner and CEO of KnowTech without taking on a lot of responsibility. I’d set about to break him out of his funk, and I succeeded.






I had risen to the crescendo of bliss, and was about to explode, when suddenly the vibration stopped. The slightest twist of Harrison’s wrist was all it took to rob me of release. He held the vibrator tantalizingly close, just a few inches away, and grinned as frustration twisted my features. I looked to him pleadingly, but he just shook his head, resting his chin on his fist like Rodin’s famous sculpture.






“Not yet, babe. I think you need to feel teased and denied until you’re as angry as I was when I got your text. Then and only then will you be able to feel the relief I felt when I found out it was just a trick.”






Harrison let me squirm for a minute, wiping the trail of drool escaping from between the gag and my lips. He massaged my breasts, and leaned down to lick them, needling my nipples with the tip of his tongue. He caressed my pussy with his fingers, causing me to convulse; everything down there had become extremely sensitive, and the slight graze left me panting and aching for more.






Once he’d raised me to a full boil, he turned the vibrator back on and turned my world into a sea of bliss. I had never been brought to the edge and then pulled back before; the technique amazed me, as everything felt so much more intense. It was the difference between eating a home-cooked dinner that you could smell cooking for the past hour, versus something that came out of the microwave.






Soon enough I was again on the verge of an earth-shattering orgasm, but right before the pressure reached critical mass, Harrison removed the vibrator. I bucked against my bonds in anger, burning for the carnal ecstasy that had been stolen.






Harrison laughed and stroked my hair back. “You poor thing. Tell me, which is worse: getting spanked raw, or this?”






“-Iss,” I mumbled, though I was caught up in the moment and didn’t actually stop to think about my answer.






“You say that now. We’ll see.”






Harrison tugged at my nipple clamps a little more, eliciting yelps and sighs as fresh pain sparked through me. He took the chain and bit down on it with his teeth, freeing his hands so that he could flick the underside of my breasts with his fingers. I wailed as the pain mounted, but once he’d tormented me enough, he snatched up the vibrator and applied it to my aching pussy.






This time there would be no stopping me. I felt like a rocket ready for liftoff, my initial thrusters burning and waiting for the countdown to reach its end.






Like a hummingbird, Harrison quickly looped a length of rope around the base of the vibrator, then tied that rope around both my legs, squeezing the massager against me. The sensation blasted me nearly insensate; waves of overwhelming euphoria flooded through me. “OK, Haley. You can come, just as soon as I do… this.” He released my nipple clamps at the same time and tossed them over to the nightstand. When he did, a fresh rush of pain burned my breasts, as feeling returned to my numbed nipples. The pain drove my ecstasy to new levels, and I screamed so loudly the walls shook. At that point, the gag was really just there for aesthetic purposes.






I don’t know how long Harrison let the vibrator drive me to orgasm. I counted three before I stopped being able to tell where one orgasm ended and another began. By that point it was a single sustained state of total bliss. I was vaguely aware of Harrison removing the gag and kissing me, then of him taking a seat beside me and watching as I writhed and hollered. I felt Harrison’s hands on my breasts once more, and then I passed out.





—





When I woke up, Harrison was still there. I gasped in shock as I discovered I was still tied up, but not in the same way I was before. Instead of having my hands and arms tied behind my back, they were now fully spread apart, bound to the bed’s posts. Naturally, my ankles were bound in similar fashion, splaying my body apart and giving my boss full access. The rope through my pussy was gone, which was a relief, though I had enjoyed its presence.






“Hello?” I said. I was alone in the room, and I realized I had no idea how long I’d been out. It didn’t feel like very long, but I couldn’t be sure. The pleasant throb in my pussy told me I’d had a little time to recover from the numerous orgasms, but through the windows of the bedroom I saw it was still night.






“Hey,” said Harrison from somewhere distant. “Hang on, I’ll be there in a minute.”






Hang on.
 I tested the ropes binding me to the bed, but they didn’t give an inch. I had no choice but to wait for my boss to return. Judging by my helpless state, I had a feeling he wasn’t done with me yet. I felt the bedsheets below me grow damp.
 Hang on? No problem.






When Harrison returned, he wore nothing but a pair of blue boxers. He carried a long metal tray, which he set down on the nightstand. On the tray rested two steaming mugs of tea, as well as a bowl of chocolate covered strawberries. I laughed and looked down at my hardened nipples. My toes curled and I bit my lip. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was. Though ready for my boss to stick his meaty cock back into my sopping hole, I now smelled the chocolate, and the rumbling in my stomach made me willing to be patient.






Harrison held the mug to my lips and very carefully tipped it enough for me to sip the steaming tea. My throat had been dried out, and the drink helped immensely. Harrison held up a strawberry by its stem and held it so I could bite off the succulent flesh and sweet candy. Between my hunger and my extreme state of arousal, the taste was almost as glorious as the orgasms I’d enjoyed before. It didn’t hurt that I felt the warmth of being cared for by my dom. I realized that he must have called for the delivery of the strawberries, and it must have cost a fortune — there was no way he kept those fresh for himself. I’d never seen him eat those at work.






“Feeling good?” he asked after feeding me several of the treats. He sipped his own tea and caressed my thighs.






“Incredible, sir,” I said.






“Anything hurt?”






“Lots of things hurt. But I like it,” I confessed. “I knew I liked being tied up, but I never knew how much.”






“You’re a natural submissive,” said Harrison after finishing his tea. “You take to serving your master like you were meant for it.”






My master.
 It had a nice ring to it. I liked thinking of Harrison as my boss, but this went so much deeper. I squirmed in my bond as my arousal skyrocketed. “Yes, sir,” I panted.






He stood up and slipped off his boxers, revealing his cock; it rose and hardened as he took in the sight of me. All spread out and totally helpless, I felt like his toy, ready to be used as gently or as roughly as his mood dictated.






My boss climbed onto the bed and onto me, placing his elbows and arms down alongside my head. He leaned down and kissed me; both of our mouths tasted of chocolate, and we drank in the flavors and aromas of ourselves. His body felt cool and his hair glistened; I realized he’d showered while I rested, and his body wash smelt masculine and sporty. I pressed hard against his mouth, wanting to feel kept by Harrison, controlled by him — owned, by him. He could have kissed me until sunrise and I wouldn’t have objected. Instead, he eventually broke it off, and got onto his knees. He spread them wide to straddle my body, then crept close so that his massive cock dangled in front of my face.






“Get it wet,” he said, his gaze boring down into my eyes.






I opened my mouth, allowing him to drive his shaft home. I sealed my lips and sucked, loving how the salty taste of his member added to the sweet, chocolatey flavor still lingering in my mouth. He didn’t let me suck for very long, however, pulling out when his rod felt thoroughly slick with my saliva. He backed up until he was in position to penetrate my eager pussy, and then slipped his way inside. My chasm dripped with juices by that point, and he slid in all the way, digging deep. I moaned as the sensation of fullness lit me up like a firecracker. He started with a smooth, slow rhythm, but raised his tempo quickly, seeing that I could take whatever he wanted to dish out. As he plowed harder and harder, I howled as euphoria swept me up like a tornado and sent me reeling. Being tied up, I felt like I was on a roller coaster: along for the ride, and it was a thrill every second.






The pleasure was so overwhelming that I didn’t even notice Harrison lean back to pound me from his knees; as he transitioned from that stance, however, he reached under the bed to retrieve a short, nylon flogger. Its black lashes were thin, flat and long, allowing him to whip it quickly. I didn’t see it until he smacked my breasts, sending a mild but sudden jolt of pain through me. I opened my eyes and growled, daring him to try that again.






Glee in his eyes, Harrison proceeded to whip my breasts back and forth, increasing the intensity. He was like a machine, timing his swings to make contact between the thrusts of his cock.






I moaned as the cocktail of pleasure and pain brought me back to the edge. This time, a new instinct kicked in: “Sir, can I come?” I asked.






Harrison smiled, flashing his pearly, white teeth, and didn’t stop his motion. “Yes… you… may.”






Screaming, I thrashed against the ropes holding me. As the orgasm ripped through my body, I felt the hot burst within as Harrison climaxed at the same time. He groaned, mouth open wide in carnal ecstasy, and when he was done he turned over and landed next to me on the bed. Rather than rest on one of my arms or legs, he left his body hang off the bed, resting his head by my waist. As I regained my senses, I giggled, feeling his hair tickle my sides.






As if struck by lightning Harrison shot up, his face mirthful and excited.






“Ticklish, are you?”






Oh no.






“Yes, sir. Very.” I couldn’t lie to my boss, not anymore.






“Oh, Haley, you have no idea the door you just opened. I know what we’re doing next.”






Harrison got up and picked out something from his nightstand. My heart pounded in anticipation. I didn’t know whether to be scared or excited, but I realized the answer was both.






“OK. Tell me you recognize this?” said Harrison, holding up a black, rubber phallus. This was no ordinary dildo, as it featured a wide, flared base, and the item had a conical shape. I shook my head.






“This,” he said, “goes in your ass.”






I moaned softly, fear and hunger rising in me simultaneously. I’d been fingered in my back entrance, but never had anything that large penetrate me there. I worried about how much it would hurt, but I wanted to push my limits, to explore new forms of pain and pleasure.






“Yes, sir,” I said.






He set the plug down on the bed beside me, as well as a bottle of lube.






“Now, since this will be a new experience for you, I’m going to let you guide the pace. If it starts to hurt, you can ask for mercy. However, there will be a consequence if you do.”






“What consequence, sir?”






He grinned, then held up a large, white feather.






Oh no.






“Please, sir,” I said, terror in my voice.






“Hey, you don’t have to get tickled. That’s entirely up to you.” He winked at me, then hopped onto the bed and started squirting lube out onto the buttplug. I watched transfixed as he coated it all over, leaving not a single spot dry. Then he held the bottle over my crotch and poured, leaving my skin glistening. I groaned as Harrison used his hands to spread the lube all over, and especially in my tender bud. When he was done, he picked up the plug and the feather and held them aloft.






“Ready, Haley?”






I nodded. “Yes, sir.”






Harrison began dipping the plug into my tight back entrance. I grunted in pain as it started to spread me wide. The plug felt a lot larger than it looked, and even though my boss wasn’t pushing in very much of it, the pain stung and seared in a way I had never experienced.






“Mercy,” I said, breathing heavily.






“All right,” said Harrison. “When you can’t take this anymore, just tell me to switch, and I will.”






“Yes, sir.”






He raised the feather like an orchestra’s conductor, then with a smile brushing it against my underarm. He swept it back and forth rapidly, as if he were signing a check, and within seconds I was laughing so hard I could barely breathe. Getting tickled under most circumstances could be powerfully overwhelming, but to be tied up and totally incapable of shying away made the sensation bizarrely frightening. It added a new depth to the idea of being in bondage. So far it had only been used on me for the purposes of kinky sex; what else would Harrison do to me while I was stuck like this? The thought excited me, though I realized as long as I was tied up, my mind would be drawn to the idea of sex. It was just how I was wired.






“Switch!” I screamed, my lungs burning for air. Without a word, Harrison dropped the feather and resumed his incursion with the plug.






I immediately grunted as Harrison stuck the toy back into my tight entrance, this time pushing harder and deeper. I gasped and winced as I felt myself expanding.






“Almost there,” he said.






Sure enough, the widest part of the plug passed through, and then the rest of the toy jumped inside, digging into me quickly. The toy only stopped when its wide base prevented any further momentum. I sighed as it found purchase.






“How’s that feel?”






“Good, sir,” I answered. “It hurts, but I like it.”






“Thought you might.” He gripped the base and pulled it back, causing the wide part to massage me from the inside, and I screamed as the sensation caused me to struggle uncontrollably.






Harrison wore a smile so content, it killed me to have to say “Mercy,” but the pain in my backside was too much. Unfazed, my boss let the plug fall back into place inside me, then retrieved the feather. I squirmed and cackled from the tickling, and every movement I made now caused the plug to shift a little. I laughed and laughed, letting the strange sensation scramble my brains to the point that I nearly lost it when Harrison abruptly stopped tickling and drove his cock into my drenched pussy.






My screams changed in tone from playful to carnal, and trailed off into a lengthy moan. My boss ravished my bound body, pounding me again and again. I felt his rigid rod pressing against the rubber toy in my other hole; the intense pleasure fried my synapses and reduced me to a babbling mess. I think somewhere in my ramblings I asked him if I could come, because I heard him say “yes” between his own euphoric gasps.






When the orgasm coalesced, I howled in unadulterated bliss, enraptured by everything Harrison had done or was doing to me. I’d had great orgasms from regular sex, but that barely registered as a buzz compared to what I was getting from Harrison’s nasty, kinky play.
 You broke me, Harrison
, I thought to myself.
 You better keep me.
 I’d never be able to go back to a regular fucking and feel the same way. I’d need a man like Harrison, and I’d need to be dominated completely.






As my boss kept thrusting, demonstrating a seemingly inhuman stamina, I shot off into the stratosphere, where I orbited in subspace for what felt like hours. At some point Harrison came, his seed spraying all over my body after he pulled out. The hot, sticky mess cooled on my skin as my boss tied the vibrator back into place around me, securing it to my thighs and turning it on so I could come again and again.






After a little while, I felt something hot and hard at my lips, so I opened my mouth and sucked purely by instinct. I tasted myself on his cock, as well as faint traces of chocolate, though that could have been my imagination. Submitting in such an automatic way inspired in me an even greater depth of arousal, and quickly I was coming hard as I sucked. My shuddering transferred through to my body and mouth to Harrison’s shaft, and I heard a surprised gasp, followed by a hot load in my mouth. I swallowed all of it, enjoying the flavor of cum, myself and chocolate swirl as one on my tongue.






I wish I knew how many times I came that night, if just to be able to brag, or to have a target to shoot for in the future, but I doubt if I knew that I would believe it. I came until I passed out, lost to the most contented slumber of my life.





—





This time when I woke, I could see daylight out the window, and knew I’d been out for hours. I felt incredible: my pussy throbbed softly, like a phosphene in the eye after seeing a bright light. My ass was still powerfully sore, perhaps because the plug was still lodged in it. I started to pull on it, but then I heard my boss’s voice.






“Don’t,” he said. “Leave it.”






I frowned playfully, but moved my hand to my side.






“Good, Haley. I love the way you follow orders,” he said, handing me a hot mug of coffee.






“Thank you, sir,” I said, taking the cup. “What time is it?”






“A little past ten. We were up pretty late.”






Ten… Oh no!






I shot up out of the bed. “Sir, I have to go! I was supposed to meet my friends for brunch. They’ll kill me if I miss it; I made the reservation!”






“No problem,” he said. He tossed me a plastic bag. “I sent my driver back to the office for your things. It should all be in there.”






I looked inside and found my clothes and purse. I reached in for the thong and found that it had been laundered, amazingly.
 He thought of everything
, I mused. Of course, somebody as rich as Harrison would have to be on top of things.






As I slipped my legs into the underwear to dress, Harrison asked me where I was going for brunch. “Broadway and Spring,” I replied.






“Oh, that’s just a few blocks from here.” He grinned as I rolled my eyes. “Seriously, it is.”






I lifted up my thong and felt it against the plug in my backside. “Sir?”






He shrugged. “I didn’t tell you to wear a thong. You know what they say: make it work.”






I shook my head, both humiliated and amused, then finished dressing. “Do you want to join us?” I asked, not wanting to be rude. Part of me wanted him to decline, as my friends would not appreciate me bringing my boss to ladies’ brunch unexpectedly; at the same time, I couldn’t help wanting to show him off. He was quite a catch, after all.






“No, that’s all right. I’d like to take the day to clean this place up a bit. Throw away the rest of Anne’s shit.” He grabbed my shoulders and pulled me into a long, lingering kiss. I returned the embrace, and let his tongue dance with mine.






As much as I knew Harrison needed the night we had, I needed it to. It may have begun as a half-cooked, potentially felonious plot, but all’s well that ends well, right?






“Thank you, Haley. I feel like I’ve woken from a coma. Once I clean this place up, I’m going to draw up some terms for that FrostGen deal that’s been on the back-burner for the last few months. I’m turning this company around, and I couldn’t have done it without you.”






“It was my pleasure, sir,” I said, though I couldn’t help grimacing as the plug jostled inside me. “Can I take this out now?”






He laughed. “No, I don’t think so. You did make me think my company was hacked last night, so you’re still being punished. You’re going to have a fun, little walk of shame to brunch. I’m going to follow you, hanging back a few yards, just enough to enjoy your suffering. When you get there, I’ll keep going, and I’ll see you on Monday. You can take the plug out after brunch.”






My freshly laundered panties were already soiled; my juices dripped as Harrison explained the last of my punishment. The idea of being plugged through brunch, unbeknownst to my friends, made me hot all over again.






“Yes, sir.”






“And when you come to work on Monday, I want you to have that plug with you again, and I don’t mean in your purse.”






“Yes, sir.” I bit my lip, barely able to contain my excitement.






“Very good.” Harrison spun me around by my shoulders, then gave my ass a hard smack, sending arcs of pain through me. I gasped, then sighed in pleasure. “On your way.”






“Yes, sir,” I said.






I exited the building and didn’t look back. I heard his footsteps behind me as I walked, and knew he was there watching, but I did as instructed and kept going. The plug kept me on edge all the way there, and I wondered how I was going to sit down through an entire meal without giving away my distress.






I’d find a way. I wasn’t going to disappoint my boss.
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If you liked this story, check out Sansa Rayne's first novel, “Good Sick: A Dark Psychological Romance”
 — now available!




“They called it a cult. I called it home.”





ABIGAIL






I don’t regret running away from home six years ago. I wound up at Good Souls, a secluded farm where I could fight my dark, dirty impulses and remain pure. I knew that soon I would receive the ultimate reward: ascension straight to heaven. Then the police raided our farm and took everything away. They called it being “rescued.”






I had nothing: no family or friends, just an empty apartment in New York. The other women from the farm barely spoke to me. Our leader, Brady Booker, was missing, and my therapist wanted to convince me my sexual urges were normal, and that ascension was a lie.






For so long I believed my hunger for discipline and restraint was the work of demons tempting me to sin. Then I met Mason. Dominant and handsome, he made me feel good… even if I am sick…






MASON






For ten years I’ve been on the hunt, trying to fix a mistake that cost me everything. Obsessed with righting the wrongs of my past, I lost touch with my friends and family; I lost my badge; I lost all semblance of a normal life.






I never should have let Abigail Lamb get under my skin. Just when I’d caught a break, when I thought the end was in sight, she stood in my way. Beautiful, but brainwashed, her tragic past and thirst for submission drew me in and held on tight. I couldn’t resist, even if it meant jeopardizing my mission.






Now I have no choice. I can’t let her go, not until I get what I need. I’m going to finish what I started, even if that means becoming a monster…






Publisher's note: “Good Sick” is a new adult dark romance story with explicit sexual content, including BDSM practices, with no cliffhangers, no cheating and a HEA.
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Normally on a Friday the guys would be so amped for the weekend that if the last one out the door took too long to shut the lights, the others might leave him behind. However, on that day, Frank, Sam, Hunter and Vincent calmly stepped out of their production room at half past four. They stood at my desk and waited for a moment until I noticed them.






“Uh, hi. Are you guys leaving early?” I asked.






“No, I think we’re going to stay late,” said Sam.






“On a Friday?”






“We might even come in tomorrow,” added Hunter.






“Do you need me to come in too, sir?”






Vincent leaned on my desk with both hands. “If we’re here, you’ll be here too.”






I felt my face light up involuntarily. There was nothing I wanted more than to come in and keep developing my fantasy. Though that’s not the way things turned out.






“What’s going on?” I asked. “Why all the extra time?”






The guys looked at each other then, like some kind of telepathic conference to which I wasn’t invited. Finally, Frank answered me: “It’s because of you, actually.”






“Me?”
 What?






“Have you ever heard of a keylogger?” asked Hunter.






I shook my head.






“It’s a piece of software that keeps track of everything a person types,” he explained.






My stomach felt as if it had been dropped on the floor and flattened by a herd of buffalo.






“It’s typically used in cyber security to prevent the dissemination of company secrets.”






I nodded, cheeks flushed.






“Normally we never check up on your activity, but the software alerted us to several red flags…”






I wanted to bolt for the door, jump into my car and drive and drive and drive until I ran out of gas, but I couldn’t bring myself to move.






“I’m sorry, sir,” I squeaked. “I shouldn’t have…”






“Quiet,” said Hunter. “What were you planning on doing after work tonight? Did you have any plans?”






“No, sir,” I said. Sad but honest truth. I had been invited out to the movies with a few friends, but I declined; all I’d wanted to do that night was stay in and enjoy my fantasy.






“Good. We think it would be best if you stayed here and accepted your punishment for what you did,” explained Sam.






My heart started to pound, and a warm wetness spread through my thin, white panties. I’d written pages and pages about being punished, never once imagining that it could happen for real. But is that what I really wanted?






“Sirs, what you read was really just my imagination getting silly after being bored the other night. I didn’t mean to insult any of you…”






The guys chuckled. “We’re not insulted,” said Hunter. “We’re flattered. But the fact is, this is a gross violation of professional conduct and…”






“I understand,” I said, a tear rolling down my cheek. What choice did I give them? Frankly, I was surprised they’d let me go on and on all day; at any other job I would have been fired hours ago.






“Actually, we’re not terminating your employment,” said Vincent. “We feel that a suitable punishment will suffice. What do you think?”






If they’d read even a fraction of my fantasy, they had to know that I’d enjoy being punished; or at least I thought I would. I knew they were decent guys, and wouldn’t force me to do something I didn’t want to do. But wouldn’t this make a weird situation even weirder? Somebody else might have worried about that; I decided to take the plunge.






“What would my punishment be?” I asked at last, hoping I’d at least get some hint.






The men inched closer, closing in like the walls in an old adventure movie. “Why don’t you let us worry about that,” said Hunter. “But we will be expecting your complete and total obedience.”






I bit my lower lip and nodded. Between my thighs my skin grew slick with my fluids. The way he said
 obedience
 electrified me. “Yes, sir.” I craved to give them exactly what they wanted: me.
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Maxwell sat back down in his recliner and watched as Leah stretched her arms as much as she could from inside her cage. When she was done, she settled back in, staring at her master expectantly. They both grinned, unable to help themselves.
 I never imagined this could be so perfect,
 Leah thought.






It took less than a minute for Finn to arrive. He carried a large, metal platter covered in a flawlessly reflective dome. He removed it to reveal a platter of scrambled eggs, cubes of melon and a glass of milk, then set the platter down on top of the cage. Maxwell came over to let Leah out, but before he did he retrieved a set handcuffs from his jacket pocket. Once Leah stepped out of the cage, she presented her hands for the cuffs.






“Behind your back,” Maxwell corrected.






“But master, how am I supposed to eat like that?”






“Pets don’t eat. Pets are fed.”






Leah felt the blood rush to her cheeks and bowed her head. “Yes, master,” she muttered, trying to hide the joy from her face. She turned around so Maxwell could cuff her, then knelt down on the floor.






Finn turned and left as Maxwell picked up the plate of eggs and fed them to Leah, spoonful by spoonful. Though her fluids ran, Leah couldn’t help feeling slightly frustrated: she’d developed a strong appetite, and Maxwell was feeding her at a maddeningly slow pace.
 Patience
, she reminded herself, and dutifully ate as slowly as her master desired.






“Now, are you ready to see something very nice?” he asked when they finished.






“Yes, sir.”






He helped her to her feet, then retrieved a key from his pocket and unlocked her cuffs. “Do you like handcuffs?” he asked.






“Yes, master.”






“I like them too, but I prefer rope.” He took out a fresh bundle from the cabinet next to her cage and began tying her wrists again. “Do you have a preference?”






“Rope, sir…”
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“Submissive Professors: Pleasure Bundle”






Two sexy university professors. Two hot college coeds. One low price!






Very proper professors Victoria Lovelace and Penelope Henstridge, and a college senior, Cassandra Crane, have something in common: undiscovered submissive tendencies. All three find their carnal desires awakened, especially when they meet hunky jock Kevin Cross. His intoxicating dominance releases their deep-seated need to be bound, dominated and humiliated. Luckily, he’s no stranger to teaching his teachers about finding satisfaction in exciting new ways, blurring the line between pain and pleasure. Presented to the voracious audience at the secretive Club Odalisque, Vikki, Penny and Cassie discover a passion for bondage, discipline and more!






Now all three stories can be had for one discount price!






“Dirty Therapist: Super Bundle”






Three books, now in one place for a bargain price!






Phil Birch’s methods are unconventional, but his results are indisputable. The handsome, young doctor knows how to use pain and pleasure to help his patients conquer their issues. While others talk and talk, Birch uses sexual domination, spankings and bondage to satisfy his patients’ every need. He’s not afraid to delve deep into his patients psyches while exploring their need to be punished.






Come find out how the only therapist in the city with a dungeon in his office manages to help his patients heal while also experiencing untold bliss. This bundle collects three stories: “Dirty Therapist,” “Dirty Therapist: Ginny’s Guilt” and “Dirty Therapist: Jenna’s Jacket.”






“Teach My Man To Dominate”






Colin loves his perky, young hotwife, and Maggie adores her handsome, older gentleman husband, but their sex life has grown stale. Unleashing their kinky urges could bring back their passion, but these inexperienced, BDSM newcomers don’t know what to do. Luckily, Colin has a plan: learn from the best. He invites Vincent, a strong, dominant alpha male, into their home to rock his wife to her core.






Pure, carnal lust draws Maggie to Vincent the second they meet: he is buff, cocky and charismatic, an expert in bondage, domination, spanking and more. Maggie’s submissive side responds to his touch immediately. His sexual prowess, his body, his gorgeous accent… everything about him sets her off.






Will this magnificent specimen of manhood be too tempting to resist, or can Colin prove he’s the only man she needs? Find out when dirty, new passions are ignited and first timers have a steamy encounter they’ll never forget!






“Dominate Me, Use Me, Punish Me, Forgive Me”






A long time ago, sweet, innocent Amy Lake messed up: she chose the wrong man. Her ex, the intense and ruggedly handsome Tag Hancock, left town and became a billionaire. Now, rumors have spread that Tag will attend the upcoming reunion party, and Amy sees a chance to correct the biggest mistake of her life.






Amy thinks she wants his forgiveness, but Tag knows the truth: she wants to be punished. She wants to be absolved through torment and humiliation. She wants to be dominated and used, and give in to carnal desires she never knew she had.






Tag has waited for this night to come for years, and is happy to awaken her new, insatiable need for bondage and discipline, but will their pent-up passion turn into something deeper?






Buried feelings and forbidden desires will culminate in an extended steamy encounter in this blazing hot standalone story!






For updates on all new Sasha Rich stories,
 
sign up for her mailing list

 or
 
like her on Facebook!










About the Author





Sasha Rich is a writer from upstate New York who just began taking a hobby and an imagination and making something for others to enjoy. Sasha likes rich men, submissive young women and a variety of BDSM practices. Most importantly, Sasha has a lot of fun ideas and hopes to share many more of them in the near future.






For fun, Sasha enjoys cooking, good movies and stepping inside a warm apartment after a chilly walk in the snow.






For updates on all new Sasha Rich stories,
 
sign up for her mailing list

 or
 
like her on Facebook!






Acknowledgments





Thank you for reading this story! I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing.






Thank you also to a handful of authors I can’t thank by name for writing about how to get started in this.






If you liked this story, reviews are always appreciated!






cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image738.jpg
)&

The Kinky Inventor's
Ne‘w Pet _J

_N

%;lew Rick





OEBPS/image754.jpg





OEBPS/image790.jpg





OEBPS/image869.jpg





