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“Goddamn it! What the fuck is this nonsense?!” she heard her voice breaking through the otherwise quiet air of the boardroom. Which was followed by total silence, with ten sets of eyes staring back at her in what she hoped was fear; it certainly looked like it. Good! Be very afraid, you incompetent bastards!

“You idiots need to get this situation fixed. Yesterday!”

Being the only one of the partners in this firm who paid attention to boring things like billable hours, and then actually billing their clients for them, meant she needed to chair monthly finance meetings that quickly descended into bloodbaths (only figuratively, thank goodness) exactly like this one. And then another one just like it a month later, and then yet another, while she fumed over whether they would ever get it, repeated ad nauseum.

It had now been nineteen years of this crap, she often thought to herself, and every month the limits of her patience and her blood pressure were tested to the limit.

Stalking around the table for dramatic effect, the only sound remaining in the room was her heels clicking on the floor. Everyone was too afraid of her to make a sound, even to breathe audibly. As she malevolently approached each section of the associates she was berating, visibly they flinched away.

Tanya enjoyed the power she lorded over them, which was the only reason she had put up with them for so long. The money didn’t hurt either of course, but after almost two decades of needing to bark the same commands at these people day after day, she was getting awfully tired of it.

This had formerly been only a mid level law firm, hardly a blip on anyone’s radar, but Tanya had honed her litigation team, both individually and collectively, through hard work and with military precision, until they were a squad of the most feared lawyers in the city, with she the de facto general.

These days when clients hired them, they knew they were getting the best of the best for their money. Their win/loss ratio in court had been unprecedented ever since she had also begun reviewing each of their attorneys’ tactics for each case. Everyone knew she ran things around here, even though on paper she was the most junior of the firm’s three partners.

The outfit she was wearing today was her usual power suit. Donning these expensive garments every morning almost made her feel like a fraud. Her shoes alone cost more than her first car, which she had purchased right out of high school after pilfering small amounts of her cousins’ drug money bit by bit, over a period of three years.

Even though they’d been family, she still got a kick out of the thought she’d gotten her financial start in life by embezzling from crooks.

The people in her office, or anywhere else around for that matter, would be astounded if they knew Tanya Reeling of Baker, Forman and Reeling had formerly been LaTonya Watkins from the wrong corner of Oklahoma City. Which was the dreaded southeastern corner, where you never went out at night unless you were both strapped for cash and loaded for bear.

Her family had been tightly knit, but legitimate money was scarce, and like many young people growing up in the bad section of a large city, her extended family was into very lucrative but illegal practices.

A massive eye opener for her was when Ralph, one of her cousins, was finally arrested thanks to an illegal search, and then had his rights completely violated.

She’d had to watch from her front window as the police beat him senseless before dragging him off to jail. It made her want… no, need to seek justice for some people, even though as a high schooler she had been unable even to lift a finger to do Ralph any good. He had died in a prison ‘accident’ a couple years later.

Her urgency to escape from the environment she grew up in took her first through junior college on an academic scholarship, and then her never-say-die grit managed somehow, poor as she was, to get her into a decent law school. From then the only way had been up, but because prestige was everything just to get in the door, she had needed to leave her old life completely behind, including her birthname.

Now her former life was a distant memory, with most of her relatives having passed away… one way or another.

Because of her academic history (which in contrast to her earliest past was flawless and stellar), a law firm in Manhattan had snapped her up in a recruiting drive, and she had fought her way nearly to the top of the pile through aggressive work and unstinting long hours.

LaTonya Watkins, the uppity black (or often the ‘N’ word) from a trailer park with no future, was now Tanya Reeling, addressed by many as Esquire, a prominent attorney of lower Manhattan, complete with a large townhouse (although the rooms were mostly unfurnished), and a gorgeous Mercedes sedan to drive, even though she had nowhere to park it that wasn’t by the hour.

It was a New York thing. You lived as luxuriously as possible, but only in public, because it was just to show off, not because you actually needed those things. (For instance, driving her Mercedes in Manhattan was far less convenient than taking a taxi or an uber, but she wouldn’t be caught dead in one.)

Dealing with the corporate world as a black woman also had its pitfalls. Many times in the boardroom or courtroom, just to be heard, she had needed to be smarter, as well as more aggressive and dominant than the person across the table, until finally after years of winning a high percentage of cases anyway, her reputation an unconquerable bitch who didn’t take crap from anyone except the judges (because she was always smarter and more badass than her opponents) now preceded her into battle.

She had found her dominant nature and disarming looks made her a powerful force for what she needed to do, which was mostly to argue and intimidate initially bigoted men into doing whatever she commanded they should do. And she loved it.

Every time they dropped their eyes in submission and she knew she had the deal in the bag, she felt yet another rush of well-deserved adrenaline. A legal substance she was truly addicted to. 

“Get someone in here who can take proper notes!” she barked. The room was silent until a male voice spoke up.

“I guess that would be me?”

She turned to see a striking young man standing in the corner next to the doorway. “Who are you?” He didn’t look at all familiar, so he must be a new admin assistant. It was rare they hired men for that role, but Tanya didn’t care what did or didn’t dangle from a person’s crotch, so long as they could do the job.  

“I guess you can just call me Note Guy, if you care about a name.”

That wasn’t the kind of response Tanya was at all used to; it was flippant. Unheard of. Her expression switched into the look she had overheard around the office referred to as the Medusa stare, because the people receiving it would rather appear to be turned to stone than to assert themselves whenever she loosed it on them.

“Are you new here, Note Guy?” she asked impatiently.

He nodded. Instead of people’s usual gaze downwards in her presence, his eyes were locked onto hers. His were dark brown she noticed, and he had way too much confidence radiating from them. She felt the need to lure that confidence out into the open, and then to squash it like a bug against a windshield.

“Can you operate a pad? Or is it just that your mouth doesn’t work properly?” Her voice dripped with sarcasm.

“My mouth works just fine. And yes, I can operate a pad, a phone, a computer, or whatever else you might require.” He paused before adding dutifully, “Ms. Reeling.”

That’s better. But only by a bit.  

“Then get to work, and don’t miss anything anyone says, whenever they have the floor. Bring your summary to my office when the meeting is over.”

He nodded. “Do you wish me to include verbatim the part just now where you called them idiots? Or should I massage the language a bit?”

Her eyes widened. Part of her wanted to fire this guy on the spot for being so damned cocky. But she also respected people who could hold their own, especially when they were faced with her badass-ness.

“Just watch yourself,” she snapped unhelpfully. The room was still silent… had been ever since the outburst ‘Note Guy’ had just referred to, and she could see people all around the table squirming in their seats.

Nobody dared to make another sound, but she could tell some of them were enjoying the back and forth, perhaps wishing they had the balls Note Guy did. “Don’t make your first day here become your last.” 

He nodded, finally dropping his eyes and focusing on his ‘scribblings’, not that she saw an actual notepad in evidence. But he was undeniably paying close attention to everything she said, although he also seemed to be mumbling under his breath. She resumed her tirade, using the adrenaline of the brief interaction to fuel her.

Glancing over once or twice, she noted that he still wasn’t afraid at all to make eye contact with her. In fact when she made a couple of points she wanted him to particularly focus on, he seemed to read her mind and be right on top of them. 

By the time the meeting was over, all the other attendees at the table had been sufficiently cowed. They all filed out, but before the new guy could leave, she told him to wait with her in the boardroom.

There was something else she was feeling, which was always a curious by-product of someone defying her. She was turned on. Her life, which was pretty much spent alone when she wasn’t working, included few forays into the world of dating, and when a man, even a younger one, stood up on his hind legs and gave her back as good as he got, it was an instant aphrodisiac.

“You may come with me,” she said to him curtly, as she strode out of the boardroom and headed towards her office. He obediently accompanied her, but he walked beside her, not behind her like any other underling. Here was something else she wasn’t accustomed to encountering from anyone, let alone a lowly admin assistant.

“What’s your actual name? This is the first time I’ve seen you.” she asked curtly as they walked.

“Clint,” he replied. “Clint Baker. I started here just last week.”

“Well Clint, Clint Baker, you should probably get used to the way things are done around here. And that’s typically however I say they are. And without any attitude. Got it?” Which wasn’t particularly reasonable of her, since her statement itself was fraught with attitude.

All he did in response was to nod agreeably, which just made her even angrier.

“Where are your notes?” she demanded when they reached her office. “You left them in the board room? Go get them; we need to go through them.”

“I have them all up here,” he replied, pointing to his head. “I have an astounding memory. What do you wish to know?” He didn’t say that like he was bragging at all, just calmly informing her of a fact.

“I don’t know how they did things at your previous job, but around here I want notes to be on actual paper. So I can perhaps read them, if that isn’t too much to ask?”

“Sure, we can do that. So how about I parrot back exactly what you said, and you can write it down?”

Tanya wasn’t used to such a completely cocky attitude, especially from an admin who must hardly make enough money even to buy his own clothes. Most of them walked around fearful of everyone, not just of her. Although she noticed he was extremely well dressed, much better even than most of the higher paid associates she dealt with.

“I’ve just told you what I want Clint, Clint Baker. I don’t write things down myself, that’s your job. If you can’t do it, there’s the door. And I’d seriously lose the attitude if I were you. You’re walking on a very thin line already, and I’d hate to have to throw you not just out of my office, but out of the entire building.” Her voice dripped with venom because of the rage his impudence was summoning up inside her.

Instead of being cowed, he quietly walked to the door and closed it. Being suddenly closed in with him made Tanya nervous.

There was something about his presence, about his confidence, that had her trembling inside, although she didn’t allow it to show. And it wasn’t just from anger, it was something else. Her body was on edge, and she knew why.

To find a man who had no fear of her was something she had long craved. There didn’t appear to be a man alive with confidence enough to pull that off, at least not in the dating world. They tried to impress her with money and fake bravado, and then once they were alone with her, they always broke down and became total wimps.

“What do you want to know?” he asked again.

“So you insist on my proving you wrong? Fine. The statement on the Geller file. What did Parker say about article thirteen?” It was said not only as a question, but also a challenge. Could this cocky guy actually follow through with his claim about being so smart?

She watched as he pulled out his cell phone and fumbled with it. Within five seconds, his recorded voice echoed into her office, reciting the exact words spoken by Parker during the meeting. It was word for word. When his voice finished speaking, he pressed a few more keys, and she heard the sound of her computer receiving an email. 

“I have an app for dictation and transcription. You have just received Parker’s statement in an email. Does that work for you, Tanya?”

His ability to record a meeting on his phone wasn’t at all impressive. But his ability to subvocalize it into his phone as it happened, and without missing a beat, was. And his ability to locate something in particular at the drop of a hat certainly was, indeed proving that his claim about having an ‘astounding’ memory was no exaggeration.

Having an app on his phone not only to transcribe it all, but also to email her a snippet upon request with just a few taps was truly remarkable. Nevertheless, her anger from his insolence rose even higher.

But then so did her arousal. She could feel her nipples growing hard against her lace bra, and the matching panties beneath her skirt had gotten damp and were sticking to her thighs. Holy shit! I’m so fucking turned on by this guy!

She allowed herself to show no sign of it, knowing she knew she had to keep this upstart in his place.

“Watch it. And in the future you shall address me as Ms. Reeling. I’m not your pal, I’m your superior.”

“Yes… ma’am,” he replied agreeably, but his tone was still cocky… amused even. Tanya couldn’t believe he was still pushing back, but at least he was obeying her.

This office meeting had been just a brief interaction, but the charisma and confidence this young man was oozing felt incredibly enticing. It made her want to know more about him as a person, not just an employee. But that would be entirely inappropriate.

“Since you appear to have the ability, young man, I want you to go back to whatever cubicle you sit in and email me a transcript of the entire meeting. That will be all.”

She waved him away, and with that arrogant look still on his face, he quietly opened the door. His eyes directly met hers once again as he left her office, and once he was gone, she needed to sit at her desk for a while and simply breathe.

Tanya had a strong urge to lock the door and reach her hand underneath her skirt to bring herself some relief. This was a reaction she hadn’t remotely expected to have. But of course she didn’t follow through with the thought; she would never do that at work.

His strong jaw and dark brown eyes stuck in her mind, especially the way they had bored into her own, betraying no intimidation, not even while she was berating him. Most people in her office looked at their feet while she spoke to them. Clint silently challenged her to do her worst, even though she could have fired him on the spot without providing a reason.

And he was incredibly hot, she thought. As a woman, she could appreciate the broad shoulders and round firmness underneath his dress pants. Not an unattractive bit of eye candy to have walking around the office, although she might have to watch him with the younger female associates. He’d be able to run through them like a rutting bull if he had the inclination.

The power she maintained over her employees always got her adrenaline pumping. She was glad it was the end of the day, and the meeting had ended it on a good note.

Finally, after fighting typical New York traffic in her status symbol of a Mercedes, she arrived home. Her horniness from the encounter with the cocky new assistant at the end of the day still had her body buzzing. She stepped inside her immense front hallway, and the silence settled in around her.

Large open archways opened into mostly empty rooms, each containing the bare minimum of furniture.  

It was far more space than she needed, and it was mostly for show. One of the reasons she had bought the ridiculously large condo was so she could entertain, and the ironic thing about that was nobody except herself had passed through the door in over a year. And that particular date had left very unsatisfied when she rejected his fumbling advances.

The kitchen was beautifully appointed, yet the wine cooler remained mostly untouched and full. Her fridge was stocked only with takeout leftovers. It was far too much effort to cook for just herself. In fact except for work, everything smacked of far too much effort to bother with.  

Her private life always felt so depressing. Her heels resonated on the marble staircase as she ascended, and she walked into her messy bedroom to change into some flannel pyjamas and just try to forget about the intensity of the day.

As Tanya stripped off her suit, she realized she was still aroused, and she didn’t have any convenient way to get rid of it. Maybe I should just take care of it myself, she thought with a wry smile.

It had been a while since she had masturbated and Clint, with his hot body and face, along with his cockiness, had provided more than enough stimulation to kick start her into successfully enjoying herself.  

There was something about the way that young man had spoken to her. As if he knew deep down inside, she wanted to give in to him, but to save face, she mustn’t do it in front of the staff. Then just when she was about to do something drastic to regain control of the situation, he backed right off. Smart kid, she thought.

And he would be a good focus for her to enjoy herself to. That cocky grin, those defined shoulders under his collared shirt and the way he filled out his pants, were all things she didn’t want to notice but she found it impossible not to. Just like it was also impossible not to respond to him like an older woman who hadn’t gotten any action in over a year… which she was.

She ran her hands down her dark skin, which was now completely bare, and checked herself out in the mirror. For a woman in her early fifties she looked good, thanks to many hours at the gym and the typical lawyer diet of skipping meals by working through endless lunchtimes, and from stress. Her personal trainer was one of the few people allowed to tell her what to do.

A few extra pounds sat on her frame, but most men didn’t seem to mind. She received her fair share of advances when she was out shopping or something, but she didn’t have the time to date, or more accurately didn’t want to take the time, and after many social disasters in that world, she had given up.

Whenever she felt needs, it was better just to take care of herself by herself, and not bother with other people at all, except of course at work, which was her life.

Still, running her hands over her naked skin as she admired herself in the mirror felt good. Her nipples were standing proudly erect, and she ran her hand through the space between her legs, giving a gentle tug to her moist pussy lips. They were already sensitive thanks to Clint, and she knew it wouldn’t take much effort right now to enjoy herself the way she wanted to.  

Putting on some soft music and lighting an aromatic candle, she filled the gigantic jacuzzi in her ensuite with extremely hot water. Since she had moved into her fortress (it wasn’t really, but it felt large enough to be one) two years ago, she had utilised the tub only half a dozen times, always intending to make more use of it.

As she settled down into the steaming water, she felt her body relax and her skin start to tingle. Her nipples were aching, thinking of how good it was going to feel while she touched herself. The scented lavender oil in the tub made her skin slick and filled the air around her.

Tanya lay back and grazed her fingers sharply across herself. It was rare for her to find a man who could touch her body the way she liked to be touched, with some aggression and authority.

In fact, during more than thirty years of her being (not very) sexually active, she had only encountered three. And unfortunately, only in one night stands. None of her real boyfriends had been able to give her what she really craved.

She took each nipple between her fingers and gently pinched it so she felt a small bite of pain, which always made her body respond the best. As she teased herself, she felt her lower region begin to quiver and become more engorged.

With one hand still gently pinching a nipple on autopilot, she glided the other one down her stomach and between her legs. A wax job every few weeks took care of things down there. Not that anyone ever has a chance to see it anymore, she thought.

But even so, it was nice to know that underneath her power suits there was a nicely shaved mound, something she enjoyed maintaining, even though her bedroom almost always housed only herself.

She found her lips swollen and puffy, and when she explored between them, her arousal made her fingers slick, even underwater. From her ministrations, her body increased the fire inside her, and when she felt it was time, she slid a finger between her lips but not inside, while continuing to tweak her nipples.

The finger traced easy circles up and down each side of her, and then she made it two fingers moving up and down both sides at the same time.

Finally she slid a finger inside her pussy, bestowing a sharp pulse of pleasure. Because she was alone, she felt safe to moan softly in pleasure. With the finger inside her, she explored her inner depths, and then found her clit erect above her engorged slit.

She knew that at this stage if she played with it a bit roughly, she could bring herself to an incredible orgasm.

Her reverie was broken by her sudden ring tone echoing through the large, tiled room.

“Fuck,” she said to nobody. Her first instinct was to leap out of the tub and rush to the phone, but it was evening so it could be anyone, most likely a telemarketer. If it rang a second and a third time, whoever it was might be serious. Please don’t ring even a second time, she thought, as her hands paused in their pleasurable explorations.

Thankfully, the phone stopped ringing. She exhaled loudly and prepared to continue, but then swore again, mentioning defecation this time, as the ring tone once again shattered the quiet air.

Hauling herself naked and dripping from the tub, she stalked over to the phone resting next to the sink to see a senior associate’s name on her call display. “Jesus fucking Christ. What do you want?” she again said to nobody. But she had to respond, or he would just keep calling.

Standing there dripping, naked and frustrated, she thought something in her life had to give. This tension that constantly built up inside of her simply wasn’t sustainable. She just had to blow off some steam, and thus she needed to find some new outlet, since her usual methods just weren’t doing it for her anymore.  

Tanya flashed back to a memory from a couple of months ago, and realized it might just provide the solution she was looking for. It was a way of providing her with some satisfaction without the hassle of dating a long series of idiots, hoping eventually to find someone who wasn’t one. Fat chance!

She had been out for drinks with Danica, an old friend from law school she was catching up with, and her friend had, with patience befitting a saint, been listening to her going on about all the stress she was under and how frustrated she always was… both sexually and from work.

Danica had dropped some vague hints about how she was relieving her own stress, never saying anything specific about the ‘how’ part, but citing that she’d ‘never felt better’, and that she now felt ongoing relief from her former stress and burdens, not just temporary pick-me-ups.

Tanya thought perhaps she had found a massage therapist, or someone to provide her with some version of relaxation therapy. But she was very cryptic, even when Tanya asked pointed questions, about this solution. Since Tanya had never learned anything concrete about it, she immediately forgot all about it once they went their separate ways.

But when she returned home that night, she found an email in her personal inbox.

The subject of the email was straightforward: Girl, I know you need this! She expected it to be some stupid multilevel marketing pitch, but since it was from Danica, she clicked on the link anyway.

And then she had audibly gasped, looking furtively around, even though there was zero chance she wasn’t totally alone in her house. Danica had sent her a web address to something she had never even thought of when her friend had spoken about her “stress relief”.

The company hosting the website was called Corporate Companions. It looked like a simple menu at first blush, but instead of anything mundane, it featured pictures of gorgeous topless men assuming attractive poses and wearing costumes.

It was an escort service… opposite from most. And obviously quite a lucrative one judging from the number of, and the looks of, the sexy men it employed.

She immediately shut down her browser and quickly emailed Danica in shock. What the hell is this?

It’s exactly what you need for scratching that itch. Trust me, the service is incredible. She had added a wink emoji.

She’d had conversations in the past with Danica on various topics, including sexual topics, where she had expressed her frustrations about men and how dissatisfied she always was with just about all of them, but she hadn’t ever expected to be presented with a solution like this one. There were way too many risks associated with hiring an ‘escort’ to bed her.

What if someone finds out? she sent back. It never hurt to ask, of course.

Their company is built around discretion. They maintain a very limited and established clientele, and the men are paid very well to be secretive. I’ve used their services a few times, and it’s always been worth every penny. And as I hinted at over dinner, it’s totally changed my outlook on life… I’m a new woman! One caution, however. If you contact them through their website or in any other fashion without mentioning my name, they won’t even reply to you.

She had closed the email and set it aside even though she was intrigued, because at that time she hadn’t felt quite ready to hire some stranger to make a house call to satisfy her needs.

But tonight, when her body had been denied even the trivial satisfaction of masturbating without being rudely interrupted, her resolve against taking care of such things with her wallet had eroded away.

Wrapping a fluffy towel around her naked body, she called her office associate back. It was a simple issue that could have easily been handled the next day, but she had created a culture of people who took care of the easy situations themselves and sought advice on the tougher calls, in large part because of her own diatribes when they got it wrong, such as the fearsome ranting and raving she had indulged in today.

It was also because of the corporate culture she herself had created, encouraging her people to relate to business emails and phone calls after hours. After all, she couldn’t expect her associates to go that particular extra mile if she wouldn’t.

The only issue she wasn’t taking care of responsibly she realized, was her own sexual frustration. Oh yes… two things… my temper tantrums I justify so easily. Her aversion to seeking a ‘professional’ had obviously changed when she found herself on her laptop clicking onto the escort website Danica had sent her months earlier. The screen was flooded with a sophisticated logo and a menu bar.

Displayed were the sections Profile, FAQ, Donations. And there was also a booking tab. Everything could be arranged online, just like having groceries delivered to one’s house. Except this would be a delivery of a different kind of meat. She giggled when she thought about it.

And why should men be the only ones hiring escorts? Women had needs as well. Especially her. And especially recently. So this seemed like a handy solution to her issues, with minimal hassle. After all she could easily afford it, and it was an excellent way of ensuring a partner’s discretion.

Looking around the room (in my own house!) again as if she might get caught, Tanya clicked on a random link, and was taken to a profile page.

A picture of a gorgeous and muscular black man dominated the page, complete with his height, weight, interests (nonsexual ones; this particular hunk included both skydiving and opera), followed by a picture gallery of the man, both with clothes and without. He looked like he had stepped off the pages of a fitness magazine.

He was stunning and gorgeous, and she felt her body respond just from looking at him. She wondered how it would feel to have a man who looked like this running his hands all over her body and using his lips and tongue to give her exactly what she was craving. And although it wasn’t shown explicitly, between his legs was a generous bulge.

A list of his services was on a sidebar link. They differed from hunk to hunk, and they tended to range from fairly normal sexual proclivities to more extreme possibilities. One description caught her eye, which was repeated verbatim on slightly more than half of the men’s pages:

A Night of Submission. Allow our expert to create a scenario where you are simply required to let go of your own will, and to succumb to his orders as he guides you into unimaginable ecstatic realms. Your companion will be the dominant and you will be the submissive. This experience can range from mild to extreme, depending upon your initially stated desires. The only commonality in this spectrum is that you express all of your preferences up front, and then your partner takes over completely, subject only to a Safe Word you will be given.

Maybe that’s exactly what I need, she thought. To have someone else calling all the shots for a night! Just the thought of being able to give herself over to a gorgeous man, and to have him there only to please her without her needing to make any of the decisions, made her body quiver again.

Finally making the decision, she picked up her cell phone and called the number on the computer screen.

“Corporate Companions. May I help you?” a professional-sounding female voice answered.

“Um…” she didn’t know where to begin. “I’m calling because I was referred to your website by a friend. I’m curious about one of your packages.” She giggled inwardly at her Freudian slip.  

“And may I please have your friend’s name?”

Danica had warned her this would happen. It was part of their going the extra mile to keep everything discreet, so she found the question reassuring. “Latonya. Latonya Watkins.”

“Thank you. Now you may tell me: which package interests you?” 

“I’d like to book a Night of Submission. I saw it several times on the website.”

“Very good. That would be three hours of the practitioner’s time charged up front, and we simply need to know whether you would prefer a mild, moderate, or extreme level of domination.”

“It’s my first time… so…”

“Then I would definitely recommend the mild option,” the voice replied. Tanya couldn’t believe the voice on the phone could sound so professional and matter of fact about establishing the level of kink she wished her… practitioner?... she couldn’t help giggling silently again… to bring to the table.

“You’re always at liberty to adjust the level of intensity with your partner as the evening progresses in general, but not specifically, since that liberty would compromise your expressed desire to be dominated.”

“Wow.” Tanya gulped. “Any other recommendations?”

“Perhaps. Are there any specific fantasies you would like fulfilled?”

“Is that something I can also adjust… as the evening progresses?”

“Of course, but only during your break periods; your partner will inform you when they begin and when they end. Within those strict parameters, which are in place to enhance the best possible experience for you, our companions are willing to create whatever scenario you desire.”

“Okay then. May I book for tomorrow night?”

Once the specifics were taken care of, including her credit card charged and confirmed on the spot and she hung up the phone, her first instinct was to call back and cancel. Was she really so desperate for male attention that she needed to rent it by the hour?

Still, the thought of having a strong, sexy man doing things to her she would never allow normally was even now stimulating a genuine reaction in her. She checked her computer screen again and imagined the man currently on display striding confidently through her front door, sweeping her off her feet, and tearing her clothes off in shreds… just for starters.

She was also intrigued about the domination part. She really knew nothing about it except for vague generalities, and she booked for that region of kink on a whim… the idea had immediately appealed to her, so she had gone with her gut.

But even after taking some time to reflect, she was still drawn to it. She was always so rigidly in control of everything in her day-to-day life, that having a real man telling her what to do, to be in control of her body and all of their lovemaking… although this time perhaps it should just be called sex-making… but this man would be committed to making sure she was completely satisfied, whether he himself ‘finished’, she thought they called it, or not, was an intriguing idea. One she definitely wanted to experience.

That night in bed, she imagined a strong man tying her down, then spanking her and requiring her to submit to his every whim. His massive cock filled her pussy, and his dark eyes bored into hers while he pumped inside of her, making damn sure she experienced ecstasy.

Before she could stop herself, her fingers were inside her dripping wet pussy, and she was moaning herself into an intense orgasm. Her hand pinched her breasts, and she played with herself until she was sore, captivated by this fantasy of a man being in total control of her.

This time she had taken the time beforehand to make sure her cell phone ringer was turned off.  

The next day at the firm she found particularly challenging, while she negotiated the apparent cul-de-sacs between her and her goals that were in fact puzzles to solve, and then after overcoming one only to be faced with the next, and then to face even further endless challenges, frustrated Tanya no end, until it was finally time for her to leave.

Normally with so much still needing to be achieved she would have volunteered to stay well into the evening, but another good thing about having a scheduled meeting… already paid for… at home, was that she actually left the office at a reasonable hour.

On the way home, she let her mind go. What should she wear? Would her companion be everything she was hoping for? All day her body had been quivering with anticipation, and at times it seemed like the clock was running backwards, not forwards. But her sexy rendezvous was now only a couple of hours away.

Her speculations were interrupted by her car phone unexpectedly ringing. She recognised the logo of the companion service on her car’s display, so she quickly pressed the answer button. It made her nervous even to be answering a call from such a place, but if they were calling there must be a reason.

“Hello?”

“LaTonya Watkins?” A female voice asked, a different one from last night. She thought using her original name for an alias was a nice touch. Perhaps her secret original self should now become her secret slut self. But no, her original self had been far more desperate than sexy. She’d have to come up with another one.

“Yes, this is she.”

“Ms. Watkins, this is your corporate liaison calling about your companion for this evening. I’m afraid that due to a sudden illness, the gentleman you booked is no longer available.”

Tanya grimaced into her windshield, feeling an absolute explosion of regret. Even by hiring an escort service, she still couldn’t get laid! But she perked up when the voice continued.

“However, we do have another option who should suit your needs. Frederick is one of our most sought-after practitioners, and he is skilled in the dominant style you requested. He’ll be available at the time we agreed upon.”

Tanya thought quickly, but she couldn’t remember seeing a profile for any Frederick. Faced with the mystery of a man whose face she hadn’t seen prior to his showing up on her doorstep for sex was both enticing and apprehension-stirring. But there hadn’t been any profiles on the site for men she didn’t find attractive.

“We’ll be willing to offer you a forty percent discount because of this inconvenience to you, or will even give you a full refund if you decide to cancel under these unfortunate circumstances through no fault of your own, but we ourselves are leaning towards the former; we would hate for you to be without a date for tonight. We’re also very conscious of the first impressions we may be making upon you, and we wish them to be as favourable as possible.”

She thought for a second. The urges she was feeling, and her growing need to be with a man made the decision for her. “I’m inclined to give your Frederick a try, so I’ll be happy keep the appointment. “

“Thank you so much for your flexibility. Frederick will arrive on your doorstep at the designated time.” And the line went dead.

Tanya sighed. After all this buildup, she was still nervous. What would it actually mean to give herself to a dominant man and to be controlled? Completely?

Her body sprouted goosebumps from imagining what the man who showed up that evening might do to her during the time they spent together.

When she arrived home, she stripped out of her pencil skirt and burgundy blouse, wanting to make sure her date found her wearing something more attractive. Truthfully, she actually wanted to be different tonight, an entirely different person if possible, and sliding into a slinky, revealing dress was just the beginning.

It was a short dark red piece she had bought specifically for seducing a former date which, as always, hadn’t been all that successful. But tonight when she put it on, she felt sexy.

She knew she was sexy, and part of the enjoyment of wearing sexy clothing was really owning it, so she invested herself in truly being that dark, enchanting seductress she could see in the mirror.

She slid her breasts beneath the light fabric without a bra, so they would be particularly attractive and responsive, both before and after she stripped it off. The deep cut of the top displayed the ample line of her breasts, and the thin fabric also hugged her ass revealingly, stopping just below her hips.

Tanya looked in the mirror front and back and took a deep breath. She felt sexy, and she hoped her date would think she was too.

Time crawled until the appointment time, and Tanya spent the time in her kitchen, pacing around with a glass of wine that rapidly become two due to her nervousness. Then she heard the doorbell echoing through the house.

She smoothed her short dress and clicked across in her heels to open the door. It was difficult to remember a time when she’d been so nervous about something, but her nerves only added to the anticipation. All the skin beneath her clingy dress was begging to be touched.

The man standing on her porch facing the street turned around, and the moment she saw his face, Tanya was taken aback in surprise. What the hell is HE doing here? Then it registered. The name the Corporate Companions rep on the phone had given her had to be a fake one, just like hers. No sex worker would ever use their real name on the job. 

It was the admin assistant from yesterday at the office, Clint. He looked different in a crisp white shirt and a dark suit, and his hair was styled differently, but his strikingly dark eyes still bored into her.

He still also looked sexy as hell, the perfect eye candy. Except that he was her firm’s employee.

“Well, this might get a bit awkward.” Clint said with a rakish grin. “Or not, depending.” It was the same insolent grin he had given her at the office the day before, and it set her temper to boiling without any effort. Was he her date for the night?

“Clint? What the hell are you doing here?” she said, realizing she was barely dressed. Her hand instinctively darted up to cover the front of her dress where her cleavage was highly visible.  

“This is 1408 Baron Court, correct? I’m here to meet a LaTonya Watkins. I assume that’s you by a different name, just like you were expecting to meet a Frederick?” He still had that cocky smile on his face. “It’s common for our clients to employ assumed names, just as we do.”

“What? How… are you my date… from… that… that company?” Tanya didn’t know what to say, and for some reason was afraid to utter the escort service’s name. How was it even possible that of all the escorts she could have hired, it would just happen to be a man she already knew, and even worked with? 

Clint nodded. “Well, I’m certainly not here on any errand from our law office, so yes, Corporate Companions sent me to spend the evening with you.” He looked her up and down appraisingly. “You look very different at home. Very sexy, I might add.”

Tanya blushed. “I… I don’t know what to say.”

“I’d suggest you begin by welcoming me inside before your neighbours begin wondering who that young, well-dressed white guy is on your doorstep. I know how people can be in these neighbourhoods.”

Good point! She quickly stepped aside so he could stride confidently into her house. He looked around her front hall, not at all acknowledging except with that original comment this situation might be awkward. She noticed his shoes were the same high-end brand he’d worn at the office. And now she knew how he afforded them.

After closing the door, but while they were still in her vestibule, she turned back to him. His smoky eyes again roamed all over her body, and she realized he had never seen her except while she was wearing her business attire.

The dress she was now wearing was completely revealing, compared to that. She felt almost naked, and her skin flushed with extra darkness. 

“Listen, when I called your agency, I certainly wasn’t expecting…” he cut her off.

“No, of course you weren’t, and that’s my fault. When I saw the address come up and I saw your actual name on the credit card transaction, I almost decided not to come. But honestly, I wanted to learn what you were like outside of the office.”

She blushed again. That want was very flattering.

“You wanted to see… me? Like… this?”

He nodded, the smile softening his normally assertive face. “I’m certain you realize you’re a powerfully intimidating woman, but I’m not sure whether you know you’re also a powerfully attractive one, which you are,” he continued.

“And when I saw you were the one who’d booked the service call, frankly I was excited for the opportunity. What man in his right mind would miss the chance to spend some private time with a gorgeous woman like you?”

She was flattered. An attractive young man who looked like he did, certainly didn’t need to waste his time pursuing an older black woman. Unless he was sincere about considering her attractive? “Why do you need to do this line of… work?” 

“Do you think that even with my technical skills, an admin assistant’s salary is enough to live on in Manhattan?” he laughed. “Plus, as a single attractive guy, I’m frequently given the chance to date beautiful women… and without needing to wait for the stereotypical third date to score.

“Listen,” he continued. “I know my being the one who showed up is unexpected; you were expecting a total stranger.” He stepped closer to her, and she could smell the light cologne he wore. His eyes were dark and striking, and the confidence he exuded even inside her own home was incredibly arousing to her. 

“But now that you can make an informed decision, may I please stay? Aren’t you even the slightest bit intrigued? I’m very good at my job, and I know you were looking for someone to tell you what to do. If your attitude at the office is any indication, it’s my professional opinion that you seriously need to let off some steam, and that’s exactly what I’m here for.”

He was right, and she knew it. Even the slight risk of exposure was somewhat of an aphrodisiac. 

“What if anyone finds out?”

“I get paid very well for my discretion, and if I ever did say anything to anyone, I’d not only be fired immediately, but I’d also forfeit the surety bond they hold, which is in six figures. So, you can trust me when I say I don’t want any of that to happen.”

He grinned at her again. “But if you’re still uncertain, shall we write up a nondisclosure agreement between just the two of us? I happen to know an excellent lawyer; she’s a real ballbuster.”

His joke broke the tension, and Tanya couldn’t hold back a very uncharacteristic little giggle. Her legal brain was telling her this was a horrible idea, but the more she looked into his eyes and saw the way he was continually admiring her face and her body, the more she felt the arousal inside her convincing her to let him stay.

“Okay. Come inside before anyone gets suspicious.” she said, leading him into the house. As she walked in front of him, his hands reached out to touch her shoulders. The spaghetti straps of her dress covered very little, and when he unexpectedly touched her in that sensitive place, a pleasant little shock shot across her skin.

“Wait,” he said. “Please turn around and face me again.”

She froze as he touched her, nervous about what might happen, but obeyed his request.

“Just to make sure we’re on the same page, you requested a very specific service. I want to make sure that’s still what you’re hiring me for. If you’d prefer to call it a night, or to do something different together, I’ll be happy to adjust our plans for the evening to your satisfaction.”

“No. I… I still want exactly the services I requested originally.”

He nodded. “Then you’re in for a memorable evening. However, first why don’t we sit and get to know each other a bit? May I please sit down?”

“Of course. May I get you a drink?”  

She still felt quite awkward as she went to the kitchen and poured a glass of Radius Cabernet wine for each of them. Although it was inexpensive, she thought something red and fruity might enhance the occasion.

In her living room sat a man who worked in her office as a subservient employee (but who could hardly claim to have a subservient attitude). But she had paid for him to come here and spend the evening with her while hopefully dominating and pleasing her.

Her ethical and safety considerations were conflicted, but her emotions were screaming at her to fucking please take him up on what he was offering! 

The more she considered it, the more determined she became to surrender herself to the evening and to this man. After all she deserved it and she had paid for it.

Returning to her living room, she handed him the filled wineglass and sat down on the couch about three feet away from him (for now). His eyes drifted down her body, lingering over her almost totally exposed legs.

“You look beautiful tonight,” he said, making her blush. “Your dress is very different from what I see you wearing at the office of course, but either way you’re a very attractive woman, Tanya.”

His tone was so confident and sincere, she blushed yet again. And her comfort increased. He was flirting with her, and even with her awareness she was paying him hundreds of dollars an hour to do it, she still found herself enjoying the attention.

But even though a sexual undercurrent remained constant, any flirting was set aside for a while as they did indeed get to know each other. He was a skilled conversationalist, and within half an hour he knew almost everything about her, including things she hadn’t told anyone at the office, not even her partners.

Tanya also learned a lot about him, learning he was incredibly well educated, and could discuss pretty much any topic in depth… ecology, social dynamics, all of the fine arts, Black Lives Matter, and on and on, of course including law.

But as enjoyable as their meandering conversation was, she eventually recalled how the night was intended to progress.

“So…how should we move on to the… the next…stage…of the evening?” She couldn’t believe how much mental effort it took her to force those halting words past her sudden shyness, even stammering while she said them.

His eyes left warm and friendly behind and went to a place much darker; like her hesitant question had flicked a switch inside him. 

“Why don’t you go upstairs and change into something more comfortable. But first, pour me another drink.” Those weren’t questions; it was more like commands.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean I wish you to go to up your bedroom and put on something sexier so I can see even more of your body; lingerie if you have any. But first I want another drink. Scotch  on the rocks, if it’s available.”  

Tanya certainly wasn’t accustomed to being addressed with such authority, but she sensed a promise of freedom in someone else telling her what to do, even if it was just to change her clothing and fetch a drink.

She always felt the same way when her Pilates coach manipulated her from position to position so she didn’t have to think. This was exactly why she paid someone to think for her.

Without quite realizing she had decided to do it, she found herself obediently preparing and handing Clint a whisky glass of Glenfiddich over ice, and then mounting the stairs. 

Stepping into her bedroom, she became nervous again. It had been over a year since she had last been with a man, and she worried how he would judge her body.

Standing in front of her full-length mirror, Tanya undid her revealing dress and dropped it to the floor. She realized she strongly wanted to impress Clint and to make him desire her. She hadn’t wanted that from a man in years. 

Going to her dresser, she opened a drawer she hadn’t opened in a long time and pulled out a lacy white bra and panties from the back of it. The last time she had worn them was two years ago, and she could still remember the sting of rejection from that former boyfriend as if it was yesterday.

Even when she threw herself at him, he still managed to find ways to reject her and to make her feel less of a woman. Perhaps unknowingly she had wanted to be treated like that, for why else had she put up with it? In any case, that’s certainly not what she wanted now.

She looked at her dark, naked body in the mirror again. Most men would consider themselves lucky to be with a woman having a body like hers in her early fifties.

Her breasts were still full, and because she had never borne children, they had hardly any sag to them. Her nipples were lighter than her skin tone and were small, capping her dark breasts beautifully.

A stomach that was mostly flat, although with some stretch marks still remaining from a period in high school when she’d been overweight, and her arms and shoulders were well defined from all the working out she did to blow off steam. Even her ass, while it had dropped a bit, still was round and shapely.

It was time to enjoy herself. Time to use this body that was the fruits of her decades of exercise, to give herself whatever pleasure she desired. Even when that desire was to give herself over to someone, so he could assume complete control of her.

Sliding on the white lacy panties and clasping the bra over her breasts, she checked herself in the mirror again. The white lingerie was a striking contrast to her dark skin. The bra pushed her large breasts up and together invitingly.

Her panties covered only a small portion of her hips, and only translucently did they cover her pubic mound, which was waxed perfectly bare.

She hoped this man in her living room would approve of her and sincerely wish her to please him; not just because it was his job, but because he sincerely hungered for her.

Completing her ensemble was a pair of four-inch high heels (far higher than the two-inch ones she always wore to the office) that were crimson red. The extra height pushed her ass up and she stood tall, admiring her nearly naked body for another few moments in the mirror. 

She walked down the stairs from the loft in her high heels, clicking slowly down the steps. Clint turned to look up at her as she descended, and she saw his gaze register a mild surprise.

“A lovely choice, kitten,” he said succinctly, and she particularly felt his compliment because it wasn’t at all flowery.

But then she paused in surprise. “What did you call me?”

He smiled disarmingly and explained, “I called you kitten. Tonight, I don’t believe either one of us wishes you to inhabit the fierce Tanya Reeling persona you do at the office, and I think the meek personality of a sweet little kitten will suit you very well. Do you agree?”

She paused for a moment to savour the endearment, then replied, “Actually I do; I believe I fancy the idea of being your kitten.” She then finished descending the stairs, and continued walking towards him, but he then halted her by raising an open palm. “Don’t move.”

Tanya stopped and obediently stood still. She felt vulnerable to be wearing nothing but her skimpiest lingerie, especially standing in front of this younger white man who remained fully clothed. His voice had assumed a commanding tone, and she had to admit to herself she felt intimidated by it.

He set down his glass, rose to his feet, and unhurriedly strolled across the room to her. As he approached, her skin stood up again in goosebumps, and she shivered when he arrived close enough to touch her.

When she raised her arm to touch him, he unexpectedly barked at her! Loudly! “I said! Don’t! Move!”

That was even more intimidating! Immediately she dropped her hand back to her side. Nobody had ever spoken to her in such a tone of voice, not even way back in Oklahoma City. Her lower lip quivered with the conflict in her head. Adrenaline coursed through her.

A battle had already begun inside her, between her normal instinct to retaliate like a tiger on the one hand, or on the other to behave like the meek little kitten he expected her to be.

Then all gentleness again since she was now obeying him, his hand reached out to lightly graze the bare skin of her stomach, which made her shiver and the slight hairs on her skin stand on end.

Stalking predatorially and slowly around her, he looked her up and down, and then his hand claimed the soft, dark curve of her ass, cupping it, and then squeezing it gently.

A flush shot through her entire body when he first touched her. And grew while his hands explored her without any hint of diffidence, but with only self-assurance and ownership.

As he continued touching her bare skin in various locations, he spoke.

“Here are your rules, my kitten,” he explained. “You are to do exactly as I say, exactly as I wish. You shall almost certainly at times feel negative emotions such as humiliation, shame, perhaps even anger; for that is what you’re paying me for. However if you become too distressed, or the sensations and emotions I provoke in you feel too much to bear, you have the option of stopping me at any time, simply by saying the word Objection.”

She smiled when she heard the safe word.

“If you do speak that word, I’ll stop whatever I’m doing immediately, and we can discuss your experience before resuming. It’s a paradox: I’m in complete control of everything tonight including you, but we’re both here to give you the best experience possible, and ultimately you’re the best judge of whether or not we’re succeeding. Do you understand and agree to everything I’ve just explained? If you do, just nod your head, but don’t speak.”

She nodded.

“Excellent.”

His hand slid up her bare stomach and across her chest, encased in the white lace. He stroked it higher to caress her neck and gave her the subtle hint of a squeeze there. The touch upon such a vulnerable area made her shiver, but otherwise she remained unmoving and silent.

He took her hand and led her while she followed obediently into the living room, where their glasses remained sitting on the large glass table. Leading her in front of the couch, she expected him to seat her, but instead he halted her in place.

“Dance for me.” he said firmly.

A flush went across Tanya’s body. “What? What do you…”

“Shut. Up.” Clint said. “The only word you’re allowed to say during our session unless I instruct you otherwise is ‘objection’, so keep your fucking mouth shut and do exactly as you’re told.” It was said totally without anger, even including the F-bomb, but asserting absolute authority.

There was no room for argument. And then Tanya realized, or at least first directed her attention to the obvious fact that his body was far more powerful than hers.

Which meant if he chose to, he could quite easily force her into doing whatever (the fuck) he wanted, willingly or not.

Although hopefully that would go against rules he was obliged to follow (but the operative word being ‘hopefully’). He next firmly took possession of her chin with his hand, gazing with steel in his eyes into hers. Any quarrel she might have with him wilted immediately.

“I’m going to sit down on that couch. And you’re going to give me a nice, sexy lap dance.” he intoned from only inches way from her face. She could smell his cologne and the single malt on his breath. Having him state so regally exactly what he required her to do made her tremble. 

He backed up and sat down on her white leather couch, pulling out his phone. He fiddled with it for a second, and then Tanya heard some familiar music in the air. It was an incredibly sexy R and B song currently popular on the radio.

“Now. Dance for me, Tanya,” he ordered, spreading his legs in obvious invitation.

This was something she had never done before, or had ever wanted to do, so she felt awkward as she started to move. But taking a deep breath, she forced herself to begin swaying her body to the slow beat of the music.   

However, as she moved, she felt her body relaxing into the flow of the music, and she became more comfortable as she swayed her hips in front of him. Her breasts were pushed up and held together by the lacy cups of her white bra, and all on their own, they slowly rocked from side to side with the beat. She felt sexy.

What made her feel even sexier, was that his approving gaze never left her body. He was almost literally devouring her with his eyes. A warmth flushed through her skin.

“Turn around,” he said, and she smoothly obeyed, turning to present her ass to him, covered only by a threadlike white thong. She knew her ass was well defined, especially for a woman her age. She had spent thousands of dollars and countless hours on private Pilates lessons in order to achieve this ass, and she was proud of it.

“Very nice.” he said, and it sounded sincere.

She felt his hands on her ass again, this time his fingernails lightly running down the curve of her cheeks and the backs of her legs, which caused her to shiver even more. She could detect a light scent of her wetness in the air, and probably so could Clint.  

Tanya continued to dance until the song ended, and the room once again grew quiet. As she stopped moving, she couldn’t help feeling awkward again, unlike she had felt only moments before. Which was probably because she also felt more exposed than she ever had.

“Now come to me. You may sit down, kitten. Right here.” He patted his knee. Tanya hesitated, feeling humiliated by his unwarranted expectations, but then pleasure soared through her body when she realized how badly she wanted both what he was going to do to her and to give her.

Tanya sat down on his knee, her legs between his, and his arm went around her bare waist. And then without warning, he pushed her roughly face down across the leg she was facing.

Her ass had suddenly become her most prominent feature, and her face was pressed diagonally into the couch. She gasped at her sudden new position, and tensed up as she lay there in this vulnerable state, and then she heard him hiss into in her ear.

“You’ve been a very bad girl, haven’t you kitten?”

She presumed he meant the way she berated so many of her employees for being idiots, and inwardly she had to agree. He hadn’t inflected his words as a question so much as a statement, so she remained silent.

But then she yelped with pain, as his hand smacked her almost bare backside hard enough that it distinctly hurt, but not unbearably so. His other strong hand was pressed firmly into the small of her back, pinning her in place in case she began to struggle.

She knew that even with his slight build, Clint could easily keep her under control if necessary. Being called a ‘bad girl’ implied she was childish, which she didn’t think she was, but he had a point, so she gritted her teeth and accepted her punishment.

He spanked her again, on the same cheek, and the added blow caused the sting there to increase in intensity. She gasped again and felt a warm flush travel down her legs. She was astonished to learn that it felt completely exhilarating!

“If you want more, say please.”  

Tanya reminded herself the whole point of tonight was to give in to another person. It was everything she wanted. So taking a deep breath, she relaxed her body and turned her head to look up at him.

“Please,” was all she said.

His hand landed on her ass again, and then on the other cheek, and she cried out as the pain from the impacts shot through her. Tears formed in her eyes from its sharpness, but at the same time her pussy flooded with wetness. 

“Are you going to be good for me?” he asked.

“Oh my god…” she moaned. Being overpowered like this had her whole body on fire. “Please. Yes, for you I’ll be good.”

“Then be good about accepting your punishment like a good little kitten.” She felt his hand once again lash into her backside, making tears spring to her eyes again from the power of his slaps. Then… gently… he drew his open palm down her painfully throbbing cheek in a gentle caress.

Placing it next between her thighs, he trailed his fingers across her pussy lips, which were swollen and damp. She was more turned on than she could remember being in a long time.

“Stand up,” he said, releasing her from his grip. She stood up on wobbling legs, still with a haze in her eyes from the tears still there from her spanking. “Now remove all your clothing. Slowly.”

With trembling hands, she first went to her bra clasp and managed to undo it. It fell to the floor, exposing her full breasts, capped with large dark nipples. He nodded, still sitting on the couch. “That’s good. Now the rest.”

Her hands went to her waist and she slowly slid down her panties, which were soaked with her juices. He motioned for to her to give them to him and she handed them over, watching him lift them to his mouth and inhale deeply, then slide them into his pocket. “Now the heels.”

She slid off her high heels and set them aside, and finally she stood there totally naked and totally vulnerable.

In all her years of being a powerfully dominant woman, she had never felt so completely exposed as she did at this moment. Her conflicted feelings were both frustrating and exhilarating.

He picked up his glass of scotch again. “Now play with yourself for me. You’re allowed some pleasure.”

She shivered that he had just given her permission to do something most men would be begging her to see. Still standing, she spread her legs and reached between them, already knowing she would find herself completely drenched down there.

Sliding a finger between her lips, she felt the sensitive areas she knew all too well. Her own touch had been the only sensation her pussy had entertained for at least a year.

Her body was so aroused it quickly responded to her touch, and within seconds she felt herself tensing up in a familiar pattern of orgasm.

“Stop,” he said when she started moaning and moving her hand faster. Her hand froze immediately at his command, even though her body was crying out for release.

“Come here,” he said, beckoning her forward.

She stepped within arm’s reach of him, and with a slow deliberate movement, he retrieved a piece of ice from his now empty glass of liquor. He then reached out and she hissed as the cold ice touched her breasts, then swirled in to graze her hard nipples.

He next trailed it across her stomach and then down across her hips, and between her inner thighs. Every moment the coldness was against her skin she was tense, feeling that she needed to escape.

Clint hadn’t even touched her with his hands except to spank her, yet her entire body was on fire.

“Now you may make yourself cum.” He sat back, and with his permission, she quickly found her cleft again and rubbed it towards the release she craved so much. Within seconds she felt the waves cascade throughout her body, and she cried out softly when her orgasm took charge. 

“Say thank you,” he instructed, once her body had slowed down and stopped trembling.

“Oh my god… thank you,” she sighed.

“Sir.”

“Thank you… sir.” Tanya felt a sudden surge of emotion when she addressed him by that honorific. Her need to be controlled was exactly what he was taking advantage of so skillfully. His face was inches away from her wetness, and she knew he could easily smell her scent, that must be filling the room.

“Take me upstairs to your bedroom.” he commanded again, offering his hand as he stood up.  

She accepted it eagerly and turned, slowly walking up the stairs naked, a single pace in front of him. The touch of his fingers against hers made her entire arm tingle, and the way she was displayed to him heightened the sensation.

As they walked into the bedroom, he suddenly covered her eyes from behind with a blindfold he must have had hidden in his pocket. She wobbled, almost falling from her sudden sightlessness, but his powerful arms kept her standing.

“What are you doing?” she whispered quietly.

There was no answer, but she felt him guide her body step by step towards the bed, where he gently lay her down on her back. She then felt him take an arm and raise it over her head and fasten a narrow strap around her wrist. She instinctively tensed up against it.

“Don’t resist me,” he said very softly yet firmly, and she felt his grip tighten around her wrist. 

She took several deep breaths, and once she had calmed down, she felt her arm being tied to the pillar of her bed. He repeated this on the other side, so she was thus bound on her back with her arms over her head. With her arms upraised, she felt completely exposed and vulnerable, and she instinctively crossed her legs.

“Open them,” he ordered, still quietly. “Now.”

She shivered and let her legs fall back open. Lying there, she felt both open and exhilarated. He could do anything he wished to her at that moment, and just knowing that invested her with an incredible feeling of freedom. She had neither the ability nor the need to make any choices whatsoever.

Tanya heard him open her bedside table drawer. She turned her head quickly, realizing that inside the drawer was her favourite sex toy, and he would easily find it. 

“What are you doing in there?” she demanded without thinking first. “Those are my private things!”

“You women are so very predictable. This was either going to be in the bedside table or in the bathroom below the sink,” he replied with what sounded like a sneer.

Then she heard the low hum of her vibrator being turned on. Her skin prickled up again as she wondered what next Clint had in mind for her.

The buzzing grew louder, and then she felt just the faintest hint of vibration on her upper chest. She gasped. With the blindfold on, the sensation was heightened a dozen times over, and the soft noise seemed like thunder in the quiet room.

A light vibration continued down her chest and grazed her nipples. She squirmed from side to side, but her arms were securely restrained.

When the vibrator slid down her body and touched her stomach, her legs flew up towards her chest in a reflexive movement. Her breath came in short pants.

“Lower your legs, kitten.”

“It’s too… I can’t…” she moaned. Her whole body was tingling top to bottom from the vibrations against her stomach, and then suddenly they were gone, even including the sound of the vibe. And then for a long while total silence except for her laboured gasps for air.

Finally, she managed to breathe deeply and first to relax, and then to lower her legs.

While still breathing hard, she heard the vibrator start up again, and then felt it on the very edge of her hips, moving slowly across them towards her naked mound. Once again it was almost unbearable although she didn’t know why, but this time she at least managed to keep her legs where they were.

“Oh my God… please…” she moaned again. She wasn’t sure whether she wanted him to stop or to keep going, the vibrations were so intense.

Her hips thrust upwards while she struggled to keep her legs straight, knowing she needed to obey Clint, but she now also needed to feel those vibrations on her most sensitive parts. Which she soon did, thank god.

Teasing just the tip of the toy tantalisingly lightly against her mound, he touched it gently at the top of her pussy, and then glided it slowly down her labia. Her legs were already spread, and she was whimpering in loud gasps as she felt him touching her… just barely… with it.

But then it was gone. And silent. She cried out again, pleading with nonsense syllables for him to resume touching her, and was rewarded when he touched it back down, this time against her throbbing clit, and turned it on again.

A tidal wave of shock thrummed through her entire pelvis, and without any warning she crested over the edge and screamed loudly as she orgasmed within seconds. She had never gone off that fast before. Her breath came in short pants.

He allowed her to lie there panting and withdrew the vibrator. “Good kitten,” he murmured.

She was already spent from her tension, so she couldn’t resist as he untied her restraints and rolled her body over. Her muscles felt like wet noodles from the orgasm she had just experienced. She heard the sound of the side table drawer closing.

Stretching her arms upwards again, she felt him bind her to the posts on her stomach this time, with her hands bound to the posts of her bed and her legs splayed out beneath her. Because of the blindfold, she had no notion of where Clint was.

“Draw your knees up and show me your ass,” he growled, his voice suddenly right next to her ear.

Tanya brought her knees forward as much as she could. With her head down and her hips high, she knew her hindquarters and her sex, possibly even her anus, were completely exposed to him. She could feel the stickiness on her inner thighs from all her earlier arousal.

His breath was hot on her backside as his mouth found her rosebud. With a skilled tongue, he licked from her tight pucker slowly down to her lips, and then inhaled deeply, his tongue dancing across her labia.

The inability to see anything only enhanced the sensations of his lips and tongue on her sensitive parts. It felt exhilarating not to be able to see him and just to feel his mouth on her.

“You taste delicious,” he moaned. Tanya felt his fingers begin exploring as well, and she cried out when he slid one of them inside her wetness, probing slowly.

“Ah… god…” his tongue and fingers continued, and she cried out loudly when she felt him slide an additional finger into her, this one inside her tiny pucker, and then his mouth began bathing her pussy lips. It was ecstasy.

He moved away, and then she heard a soft zip, and she knew he was at long last undressing, no doubt preparing to enter her.

The anticipation was maddening. She lay there with her exposed ass in the air, unable to see, listening to herself pant, but hearing nothing else for what felt like an hour but was probably only a minute. She squirmed against her restraints, wanting that penetration back.

Finally, she once again felt his breath hot in her ear. “Tell me you want it.”

Her voice trembled. “I want it.”

The hot breath replied, “Make me believe you.”

She then felt another sudden sting from his open palm striking her backside, and she cried out again. “Ah! Please! I want it! I need you to fuck me…”

“Sir.”

“Please fuck me… sir.” It was the final submission he required of her.

When she felt him moving behind her, she pushed her ass up and spread her legs as wide as possible to receive him. The head of his cock, from the feel of it sheathed in a condom, slid up and down her cleft first, and then finally she felt the wonderful sensations of his penetration.

But he moved slowly. Inch by glacial inch he moved ventured inside her, until finally he was as deep as she could take him. His lengthy cock filled her more completely than she’d thought possible.

He then pulled himself back out, still with excruciating slowness… and then… thrust back into her fast and hard! It made her gasp.

“Please… harder,” she moaned.

But the moment she spoke, he stopped his movements, and she cried out from the loss of friction inside of her.

“Quiet. Or you get nothing,” he said very softly from directly above her.

“Okay,” she said just as quietly.  

“Sir.”

“Okay… sir,” Tanya said. She surrendered to the control that he had over her. Once he saw her relax and bend forward further, he resumed thrusting, returning to the steady rhythm he’d finished with. Fast and hard in, then slow and steady out.

Then he began reversing his emphasis. He pulled quickly out, then slid himself back in more slowly than before. She felt his thick cock grazing against her pussy walls, and it felt unbelievable. No man had ever done anything like this to her before.

“Please! I need… oh dear, I forgot… please don’t stop,” she quickly corrected herself. “Sir!”

His hands gripped her ass, and she felt his hand spank her hard again, and then continue his assault again and again, until her ass was singing with heat and pain. Surprisingly, she also felt every strike sending bolts of pleasure through her body.

He appeared to know every trick her body would respond to, thus increasing her arousal. Finally it culminated for her, when he reached around her and took fierce hold of her erect nipple between his thumb and fingers, and she cried out again in pain, but also again in arousal.

Thrusting into her with increased speed so she both felt and heard his taut skin slapping against her, he continued clenching that nipple hard between his fingers until the pain and pleasure overwhelmed her, and without making a conscious decision, she felt her hips buck up into him.

“Fuck! Oh my God!” she screamed, as her body spasmed with the most violent orgasm she could remember. Every nerve ending on her body was on fire, and her head swam from the intensity of the combined pleasure and pain. 

“Jesus… Clint…” she moaned. Her laboured gasps for breath dwindled to short pants, and she felt the sweat pooling on her lower back. His hard shaft inside her hadn’t diminished in the slightest, and he obviously hadn’t cum.

He then gently untied her hands. Rolling her over, he held her arms over her head and keeping her pinned down, placed himself between her thighs. She wasn’t fighting him at all, and instead she pushed her hips up towards him, hoping to feel him inside her again.

But yet again Clint denied her. Next only a single hand kept her hands pinned above her head, and his thighs pressed hers down into the bed, but then he used his free hand to place the tip of his hardness at the entrance to her pulsing wetness.

The feeling of just the head of his cock entering her and moving inside no more than the very entrance to her pussy, was maddening. He used the head to trace around her lips, and he tortured her further by sweeping it across her sensitive clit.

“Please…” she begged.

“Please what, my kitten?”

“Oh fuck… please… for the love of god, please let me have you inside me again!” Tanya found herself pleading. She had never begged a man for anything, but now one she had known for only a few hours had brought her to the point of blindly, piteously imploring him to penetrate her.

“Good kitten,” he said again. Still with only the head of his cock inside her so she could barely feel it, he lowered his lips to kiss her.

Without any restraint Tanya pushed her pelvis up, willing to do anything to feel him touching her, to get him back inside her. Yet again he tightened his grip and stopped her mouth just short of his lips. She knew it was there because could smell his breath, and feel the pants from their combined mouths almost… but not quite… touching. He had assumed total control over her.

“Tell me you want me.”

“Please…” she pleaded. “I do want you. All of you.”

He once again took her hands in his, pulling her up so they were facing each other kneeling on the bed. Her whole body was trembling. He gently slid off the blindfold she was still wearing. Then he lay down on his back.

His cock was still standing straight up, still as hard as it had been at the beginning, although this was the first time she’d actually seen it. He guided her legs over his, and then her hands were free to move again. He reached up and grabbed her chin like he had earlier, with a firm grip.

She eagerly positioned her body over his shaft.

“Wait.” He spoke almost in a whisper, but he might as well have shouted into her face, given the impact that single word had on her. She cried out again in frustration, dying just to impale herself on him, to grant herself the penetration she needed so badly to feel inside of her.

But she knew if she disobeyed him, the consequences would once again be painful. So she obediently froze in place. Then after what felt like an hour, but was likely only a minute, he finally said: 

“Okay. You may now use me.”

Joyously she immediately lowered herself onto him and felt his cock slide into her, relishing the feeling of him deep inside her. With her hands supported on his well-defined chest, she started moving up and down, enjoying the control she now had after having lost it for so long.

As she slid up and down and started to increase her tempo to give herself even more pleasure, he firmly grabbed her hips, stopping her motions.

“Oh god… please… let me…” she begged incoherently as he held her firmly in place. She could still feel his throbbing thick member inside her, but she couldn’t do anything for herself. As he lay there, she felt him push up into her and then drop back. Even though she was on top of him, she

was powerless to do anything.

“Make yourself cum.” he said. “You’re allowed. But don’t move your hips.”

“What?” she said in a pleading tone. “How… please… just let me…” Silently, holding her gaze with his own, he took one of her hands, which like its companion was digging into the muscles of his chest, and guided it to her mound.

Quickly she comprehended, found her throbbing clit and began massaging it, while both of his hands grasped her hips, keeping her firmly and motionlessly in place on his stiff shaft.

When he saw she was beginning to crest, he began making just the slightest of pushes into her from below. This extra stimulus, along with her busy fingers on her clit, rolled through her, and she gasped out loud, as another of the most intense orgasms she had ever experienced exploded through her.

“Oh my God!” she cried. “Oh my God…” it brought tears to her eyes that he had taken such masterful control over her pleasure. And (upon his decision, not hers) he had given it to her so freely.   

Then just as suddenly as before, he firmly grabbed her hips and flipped her over onto her back. Pinning her legs down with his own, his hand went to her throat and wrapped tightly around it.

She could still breathe, but not freely. The sensations of her dwindling orgasm were replaced with sudden adrenaline at this aggressive and different domination of her.

Then his cock was back inside her thrusting hard, while she still felt the slightest bit of pressure on her throat from his hand. The combination of her not being able to catch a full breath and his cock slamming into her hard and fast, sent her into spasms yet again, and within seconds, she screamed as a third orgasm rocked her body.

He slowed his rhythm, and they locked eyes. There was now a deep connection there she had never felt with any other man. She wanted to feel all of him inside of her, to complete this incredible event he had created for her.

“Will you come inside me? Without the condom?” she wanted more than anything to feel him filling her up. “Please, sir?”

“Are you certain that’s what you want?” he asked.

She nodded, biting her lip. Feeling him uncovered inside her would be the ultimate submission.  

He pulled out of her. “Then you must remove it yourself.”

His sheathed cock stood up hard and proud, gleaming with her own wetness. She needed to feel him uncovered inside of her, even though there was a risk involved. How many different women did he fuck in a week? She decided she didn’t care.

Grasping his cock, she slowly slid the rubber sheath off him. Now he’d be able to penetrate her without any barrier, and she’d be able to feel him filling her up with his seed.

She lay down in front of him, her legs spread. “Please,” she said again. “Please put it inside me again. I need you.”

“Tell me you need my cock.”

“I do. I need your cock, sir,” she panted. 

“Good kitten,” he smiled. Moving forward, he lifted up her legs to place them gently onto his broad shoulders. Her hips were stretched, she felt herself open up, and then he was inside her again, this time able to go even deeper than before. She gasped as she felt him pushing into her deepest depths.

“Fuck me, sir! Oh yes!” she cried. The feeling of him uncovered and thrusting into her with total abandon, made her entire body sing.

Holding onto her thighs, he started to fuck her again, now with strong, powerful strokes.

It was only a matter of seconds until she felt herself building up again, and she moaned louder. When she did, he stopped moving inside her. 

“No…please…” she begged.

This technique was called edging, she knew. Her arousal would crest until she was almost there, and then slightly subside, and then he would resume pumping into her hard and fast again, making her gasp. Then… almost unbearably… he would stop as soon as he felt her tighten around him.

After the fourth time of his withholding her orgasm, she was shuddering uncontrollably and begging in a high-pitched voice, “Please… let me… sir… anything… fuck…” her head rocked from side to side. He continued halting his movements just when she was reaching the point of exploding. It was the most delicious torture she had ever experienced!

Then she finally realized what he was waiting for. What he wanted from her. She needed to submit completely to what he was doing, and to stop fighting any aspect of it. Her need to control needed to be completely banished before she could get what she most wanted.  

With a quivering lip, she bit down softly and relaxed her entire body, ceasing her movements and quieting her voice. “Sir, please use me in any fashion you wish.”

Clint looked down at her and simply repeated, “Good kitten.”

“Thank you… sir,” she said in her quietest voice.

He let her legs go and spread them wide. She looked a request into his eyes, and when he nodded, she bent her legs and wrapped them tightly around his body, pulling him into her as close as she could.  

With the slow tempo he’d started with, she felt his cock slide inch by inch in and out of her. As he thrust the tempo increased just slightly, until he was pushing deep into her and then pulling completely out. The member inside her felt like a searing flame burning into her sex.

This time the peak wasn’t denied her. She felt her whole body tighten up and she let out a primal cry! Her head was filled with cottony flame as she felt the wave of yet another incredibly powerful orgasm… her fourth? Fifth?... crashing over her like a tsunami!

“Oh my God! Oh my God!” was all she could muster. It felt like this orgasm lasted for at least ten minutes, while her body felt tingles from top to bottom, and she pulsed around him.

His hips rose up, and then with a loud roar, he pushed deep inside her and she felt the delicious sensation of his hot liquid shooting inside her. He himself gasped while he released.

Tanya lay there panting and sweaty, gathering herself, still coming down from everything she had just experienced. Clint withdrew from her slowly and lay beside her on the bed, propping himself up on an elbow.

His hand moved to her breast, and he lightly traced her nipple with his fingernail, making her squirm.

“Was that what you were looking for, kitten?” he asked.

All she could do was nod and close her eyes, continuing to process the many feelings she had just experienced. Now when he touched her, it made all her hairs stand back up on end.

“See? Sometimes it feels good just to give in and let someone else be in control.”

“I’ve spent my whole life fighting against that. And in just a short while, you appear to have completely changed my mind.”

“Then my work here is done,” he said with his same familiar cocky grin.

He stood up and gathered his clothes. Tanya watched as he slid his shirt back on over his chiseled abs and well-defined arms.

“I don’t suppose you’d like to stay?”

“I certainly can stay if you like… but not for free.” He looked almost guilty saying it.

She nodded. In only a couple of hours he had introduced her to a world she wanted more of, and she couldn’t wait for the next time.

She slid out of bed, feeling his sticky release between her legs. It felt incredible. Wonderful. Her thighs were sore, and her pussy throbbing.

Clint laughed as she wobbled her naked way to the bathroom and gathered herself in a robe, then returned to lead him downstairs to the front door. 

“I’d like to see you again,” she said. She meant it. He smiled and leaned in to give her a gentle peck on the cheek.

“I’ll be happy to provide my services to you any night. And just so you know, your original choice wasn’t sick. I asked him if I could take the booking, because I wanted to be with you. I’m very attracted to remarkable women.”

His honesty made her blush, but she also realized that now their encounter had happened, he had a lot of leverage over her, both personally and professionally. There was no way anyone could ever find out what had happened tonight. 

“And at the office…?” she let the implications hang in the air.

“This evening never happened. Your secret is totally safe with me,” he assured her. And she believed him; she knew she could trust him to keep their tryst a secret. In public or at the office, he wouldn’t even give her an inappropriate look; she just hoped she too could be as discreet in both her words and actions.

She closed the door and trudged tiredly but contentedly back up the stairs. Her body was still tingling from the wonderful experience he had exposed her to. Tanya knew that now she had been exposed to her submissive side by a truly dominant man, she would never go back to conventional dating.  

Falling into her soft bed, she quickly drifted off to sleep. The stress that usually overwhelmed her at night was completely missing. She couldn’t remember the last time that was the case. Her body awakened her with the sun streaming into her bedroom, and she groggily looked at her clock to find she had slept in for the first time in years. 

Monday at the office, she stepped off the elevator with a smile on her face. A weight had been lifted from her entire body. She felt calmer and more in control. As she walked past her secretary and gave her a cheery greeting, the younger woman looked surprised.

It was a fairly typical day, but before long the pressures of the constant phone calls and meetings meant by the afternoon her brain was occupied. And definitely not in a good way.

Stress. That shaky feeling of too much going on at once. It was deliciously familiar and usually she fed on it like a lion with an antelope, but since her encounter she had been so incredibly relaxed.

Sitting there, she suddenly realized that the source of her relaxation was probably only a couple of floors away.

If the other night was the outlet she needed, then she would take advantage of it whenever she felt the need.

“Susan? Will you please ask Clint Baker to come to my office?”

Clint walked through her office door with a subtle smile on his face.

“Close the door behind you, please.”

He nodded, acceded, and they were alone.

“I know we agreed to be discreet at the office, but I want you to know how much I loved spending that time with you,” she began. “And I’d like to see you again soon. Professionally of course.”

“I’m so glad you enjoyed yourself,” he smiled. “And I’d love to see you again too.”

“Good.” It was an amazing feeling, like she was a young girl flirting with a hot guy again, and the dynamic was enticing.

Clint stepped towards her. “I think there’s something you need to do for me.” His voice had suddenly dropped, and his tone and posture had also changed. Like flipping a switch.

He strode around her desk and without thinking, she leaned back in her chair, his aura of intensity making her shy away. Without waiting for an answer, he issued his first command. “Get up and go lock the door.”

Like within a trance, Tanya stood up and walked to her large, oaken door. The glass on either side was frosted, so it was only possible for someone to see through it if another party was right up against it, and even then it would just be an indistinct silhouette.

They had complete privacy, except her assistant would hear any loud noises.

Turning back to him, her body was trembling. He had so effortlessly flipped a switch inside her that made her desperately want to obey him, and even in this environment where she was accustomed to being in command, she automatically deferred to him.  

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a flimsy piece of fabric. In his hand was the white lace thong he had taken from her the other night. “I believe you should put these on, kitten.”

It was said in the soft but compelling voice she recognized from their previous encounter. “Take the ones you’re wearing off, and replace them with these.”

A conundrum swept into her mind. Tanya wanted to obey his command, but she was torn because now she was in her office. She had asked for this, but now that it was really happening, there was a problem.

People she commanded were only a few feet away, just outside her door, and now this admin assistant who was very low on the totem pole had just told her not only to remove her panties, but to put on the ones he had previously claimed from her. As if he owned them. And owned her. And yes, he did. Riddle solved.

Sliding her hands up her pencil skirt while facing him, she slid down the lacy blue panties she was wearing, careless about how much he might see, then bunching them in her hand and gathering the white thong in return.

She could feel the blue ones were damp in her hand already, just from the brief time they had been together. His powerful commands were enough to soak her pussy.

“Slowly,” he said, staring directly into her eyes. Tanya stepped into the new pair of underwear and pulled them inch by inch up her legs. When she got them high enough, she knew her pussy was definitely exposed. She shivered as she slid them up her legs and felt the lace fabric settle against her dampness.

He nodded, saying, “Good kitten.”

Shivering, she nodded. “Thank you.”

“Thank you what?”

“Clint, I-“

“Don’t disobey me,” he snapped. “You know what happens when you disobey me.” He stepped forward menacingly, and Tanya went rigid. She had never experienced a situation in her workplace where she felt so disarmed, so vulnerable.

“Thank you… sir.”

He nodded, and then suddenly the spell was broken when he smiled. It appeared he could seamlessly flow in and out of character and command her submission whenever he pleased. Tanya was shaking not only with anticipation, but also confusion, since her body’s intense response didn’t match what her brain was telling her.

Inside her head, she was shouting that this upstart needed to listen to her and even to be fired for his disrespectful actions! But on the other hand, giving into him was so intensely satisfying. Having him tell her what she could and couldn’t do felt so right. Her entire paradigm had been shaken upside down.

“Come over here. To the desk.” She took three steps forward, and then she was close to him. His scent, his energy had her melting within seconds. She had a desperate need to feel his hands on her. She wanted him to kiss her passionately, and then to throw her onto her desk and fuck her like in a scene from a Fifty Shades fantasy.

But it was like he was reading her mind, and he had something else in mind entirely. He took her hands and placed them on the desk beside him. A gentle push and she was bent forward, in a completely vulnerable position.

“Don’t move,” he said, and Tanya knew if she did, she would be punished. Probably painfully but also silently, without compromising their secrets. Her entire body was shaking with anticipation and the need to be in control, yet also to be controlled. Her mind was reeling.

“Take several deep breaths. Let go of your anger. Focus.” His voice was strangely soothing, although still forceful. Simply instructing herself to obey his commands provided her with a sense of calm.

She felt his hands grab her skirt and slide it up her legs. Painfully slowly her stocking-clad legs were exposed, and then the skirt slid up and over her ass, and she knew if anyone walked through her door, they would see her swollen pussy covered inadequately by her white thong. It was obvious her arousal had already gotten her very wet.

“That’s a good kitten. I think you need a touch of stress relief; am I right?” he whispered into her ear. His breath was hot, and his words made her even hotter. A hand moved onto her ass cheek and sat there, kneading the skin. As her skin moved, her pussy lips did as well, and she gasped out loud, but not too loud, at the gentle friction.

“Oh my God…” Tanya sighed. Clint paused and sharply slapped her ass cheek. The suddenness of it made her gasp. She wondered if the slap was audible through the door, and the chance they could be discovered made this feel even hotter.

His hand travelled slowly to the crevasse between her cheeks and then down, grazing across the sensitive hole of her ass, and then down either side of her swollen pussy lips. When he touched them, she gasped again, but still softly, at the shockwave of pleasure. Her head was spinning.

Her thong was barely present, a narrow string of fabric he could easily work around. With gentle deftness, he placed two fingers at her entrance, and then slowly pushed them inside, the thong between them.

Tanya had to bite her tongue again to keep herself from crying out, and she gripped the desk with both hands, pushing her ass eagerly towards him.

“Be quiet. No words. Not a sound; at this moment you’re not a kitten, just a timid little mouse.” She went to open her mouth again, but then snapped her lips closed, knowing he wouldn’t hesitate to slap her again. But her pussy was gushing now, and not only because of the two fingers inside it.

He was stroking her while holding the base of her neck, just enough for her to feel a slight restriction as she inhaled and exhaled. Her heart began hammering in her chest.

She could imagine if her secretary knocked or her phone rang, and the idea of getting caught only made this experience even hotter. His fingers felt searingly hot sliding inside her with wet sounds, and yet again she had to bite her tongue to stifle a loud gasp when he curled his fingers up and found her deepest spot, that almost sent her over the edge.

The fingers inside her made wet sounds, like someone’s hand was playing in a small pool of water. Tanya was wetter than she had ever felt herself before, Clint and his fingers driving her right to the boundaries of sanity.

Placing his other hand over her mouth, he kept up the steady pace of his hand until she felt herself crest.

Her entire body went rigid, and she felt him slip his hand inside her mouth not only to stifle her cry as she shuddered, but also self-sacrificingly for her to bite down on his hand for an emotional outlet. He gasped softly as she bit, also bucking her hips up into his other hand with a muffled scream.

Once her hips slowed, he slowly withdrew his lower fingers. He held them up to her mouth once he’d removed his bitten hand. “Taste yourself.”

Tanya shuddered again. Her thighs were damp with wetness. Licking his fingers, she tasted her own tangy flavour.

He smiled and nodded. “That’s a good kitten.”

She felt a sense of calm wash over her. Whatever Clint had done to her, in addition to making her cum as hard as she had, it had relaxed her. The stress she’d been feeling before his arrival in her office had melted away. Being obedient to him apparently had side effects that she really needed.

He pulled her back to a standing position, then tugged her skirt back down. “Now you should be able to focus.”

Tanya nodded gratefully. Part of her was desperate to feel him again, to have him touch her some more. But if anything, what he had just given her was a valuable service. The service a man in control of her would provide whenever he wished to reboot her brain. It had been absolutely what she needed.

He walked to the door and unlocked it, strolling out as if they had just finished an impersonal meeting. The only differences anyone could conceivably notice, was his hand probably smelled like pussy, and he had different coloured panties in his pocket from when he walked in.

It was incredible how he managed to flip his control of her on and off like a switch. And of course it was imperative that nobody in the office would ever be the wiser. Tanya took a deep breath and began to focus on what she really needed to: making sure her firm ran smoothly. What Clint had done for her was exactly what she needed.

Only a few days later she found herself craving even more. The two encounters they had were constantly playing like a streaming video through her mind, keeping her incredibly horny. More than once she found herself reaching inside her pyjamas at night, picturing how extremely her bound body had responded to his control.

The next time he spoke to her alone was right after a meeting. She had been hoping that he would pull her aside, in fact she almost tried to find an excuse to do so herself, but she didn’t need to. Once the rest of her employees had filed out, she simply waited in her chair, and he approached her proffering a file as if to request she take a look at something.

But instead of asking her anything about work, he propositioned something new. To meet him. Alone.

“I have an experience in mind I think you’ll really enjoy. It will only require a couple hours of your time. And your complete trust.”

Clint hadn’t steered her wrong yet and if anything, she craved having even more fun with him. What had happened in her office last Monday only demonstrated to her she craved the control he provided, and she benefited from it, so she was curious about what he had in mind.

“I… I do trust you.” That was still hard for her to admit out loud, of course.

Clint told her to dress simply. For Tanya that could mean a bunch of things, and she also had no idea where they were going. Or whether she would be keeping her clothes on or taking them off.

He told her a simple skirt and blouse combination would do the trick. Leaving her hair down, she made sure to do her makeup as well. It was possible they would be out in public, so she wanted to look her best. Part of that was of course for Clint’s benefit, as well as her own self-esteem.

The address he had given her was a strange storefront with no signage except for its address. In an area of town she normally wouldn’t venture into, certainly not at night although it was nine in the evening, and definitely not alone.

But there Clint stood under the flickering lights of an old bar that looked like it had been shut down for years. Except that the swinging doors were functional, and there were occasional people in ones or twos shuffling in and out of them.

Tanya felt completely out of place. “What is this place? What are we doing here?”

As before, Clint told her everything she needed to know, which was practically nothing. But the moment she heard his quietly assertive voice, it flicked on that switch making her subservient to him. “No questions. Just follow me. You’ll be safe.”

He led her down the street away from the questionable bar and turned a corner into an alley, one side of which was an industrial-looking building. The night was suddenly quiet. Tanya felt a sense of foreboding, especially when she spotted where they were heading.

There was a massive man standing in the shadows next to a large iron door looking like it opened into a factory.

But it wasn’t a factory, just initially a long hallway like you might see in a cheap hotel, except there was no lobby, just the hallway and doors. Their surroundings were dark, with high ceilings and dim red lights dotting the hallway to faintly illuminate things.

There was music playing loudly through many speakers, but not so loudly that Tanya couldn’t hear the occasional high-pitched cry or guttural gasp emerging through some of the closed doors.

Walking past an open door, she glanced inside and saw a naked man upright on his knees, his hands tied behind his back, his erection tiny but hard. He was blindfolded and receiving hard lashes from a flat paddle wielded by a woman dressed in black leather strips that hid nothing. So is this what’s in store for me?

Finally they reached an open doorway to an empty room, and Clint motioned her inside. “This is our room.” Our room. Like in a hotel by the hour, except for BDSM purposes.

Once Clint had closed and dead-bolted the door, Tanya found herself in kind of a hotel room. It was dimly lit, wide and long, with more than enough room for a large group of people even though it was just the two of them. A long table sat along the left side covered in velvet, and a king-sized bed dominated the right side.

But the centrepiece of the room was a massive cross lying horizontally on the floor at the far end, shaped like an X; a St. Andrew’s cross. It looked like it might be made of steel, was dark in colour, and large enough to be taller than either of them once it was standing up. Tanya looked at the tips and saw restraints attached where someone’s arms and legs might be secured.

“Welcome to our dungeon for the evening.” Clint said. He had quietly walked up behind her and placed his hands on her shoulders. Tanya tensed suddenly with fear of seeing a room perfectly appointed for…well, she didn’t know what.

Was he planning on strapping her to that cross and having his way with her? She turned and looked at him. “Are you…are we going to…”

Clint looked at her with nothing but confidence, along with his usual dominant gaze that she was now so accustomed to. “You’re going to do whatever I say. And you’ll enjoy it.” It was a statement, not a question.

He walked to the table with the bag he’d been carrying and opened it, methodically pulling out unfamiliar object after object, which he arranged in an orderly row. “Remove your clothing. All of it.”

Tanya glanced at the table. There was a riding crop. An object that looked like a sea anemone but she realized was some other variety of whip. A paddle. Metal objects that looked like clamps. Round restraints of some kind.

“What is all that stuff?” Suddenly she was afraid. But also deathly curious.

He turned to her, a more powerful glint in his eyes. The one telling her she would either obey or be punished. “You’ll learn what these implements are when you experience them. But first, I told you to take your clothes off. I want you completely naked.”

“Clint… I-”

“Naked. Now. Or would you prefer I strip you myself? If I do, your garments won’t be particularly useful to you when it’s time for us to leave.”

A sudden flush ran through her body. Actually, that was exactly what she wanted him to do. To tear her clothes off and to ravage her. But that would mean his losing his iron self-control, which wasn’t his style.

“Tell me you understand my requirement.”

“I… I understand, sir.” Her hands undid her coat, and she handed it to him. With gentleness he laid it on the table next to the objects he was obviously going to enjoy using on her. Which must be where his requirement for her complete trust in him came in.

Unbuttoning her blouse, she slid it off her shoulders, and then she unhooked her bra. Her breasts swung free, and she could already feel how aroused she was. Her nipples were hard points. Clint’s eyes never left her body, fixated on her snail’s-pace progress.

Then her skirt was unzipped, and he took it from her. Her panties were already clinging to her pussy, damp from her anticipatory arousal. She reached out a hand, and he supported her while she slid them down her legs.

Once he placed the flimsy panties on top of the pile of her clothing, she stood there in front of him completely exposed. Her breath was coming in short pants, and the room was just cool enough to give her goosebumps.

Instead of his grabbing her like she wanted him to, he simply stood there taking in her body, appraising her.   

“You look good, kitten. Come with me.” He took her hand, and in her bare feet she followed him across the hardwood floor toward the massive cross. Grabbing a rope, he lowered it slightly and laid it down. There were supports for her legs and arms along the wide beams, which he adjusted quickly. The cross turned out to be constructed from a black hardwood, probably ebony.

“Lie down, face forward. Place your arms here, and your legs here.”

Tanya hesitated and took a deep breath. Already this possible misadventure had gone to a place she hadn’t expected. She was curious, of course. But she was about to let a man who was still essentially a stranger strap her to a cross.

“You won’t not be harmed here. Ever. But you do need to obey,” he said again. The pertinent word rang in her ears, and finally she felt her body moving forward, lying itself down where he indicated.

Once she had her arm in the support, Clint took firm hold, and she realized he was about to fasten a cuff around her wrist, thus immobilizing her completely. She tensed up and tried to snatch her arm away, but he restrained her with just enough force to hold her in place. Leaning in, he whispered to her in a sibilant tone.

“You need to learn to trust me completely,” he said. “To give in. To surrender your control like you did that first night, but this time even more so. I’m in control in these situations, not you. Never you.”

He began doing up the strap again, and this time Tanya managed to relax a bit. Her arm was extended, but cushioned so it was comfortable. The other arm followed suit, and then unlike on her bed that night, her legs as well.

Once he did up the final strap, she realized she now couldn’t move at all, except for her head, which was unfettered. But with her legs and arms securely strapped, she was lying face down on the cross totally helpless.

The entire apparatus moved as a single unit, and she felt herself being raised into an upright orientation. Her breath was coming in short pants, her heart hammering in her chest. She was facing the table with those various implements on it, which she could now see unobstructed.

Clint walked into view, his body now naked in the dim light, except for, oddly, his leather shoes. His muscles shone, and he looked incredible standing there, looking her in the eye.

Taking her chin firmly in his hand, which by now felt very familiar to her, he slapped her cheek lightly. “You’re all mine now. Do you like knowing that?”

Tanya nodded, unable to put into words how she felt. Helpless yet exhilarated. The anticipation of having no idea of what might come next, no knowledge of which ways he was going to enjoy her, was almost too much to take. Almost. Because it was also thrilling.

“Just as I said our first evening together sir, please use me in any fashion you wish.” And she was sincere. All she wanted was to let go and to allow this man to be in complete control of her, to be pleased with her while she did… or had done to her… whatever he wanted.

“That’s a good kitten.”

He raised his hand, and she saw he was holding the paddle he had unpacked. It looked like wood, and was about an inch thick and wide, with holes bored through it that whistled when he swung it through the air. “Remember. Your Safe Word is still objection.” She nodded her agreement, her body shaking.

A final step of preparation was his slipping a black hood over her head. It wasn’t claustrophobic, quite, and she had no difficulty in breathing, but just like with the blindfold that first time, losing her ability to see heightened her other senses, and now she strained to hear him pacing around her and to make sense from only the sounds he made of what he might be about to do.

It was all part of giving her fate over to him and save for the lifeline of her Safe Word, which she was confident he would always honour should she ever utter it, yet equally confident she never would, surrendering any control over what was about to happen between the two of them.

The paddle impacted the back of her leg first, a place where normally she wouldn’t feel any pain, but it was there in a flash. Sharp stinging, along with the force of the blow.

An exhilarating wave like she had felt the couple of times he’d spanked her with his hand, washed over her again as the intensity of her nerve endings’ response crested, then faded, as she awaited the next strike. But since the pain this time was increased, so was her exhilaration.

Another blow struck her, this time higher, where her butt cheek met her leg, nearly grazing her pussy lips. She gasped again, unable to predict when or where the next one would arrive. Clint stalked slowly around her, her only indication of that the sounds of his shoes against the floor.

A lash came down across her back, not the paddle this time but some sort of flail, this time concentrated enough to bite through her skin and make her cry out in pain. But along with the pain, came another massive rush of enjoyment: the thrill of giving in to the pain… of welcoming it… and submitting to whatever feelings it instilled in her.

Each strike felt different, since he varied unpredictably which of his implements he employed, and she began looking forward to the variety of painful stimulants to which he subjected her body.

From raking her with sharp metallic claws (or perhaps bone… how was she to tell?... to lashes with a wide leather strap, to sharp little flicks that felt like bites from a viper bite striking various sections of her body.

Each time she felt a new sensation, it brought a new rush of blood to that part of her body, and a new thrill to her psyche. Her pussy was dripping wet, even though Clint hadn’t touched it at all with any of his toys.

Occasionally he would massage and spank her ass and breasts with hard, sharp blows, many of them feeling like they drew blood. But even so, everything felt incredible. Almost unendurably incredibly agonising, but at the same time incredibly transcendent.

Once her body was trembling and he had given her samples of what seemed like at least a dozen different implements, he settled into using only a couple of them that had given her the greatest pain and resultant pleasure.

Then he added a new set of contrasts to the mix: as he continued raining down painful strikes onto her body, thereby inflicting her with incredible waves of sensory delight, his free hand went to her pussy and began playing with it, rubbing her dripping wet lips and sliding his fingers inside her.

The additional pleasure combined with the ongoing pain was enough to make her weep uncontrollably from the intensity.

Through her tears, Tanya was gasping from the combined pleasure and pain, needing to release some of the tension building inside her like a pressure cooker. But as she did, Clint struck her hard again and told her firmly that she was not allowed to let go.

With relentless escalation, he tortured her by rubbing her clit gently, and then he would strike her with the riding crop, making her cry out every time. She could hear her cries echoing throughout the room, bouncing off the walls and sounding like three women begging for him to allow her to finish.

The stimulation was altogether too much to bear, yet bear it she did, no thought of crying out ‘Objection!’ even crossing her mind. Tears flooded down her face as her entire body clenched like a tight fist, trying desperately to obey her master by refusing to release all of the emotions and sensations continually building inside her.

At long last Clint finally slid two fingers into her and began pumping them slowly, trailing the keeper of a riding crop painlessly down her thighs, and generously gave her permission to finish.

As Tanya felt one final sweet build towards release, she knew this time it was okay for her to let go. It was okay for her to allow everything to wash over her, for her to scream and twitch and spasm as freely as she might. And best, to cum harder than she ever had before in her life!

With a primal scream the orgasm ripped through her body, all of her skin peppered with goosebumps, with each and every muscle feeling like it was contracting at the same time.

Her pussy squeezed Clint’s fingers like it was attempting to push them out of her, and as he hastily removed them, she felt a gush of fluid spray out to run down her thighs.

Her head swam with the intensity of it all. But as her muscles relaxed and she went limp against her restraints, Clint was there for her. “It’s okay now… just relax, my kitten. Take your time and just breathe.”

A few deep breaths, and she felt him repositioning the cross and gently removing her restraints. Once they were undone he whispered she should go lie down on the bed.

Tanya stepped off the cross, trembling and weak. But the rush she experienced from the relief of her ordeal being over, swept through her like nothing she had ever felt before.

Her legs couldn’t really support her and she would have fallen had not Clint clutched her in his strong arms, providing all the support she could ever desire.

She could feel her naked breasts pressing against his hard chest, and even though they stung from the many lashes she had taken there, the contact sent a thrill through her.

Turning her head, she loosed her mouth onto his, and felt his kiss responding to hers with passion, intensity and longing. Now that her session was over, she could release all the pent up need still lingering inside her, and it appeared that Clint was doing the same. Their kiss took her breath away, their tongues furiously swirling.

He was naked, and she hadn’t even known when he removed his clothing… No, it was way back, right after he strapped me to the cross. A hardness pressed against her thigh as his mouth devoured hers. Tanya was totally limp in his arms; totally weakened from the intensity of their session, but he held her up securely, and managed somehow not to touch the areas where he had lashed her back, breasts and buttocks.

Her arms wrapped around his neck as he easily carried her across the room. Music still surrounded them, its endlessly intense beat ensuring the vibrations continued to thrum through her body as she mentally prepared for whatever the next event would be in their sexual journey of discovery.

She must have passed out for a moment, for she suddenly found herself lying face up on the soft bed, her naked body underneath his, pinned down. His cock went between her eagerly opened legs, and he was immediately inside her without any restraint or protection (not that it was an issue between them anymore), filling her pussy fully with a single hard thrust.

“Please, sir…” she begged. “I need to feel you. I need…” and her words simply trailed away. Truthfully, she didn’t know exactly what she needed, except reassurance that she had done well in his eyes and had given him exactly what he wanted.

But for some reason, now that he had forced her to submit to such pain, and she had realised how willing she was to endure it for him, the intensity of their coupling was far higher than it would normally be.

Her total surrender to him in both body and mind, now had totally opened her body and mind to whatever he wished to do with her.

Clint growled from on top of her, his mouth hungrily finding her lips; their mouths merging together as his cock plunged inside her, her hips responding by convulsing in pleasure.

His hands found her wrists and pinned her down, each hard pelvic thrust sending massive shockwaves of ecstasy plunging through her body. He may have lost control of himself, but whether or not, she was happy to be the one accepting the brunt of his lust. Every high pitched gasp and sigh from them both filled the room, echoing against the dark walls.

Moving his hands to her breasts he gripped them, kneading the flesh roughly, just bordering on pain. His strong grip there served as a new anchor, allowing him to move inside her as he had before, with passion and with deep, hard thrusts. Tanya was completely lost in the ways he used her body, totally according to his own will.

When he began to slow himself and growl, she happened to notice again that as always recently, he was bare inside her. The final link of his conquest of her was the joining of their two bodies together completely bareback.

And also, she couldn’t wait to feel his hot seed spilling inside her again.

Instead of the usual reserved control he maintained, this time it was their two bodies finally moving together as one unit. Every thrust inside her brought a new spasm of pure joy as his cock brought her to new heights of ecstasy. She couldn’t tell where one orgasm ended and another began. Her pussy could feel every contraction.

Pushing up into him in gasping desperation, she began squeezing him hard each and every time he thrust into her. Her reward was hearing him gasping out her name, signalling he was close to completion. And she didn’t want him to pull out.

Tanya wrapped her legs anxiously around him as he began to struggle, obviously not wishing to do what she craved. It was a small level of defiance, when all she really needed was to let him have her. All of her. But nevertheless, subtly, she persevered.

As she pulled him into her and squeezed, he cried out, and then he gripped her breasts hard one more time. Then she felt her reward. A massive spurt of heat shooting into her depths, coating her walls like it would never end. He continued to gasp and thrust and spurt, finally relenting after several jerky spasms.

As he collapsed on top of her, Tanya felt their sweat mingle. Her body was singing not only with the aftermath of her painful initiation into this deeper level of submission, but also from the feeling of his cock softening and still leaking inside her.

There was so much ejaculate that it was already dripping out, having forced itself past the obstruction of his still-present dick.

Clint was gasping for breath. Finally he pulled out and knelt beside her, looking into her eyes seriously. “You can never tell anyone what just happened. I simply couldn’t help myself.”

Tanya was still reeling from how incredible the entire experience had been. “Of course. I would never.” He leaned down and kissed her quickly, then stood up.

“We have a few minutes. I’ll bring your clothes over.”

The spell was suddenly broken, and inside her mind she silently cried out with disappointment. This had been the most intense sexual encounter of her life. And Tanya knew there was no way she wouldn’t wish to experience something very like it again.

Handing her the clothing he had perfectly folded into a pile, they both dressed silently. Once she was done, he collected the implements off the table and packed them back into his bag, then led her back out down the long hallway and onto the street.

Even walking very slowly, her legs were shaky, and once they were outside, she found herself leaning into Clint for support until her Uber arrived to pick her up. His support was appreciated. He had apparently taken the entire evening in stride, and he hadn’t asked any questions at all of her.

The next day when she woke up, Tanya felt every bit of the stiffness and the lingering aches and pains in the aftermath of the lashing and pounding her body had absorbed. But her blessed physical and mental contentment still lay underneath it all.

Hot needles of shower water against her flayed flesh made her gasp, but it was a welcome pain, rather like a successful marathon runner would pleasurably savour her sore, overused muscles the next day.

Getting dressed for work was a bit of an adventure, since every time the fabric brushed against her skin it was slightly uncomfortable.

Because of the multitude of her welts, even visible against her dark skin, she had to make sure her arms were covered; her legs too couldn’t be revealed, even through coloured stockings, so a pantsuit did the trick. That wasn’t her usual uniform, so she hoped nobody would notice and begin drawing conclusions.

Even the drive to work was difficult, due to the residual lashes on her ass. Every bump and change of speed or direction was a reminder of how Clint had masterfully beaten her enough to make her cry out. Recalling the experience only gave her goosebumps, not any hint of regret.

Thankfully she had a busy day ahead of her, which easily distracted her the moment she entered the office. At least it did until Clint entered her office under the pretense of discussing a file.

Just his eyes locking onto hers set her heartbeat racing. Suddenly all she could think about was the intensity of their BDSM session the night before, and then the incredible passion he had bestowed upon her once it was all over.

He closed the door. Locked it. “Are you okay, kitten?” His words were spoken not entirely with concern, sounding more like a boss addressing an employee. Tanya realized the two of them had created a dynamic where the very instant they were together and alone, he became the boss and she the subordinate, rather than the other way around as technically it should have been.

“I’m okay, sir. I’m hurting, but it’s a good hurt.”

“I’m glad. You were incredible last night. And I can’t wait for us to do it again. Last night we barely scratched the surface, I hope you know; it will get even better.” His confident tone made it sound like he was glowing with pride, which she supposed he was. There was satisfaction in that for Tanya.

“I’m… excited to hear it.” It was actually nice to admit it. And she was sincere; his subjecting her to increased pain would necessitate an increased intensity in her surrender to his will, which was its own reward. “And I trust you,” she added.

Trust was something that in her world always needed to be earned, and with his caring approach to his domination of her, Clint had demonstrated to her that he was a man worthy of trust. Moving forward, she felt confident he would be a perfect guide into the world he had introduced her to so intensely.

Like flipping a switch, his assertive eyes suddenly softened into everyday mode. “So Ms. Reeling, about that Gellar file. Do you wish the affidavit to be typed up, or simply to receive it via email? Whichever way, I can readily make the changes you sent me this morning.”

Like emerging from a trance, Tanya too morphed immediately into her office persona, replying to his question like the corporate superior she was. Their mutual ability to transition seamlessly into everyday office life was simply another testament to their estimable fit.

Except now she had an effective outlet for her emotions and frustrations. And the security of knowing that with Clint, she could step outside her corporate world and experience things… things that were invariably painful, but nevertheless rewarding… that would also invariably return her to a state of total satisfaction and contentment that nobody else could possibly give to her. She was committed to a path she had never suspected she would step onto, but now she was striding along it with confidence.

THE END
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