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Chapter One









“This is supposed to inspire us? I mean, look at it. It’s curved? And this… it’s almost too big to fit in my hand.”

I hear the door close behind me, but I don’t turn around. I saw Brandon leave a few minutes ago, so I’m glad he’s back for this. He’ll agree with me.

“Sure, some of the stuff it does is fine, but if you rearranged all of this, you’d have something that works just as well and is so much nicer.”

I look at the people gathered across the table. Their eyes are wide and they're biting their lips.

“You don’t think I’m wrong, do you? Why would someone want one of these?”

I see Maggie shaking her head—the movement so slight I almost don’t notice—and her gaze moves over my shoulder. I turn, wondering what Brandon is up to. Only it’s not Brandon.

“What’s your name?”

“I’m sorry. I, uh—”

“Your name is ‘I’m sorry?’ When you were born, your parents realized what a fool you would be, so they built the apology right there into your name?”

“No, I’m Aron, sir.”

“Aron what?” He takes the phone from my hands.

“Aron Garcia, and I wasn’t—”

“Did you know this was the first product I designed completely on my own? It won several design awards. And the reason your phones now are so much sleeker?” He looks around the room. “Because I made this. Others copied it and made small changes. But I’m the one who took the giant leap that started the world down that path.”

“You’re right. I, uh, didn’t mean anything by it. I just, um—”

“I’ve heard enough from you, Mr. Garcia. I don’t need to hear your stammering now, too.”

He sets the phone on the table, looks at everyone one more time, and walks back out the door. I still haven’t breathed since I realized who it was.

“Aron, I can’t believe you.” The disappointment in Maggie’s voice is clear. “I know you’re just an intern, but Jonathan Shin is our boss. And you just insulted the thing that made him famous. To his face. Are you crazy?”

My stomach sinks. “I didn’t know he was here. No one told me. You could have warned me.”

She shakes her head and turns away. Everyone else is suddenly preoccupied with their work. I clench my jaw and drop into my chair.
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As soon as I step off the elevator the next morning, Maggie calls me into her office, and it feels like I’ve swallowed my heart. I know what’s coming next.

“Well…” It’s almost amusing the way her lips curl up, imitating a smile. “I don’t think this is a surprise, but you’re to pack your belongings.”

I have to swallow before I can even breathe. I can’t believe I messed this up. My stupid mouth.

I set my name badge on the desk. “No hard feelings, obviously. It’s been great working for you. I know I wasn’t here long, but I learned a lot. I just wish…”

“Yeah, me too, but hey, you’re young. We all make stupid mistakes when we’re young. What matters is what you do next. What kind of person you become now.”

I smile to make things less awkward.

“I don’t know why, but once you pack, you’re supposed to go to the thirty-second floor.”

“Thirty-second?” I rack my brain, trying to think of what’s on that floor.

“It’s the executive floor. All the bigwigs. Including Mr. Shin. He wants to see you.”

I think I’m going to be sick. “Did he say why?”

“We can probably guess.”

“What if I don’t go? He can’t do anything more to me, right?”

She shrugs her shoulders. “Your choice. I’m just passing along the message.”

When I get to my workspace, I realize I don’t have much. A pen I brought the first day and a broken windup toy my dad gave me when I was five. Instead of playing with it like any other kid, I had to get inside it. I had to see what made it tick. I took it apart and put it back together so many times the springs grew tired of me and gave up.

I decide then I am going to see Mr. Shin. I’m sure he wants to gloat, maybe even yell at me. And I’ll let him. I’m a big boy. I won’t hide from my mistakes. I’ll stand there and take whatever punishment he gives me.

When I step off the elevator, I hold my head high. I want him to know I’m man enough for this. For whatever he has planned. I stop outside his door and read the nameplate: “Jonathan Shin, President, Hardware and Engineering.” I sigh. Of all the people to insult… I knock.

“Have a seat. I’ll be just a moment.”

I look behind me. There are four red leather chairs, but I don’t sit. I stand and look out the windows.

When I look at my watch, I see ten minutes have passed. Is he trying to make me angry? Well, I won’t give him the satisfaction. I’ll stay here and wait all day if I need to. I pull the phone from my pocket and sit down. As soon as my butt touches the leather, his office door opens, and he calls me in.

“Mr. Garcia.”

“Mr. Shin. You wanted to see me before I left?”

“Before you left? Are you going somewhere?”

I stare at him, dumbfounded. “I… Yes. I was told to pack my things.”

“Indeed. That was below you. I have a different position in mind for you.”

“I’m sorry?”

“You’re going to work for me.”

I laugh. “For you? After yesterday? As what? A personal janitor? Scrubbing your toilets and washing your floors by hand. Is this your way of getting back at me? It won’t work. I’m just here for the summer. I don’t need the money—God knows I wasn’t getting much as an intern. So no. Whatever you have planned, I’m not doing it.”

“Do you always say the wrong things, or is it just when I’m involved? You’ll work as my assistant. There’s not an internship anywhere more valuable than that. You’ll see everything I do. The day-to-day life of the head engineer for one of the largest companies in the world. Does that sound like a punishment?”

We stare at each either, neither one of us blinking.

“You’re not serious, right? This is a joke? You make me think you’re offering this, and then… what? You tell me you changed your mind? Or you make up a reason to fire me right away?”

“I don’t need a reason to fire you, but no. No strings attached. You’re a challenge, Mr. Garcia, and I like challenges. I’m going to mold you into someone more than you are now.”

I snort. Suddenly he thinks he’s some maker of young men? But he is right. If I do this, it’ll be my ticket to any engineering graduate school in the world. I can’t afford to turn him down.

“OK, I’ll do it. But you take me as I am. You won’t shape me into some yes-man.”

“Oh, that’s not what I plan on shaping you into.”













Chapter Two









My palms are sweating as he glares at me. I look back through all the charts and figures, trying to find what he wants me to see. But I can’t. I toss the paper onto the table.

“Still no?”

I shake my head.

He turns to the third page. “Check these dimensions.”

I groan. As soon as I see it, it’s obvious. I made it too small.

“Did you double check these before you turned this in?”

“Of course I did. I just thought that—”

“Why are you making things worse by lying? Did you double check these numbers?” His temper flashes across his face.

“No. But it’s not a big deal. If I were doing this for real, I would model it, and the program would catch it. This isn’t the old days like you’re used to.” I smirk.

He stares at me for a second. Then, before I can react, he grabs my wrist and pulls me to him, almost onto his lap. Still holding it, he hops up and moves behind me. He bends my arm up behind my back just to the point where it starts to hurt.

“Bend over the table.”

“What? What are you doing? Stop this right now.”

“You need to learn to take things more seriously. Now bend over.”

He doesn’t wait for me to respond before he twists my arm up higher and pushes his other hand against my shoulder blades. I don’t fight him, and my cheek hits the table.

“That wasn’t so hard, was it? Now, how many do you think is appropriate? I think three should do it.”

“Three what?”

The words aren’t even out of my mouth when I feel the blow across my ass. I try to wriggle away, but he grips me tighter. The second slap lands in the same spot as the first. After the third, my already tingling skin catches on fire. The pain and the electricity shoot through my entire body, and my vision blurs as tears well in my eyes. I blink over and over until they go away. I won’t let him see those. He won’t make me cry.

“Next time won’t be through your clothes. Now have you learned your lesson? Can I let you up? ”

He is very much mistaken if he thinks there’s going to be a next time. I’m not going to put up with this. Maybe he’s too powerful to be punished here, but I can quit. I can grab my things and just walk right out. Maybe I could even sue. If I find the right lawyer. One who—

I gasp as he rubs my ass through my pants. Gently moving his hand across it and then massaging it with his fingers. Tiny needle pricks move through my body and all my muscles tense and then relax at once.

“I know you can do better, Aron, and facing the consequences of our mistakes is how we learn. I want your best from now on.”

Still cupping my ass, he leans his body into mine, and it feels… like he’s hard?

“That will be all. Thank you.” He releases my arm, and it drops to my side.

I stay bent over the table for a couple of seconds as he walks away. Then I storm back to my desk. The remnants of pain shoot through my ass with every step, but there’s something else. Something beyond the fire and the humiliation. I think there’s a part of me that liked it.
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The next day, Mr. Shin asks me to go to the deli down the street to pick up his lunch. I’ve worked for him just long enough to know that he orders the same thing every day. Turkey pastrami with sauerkraut and swiss cheese. Nothing else. Today, though, before the worker wraps the sandwich, I tell her to add thousand island dressing and grilled onions. When she hands it to me, I smile and wonder how he’ll react.

In his office, I set the sandwich in front of him and take a step back, waiting. He looks up at me, but he doesn’t unwrap it.

“Is there something else?”

“No.”

“Then you can go. Thank you.”

I walk away slowly, hoping to hear the crinkle of the wax paper before I get to the doorway, but I don’t. I look back one more time before leaving. He’s turned to his computer and ignoring the sandwich on his desk. Damn it. I sit at my desk and tap a pen on the glass top while I stare out the window. My stomach is fluttering, and I can’t concentrate on work. What’s taking him so long?

“Mr. Garcia?” When he finally calls my name, I practically leap from my chair to his door.

“Yes, sir?”

“Come in here, and shut the door, please.”

As I walk to his desk, my entire body is quivering. What if yesterday was just a onetime thing? What if he felt like a fool afterward? What will he think of me if he learns that I want more of it?

“You know my lunch order.” He’s not asking.

“Yes.”

“But that’s not what this is. Should I call the deli to complain? Should I tell them they clearly have an incompetent employee working the counter who can’t understand the most basic of instructions? That surely must be the explanation, right?” He stands up and walks behind me. I don’t turn to face him.

“No. Sir.”

“No? Then please tell me why my sandwich is smothered in onions and dripped dressing down my hands when I picked it up?”

“I must have gotten the order wrong.”

“Hmm… you must have gotten the order wrong? You know what I believe about mistakes, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“What’s that?”

“Mistakes are how we learn.” My heart stops as I feel him next to me.

“Drop your pants.”

My hands fly to my waistband, but I force myself to pause there. I don’t want to seem too eager. Instead, I pretend to be fumbling with the zipper. When I think enough time has passed, I unzip them and let them fall to the floor. I bend over and rest my cheek against the top of his desk.

I hear his breath beside me, heavier than usual, and when he holds it, I know what to expect. But even knowing it’s coming doesn’t prepare me. I squeeze my fists and pinch my eyes closed. After the second slap, my eyes are watering, and I can’t fight it. By the time he gets to the fifth and final crack, I’m gasping for air. My entire body rising and falling with each breath.

But just like yesterday, when he’s done, he places his hand over the spot. His warmth makes the skin burn even more, but when he moves his fingers over it, caressing it, caressing me, the tingles that shoot through my body replace the burning pain.

“You have such a cute little derriere.”

I snicker at the word, but as soon as the laugh escapes my lips, his hand comes down on the exact spot he was just fondling.

“Is something amusing?”

“No, sir. I’m sorry.”

“As I was saying, you have an adorable… ass. Is that word better? It’s a shame it’s covered in such ugly clothes. I think you can do better, don’t you?”

I blink a few times, waiting for him to go on, but he doesn’t. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

“These won’t do anymore.” He pulls the waistband of my boxers and snaps it against me. “I want you in panties from now on.”

My jaw drops. “Panties? Like women’s panties?”

“Is there another kind I’m not aware of? Yes. Starting tomorrow, I expect you to wear women’s panties to work each day. Am I clear?”

“I… but I can’t.”

“You can and you will. Tell me you understand, and you can be on your way.”

“You don’t understand. I can’t. I’m not going to wear women’s underwear to work for you.”

His hand slaps on my ass and somehow finds the same raw spot. There’s no pleasure hidden in the pain this time.

“This isn’t optional. You’re going to do it. And you’re going to shave your entire body now too, since you insist on misbehaving. Everything from the neck down before you come in here tomorrow. Take the rest of the afternoon off so you have plenty of time.”

I stand up, but I don’t move.

“That’s all. I’ll see you in the morning. And make sure the panties are sexy. No granny panties.” He runs his hand one more time across my ass as he walks to the other side of the desk. I hurriedly pull up my pants and leave.
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When I walk into the store, my heart is racing. I hoped that going during the weekday would mean fewer shoppers here. I was wrong. There are people everywhere I look, all spotlighted by the store’s blinding lights. I’m not even past the bananas yet, and I feel like I can’t breathe.

As my very first step falls in the women’s section, I hear a laugh from my right, and I freeze. One foot motionless in front of the other. If a wind from an open door blows into me, I’ll fall over. I look around, trying to see who’s laughing at me, but I can’t find them. Are they hiding in the racks? Stalking and waiting to see what I do next? I bring my feet together. Nothing. I look around again. No one is looking at me. Another step. Then another. Still silence. So I practically sprint to the underwear section. I want to get in and out as quickly as possible.

I gasp softly when I get there. There’s no one around. I hurry to the wall of panties, but in my rush, my arm brushes against a bra and knocks it to the floor. I pick it up, and as I set it back on the rack, I look around again. Still no one. Finally there, I’m overwhelmed by the types and colors, but I don’t have time to figure them out. I looked up my size earlier, so now I just try to find the prettiest ones that will fit me. That’s all I care about. I find a pack of five. Lacy panties in bright colors. These are perfect. I take two packages from the shelf and turn around. Then I see her.

Why isn’t she at work? How did she end up here of all places in the city to shop? Did Mr. Shin send her to follow me? Maybe she won’t even recognize me. We’ve only ever seen each other in the hallways at work. Never said anything other than quick hellos. There’s no way she knows me.

“Aron? No way!”

Fuck! “Uh, oh. Hey… you.” In the corners of my eyes, I see the packages tremble in my hands.

“Callie.” She laughs. “I don’t think we’ve ever officially met. It’s just that you’re a bit of a celebrity after… well, you know.”

I fake a laugh. “Yeah that. Well, it was good seeing you.”

“Oh. Yeah. You too.” She looks at the packages in my hands and the sides of her mouth curl up.

“Oh. These are for my girlfriend. She couldn’t come to the store herself. So she sent me—sick. She’s sick. So that’s why she couldn’t come. So she asked… and I… yes… when and… So that’s why.”

“OK. I didn’t think anything of it. I know I love the feeling I get from wearing a sexy pair of panties, so I just—Hey, why don’t I give you my number? Is that too forward? Say no if it’s too much.”

I feel the pulse in my neck. “What? No. That’s fine. Go ahead.” I stick a pack of panties under my arm so I can pull out my phone.

She gives me her number. “So, maybe send me a text, so I’ve got your number too?”

I watch as her screen lights up with my text.

“Great! I hope your, uh, girlfriend likes those.” She looks up and down my body, and my skin is so hot I’m surprised I don’t see steam rising from it. “I bet they’ll look really pretty once they’re on.”

“Uh, yeah. I hope so. I guess. I mean… Um, I’ll see you later.” I stride away before she can say anything else.
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As soon as I walk into work the next morning, Jonathan calls me into his office and demands to see my panties. I lower my hands to my waistband, but I can’t go any further. They’re shaking so badly I can’t unfasten my pants. I close my eyes and take deep breaths, telling myself to calm down with each one, but it’s not working. My eyes jerk open when I feel him. He’s in front of me. His face just inches away, and his hands on mine. He looks into my eyes and smiles.

“Let go. I’ve got you.”

I lower my hands and his go to work. Tugging and pulling, my lower body sways with his movements, but I can’t take my eyes from his. He’s so close. What would he do if I just leaned forward? Accidentally. If my lips touched his. Completely unplanned. If my tongue pushed into his mouth. Totally unintentionally.

I don’t get to find out. I gasp as his lips crash in on mine. As his tongue forces its way into my mouth, my pants drop and his hands slide to my rear, cupping me. His fingers dig into my flesh, almost to where the pain is more powerful than the pleasure. Almost.

“I’ve wanted to do this since the day I first met you.”

I snort, and I know he feels the sudden rush of air against his face. He must have a different day in mind because I made a terrible impression on the real first day we met.

“It’s true. I knew then I was going to make you mine.”

He moves his face away, but his fingers still grip my ass. He lowers himself. So slowly and smoothly it looks like he’s on an elevator. I giggle at the thought. Lower until he’s on his knees and his face is directly across from my manhood. My manhood wrapped in purple lace panties. He takes one hand from my ass and swirls a finger around the tip of my cock.

“These are very pretty. You were a good girl, and good girls get rewarded.”

Before I even have time to process that he just called me a girl, he yanks my panties down and his lips wrap around the tip of my cock. I moan in surprise. When I was pulling these on this morning—my panties—I never expected them to lead to me getting a blow job. But here I am. His mouth sliding up and down my length, wet with his saliva, so hard it almost hurts. I thought I would be the one on my knees, his cock in my mouth, and that thought turned me on. I never imagined this.

I can’t help the moans pouring from my lips as I tilt my head backward. Without thinking, I put my hands on his head and pull him into me. When I do, he squeezes my ass tighter, and I yip as the painful flame rips through me. My cock tenses even more. I close my fists in his hair as I pulse and I feel myself exploding into his mouth. He takes it all, sucking it and twirling his tongue to make sure that he swallows it before he pulls away.

“Jesus Christ.” I drop to my knees too and pull him into a kiss. I never want his lips to leave me.

But they do. He puts his hands on my shoulders and pries us apart, even though we both resist. With one last quick kiss to my forehead he stands up and walks behind his desk. I stay in place, a supplicant on my knees, begging my lord to grace me with a favor. But when I hear his fingers moving across his keyboard, I know we’re finished. I pull up my pants and look at him. His eyes are on his monitor, and there’s no sign that he notices me. I walk out to my desk.

I flinch as I sit, his fingerprints burned into my delicate skin. I replay his words over and over: You were a good girl, and good girls get rewarded. I smile as I hear them.













Chapter Three









“Jonathan? Sorry to barge in, but I just had a question.”

I walk into his office, but he doesn’t respond. He just stares at me. Did I do something wrong? My entire body vibrates at the thought of him bending me over his desk and spanking me. No, stop. That’s not healthy. That’s not something I want.

“Sir?”

He smiles. “Yes. I like that. Sir. From now on, you’re to address me only as sir or Mr. Shin.”

I chuckle, but he doesn’t laugh. “Oh. Um, OK. I can do that. Sir. But anyway, I just had a question about the latest mockup. It seems a little off to me. What do you think?”

I watch him pull up the file on his computer and check the measurements. “Hmm… it does seem to be a bit…”

He wants me to call him sir? That’s easy enough, isn’t it? I mean, he is my boss, so it’s not like that’s asking a lot. He’s probably not used to his subordinates calling him by his first name. My mind wonders back to the blow job he gave me. Right where I’m standing now. Good girls get rewarded. I can call him sir. I can be good for him.

“Aron?”

I shake my head. “Sorry?”

“I asked if you agree.”

“I’m sorry. My mind drifted off. Agree with what?”

“What were you thinking about? What was more important than this?”

I tug at the collar of my shirt. “It was, uh, it was nothing. Sir. I apologize.”

“Do you know what I think, Mr. Garcia?” He leans back in his chair, away from the computer, and looks me up and down.

I shake my head.

“I think you would be very pretty in a dress.”

My mouth falls open, and dark spots start dancing in my eyes. I don’t respond.

“I would like very much to see you in one.” He’s out of his chair now, and his hands are on my hips. “I’ll have one for you here Monday. Would you like that?”

We’re so close our foreheads almost touch. I can smell the sweet scent of toothpaste on his breath.

“I think you would. I think you want to be a good girl. I think you want to be my good girl. Don’t you?”

I try to say no. I try to shake my head. Something to let him know I don’t want that. I don’t. Do I? Why can’t I tell him no?

“Such a good girl.” He kisses my forehead as he rubs his hand across my ass. “Go back to your desk now, like the good little girl you are.”

I still can’t speak as I walk away. My mind is gone. I’m just going through the motions. Walking. Pulling out my chair. Sitting. A dress? I can’t. There’s no way. I need to tell him no. Now. Before he thinks I want to do it. But I just turn to my computer and go back to work.

All weekend, I feel sick. I barely eat or sleep. If I just call him or text him, this ends, and he doesn’t force me to do this. Panties are fine. I hate to admit it, but wearing them does make me feel sexy. But a dress? I can’t do that. That’s too far.

Monday morning, I walk into the office. My feet dragging. When the elevator door opens, I wipe the sweat from my forehead and step onto my floor.

“Whoa there.”

I look up and see Sydney jump away from me. “I’m so sorry! I wasn’t watching where I was going.”

“Obviously.” She giggles. “That excited to start another workweek?”

“Uh, yeah. Not quite.”

“So I hear there’s a big change for you starting today.”

My heart races. Does everyone on the floor know? Everyone in the building? “Yeah, about that. It was all Mr. Shin’s idea. Not something that I wanted. I’d never even thought about it before. I’m not like that.”

“Oh, of course not. But still, congratulations! You must be so proud.”

“Proud?”

“Well, and nervous too. It’s such a big step. But you go from intern to a permanent position in just a month? That’s very impressive!” She hugs me, and I awkwardly put my arms around her. “Welcome to the team!”

Intern to permanent position? “Uh, thanks. Well, I guess I’d better be going. I’ll see you later.”

“Right. See ya around.”

Mr. Shin’s door is closed, and I exhale in relief as I drop into my chair. Maybe this was just a test. Maybe he wanted to see if I would still show up to work today. He surely couldn’t have been serious.

I hear the door open behind me, and I hold my breath.

“Good morning, Aron. Come in here, please.”

“Good morning, sir.” I walk past him into the office without making eye contact.

He closes the door once I’m inside.

“So, what do you think?”

I turn to look at him, and he’s gesturing toward the sofa along the wall of his office. There’s a red dress laid across it. My heart stops.

“The color is perfect. It’s going to look gorgeous on you. You’re going to look gorgeous.”

“Sir, I—”

“You’re very nervous about this, I’m sure. You’re probably having doubts. That’s fine. Let me help you.”

He walks in front of me and starts unbuttoning my shirt. I watch his eyes as his hands move down my chest from button to button. When they’re all undone, he slips the shirt from my arms and leads me to the sofa. He unfastens my pants and then pushes me down on the cushions. My shoes come off. Then my socks. Then he pulls my pants totally away from me.

“So smooth. Just the way I like you.”

He runs his hands up my calfs. Then my thighs. He spreads them apart and his hand finds my cock throbbing under my panties.

“You’re as excited about this as I am.”

I watch as he smiles and bends toward me. His nose pressed against my panties, he inhales and then kisses the tip of my cock through the nylon. I tense at his touch.

“If you’re a really good girl, I promise to have a very special treat for you. But let’s get you dressed now. Up.” He takes my hands and yanks me from the sofa.

“Hold your arms out in front of you.”

I do and he slips a bra over them. A bra? I was so blinded by the dress that I hadn’t noticed a bra sitting beside it. He clasps it behind me and then adjusts it before slipping inserts into the cups. I’m too numb to do anything.

“Now you’re ready.” He holds his hand over my erection and kisses my neck. “I’m so proud of you.”

Proud… “Sir, did you promote me to a permanent position?” My first words in minutes. My first words to him since he started dressing me as a woman, and that’s what I say? I don’t tell him to stop? I don’t tell him that I don’t want this?

He brushes his hand against my hard dick, and I wonder if I do want this. Maybe I don’t want him to stop.

His mouth moves from my neck to my lips. “That was supposed to be a surprise, but yes. I never want to let you go. I want you to be mine forever.”

“But college…”

He pushes against me, and I writhe as I feel his erection against mine. I’m not in control now as my dick moves against his. Through his pants. Through my panties. My breaths are growing shallower. My body tenses. My hips are moving in quick circles now. I’m so close. But he pulls away before I get the relief I need.

“We’ll work around college.” His breaths are ragged, and I know that he was as close as I was. “Now put this on.”

He picks up the dress and holds it out for me. I look at it for a moment but then take it from him and slip it over my head. As I pull it down, his hands trace along behind mine, smoothing the wrinkles, fitting it against my body. When it’s on, I bite my lip and look at him. Why do I want him to like it? Why do I hope he thinks I’m pretty?

He takes one step back and then another. His eyes travel up and down my body several times, and I can feel the sweat in my palms. “God, you’re more beautiful than I imagined you would be. Aron, you were meant for this.”

My entire body goes weightless at his comment. Does he really mean it? Does he like it?

“Come look at yourself.”

I take his hand, and he guides me toward his closet. When he opens the door, I see a full-length mirror inside, and I gasp. The red dress is tight against my body. Tight against the new curves of my stuffed bra. My dark hair—the hair everyone always told me was too long for a boy, too full, too pretty—looks perfect now. It looks like it belongs. The dress looks like it belongs. I look like I belong in it.

“You’re certainly not an Aron dressed like this. What do you think of the name Arianda?”

I don’t take my eyes off the mirror. “It’s perfect.”













Chapter Four









I hope to spend the entire day hidden in his office, but I think he knows this because he insists I hand deliver a report to Ms. Rogers. I plead with him, but he doesn’t relent. He just tells me that everyone will love me.

I’m still wobbly in the red heels he brought to match my dress, but I make it to the other side of the floor without having to grab anything for balance. Now, I’m standing outside Ms. Rogers’ office. In front of Sydney’s desk. And twice in one day, her arms are around me.

“Oh my God, Aron!”

“Arianda.”

“Arianda.” She smiles.

I blush at hearing the new name come from her, but part of me swells too. My name reminds me that I’m his. His Arianda.

“You’re so pretty! Can I do your makeup sometime? Please? I love doing it, and I always want someone else to practice on. Ms. Rogers and Li never let me use either of them anymore.”

“Uh, I don’t know. I don’t know if I’m really a makeup person.”

“Girl, you’re totally a makeup person. Or you will be once I’m done with you. I’m so happy for you! I can’t believe the change.”

“Thanks.” I smile. “But I really just came to drop this off to Ms. Rogers. Can you give it to her?”

“Oh, even better.” She knocks on the office door. “Ashley, come here and meet Arianda. Mr. Shin’s new girl.”

My cheeks are on fire.

“Can it wait? I’m busy? It’s not like I won’t see her some time later.”

“Ashley, come see her now. It’s her first time in a dress.”

Sydney turns to me and winks. Behind her, Ms. Rogers comes to the door and looks me over.

“Oh, you’re not new. But you are very pretty, Arianda. It’s good to meet the real you.”

“This isn’t the real—” She’s already back in her office before I even start talking.

“You know how she is. She’s always gruff with people. But she called you pretty. She never would have said that if she didn’t mean it. And you really are, Arianda.” She wraps her arms around me yet again. “Sorry. I’m a very huggy person.”

“Apparently.” I chuckle.

“It’s just so good to see you like this. Even if you pretend this isn’t the real you, it obviously is. And this means I’m not the new girl anymore. I’ve graduated and passed that title on to someone else now.” She giggles.

“Gee thanks.”

“Let me take that, so you can get back to Mr. Shin. Who knows what else he has planned to celebrate your big day?”

But there’s nothing that day. Or the next, or the next. Each day, he tells me to wait. That he has something special for me. Something more special than what he’s already given me.
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My entire body tingles as I step out of the car. I listen to the click of my heels on the concrete as we walk toward the door. Before we go inside, he stops me and fastens his leash to the collar I’m wearing.

“Ready?”

I nod my head. My mouth is too dry to speak.

He puts his hands on my shoulders and looks me in the eyes. “This might seem a little different at first, but you’re going to love it. Before we go in, I just want you to know how proud I am of you. A whole week wearing dresses. A whole week as Arianda. My beautiful Arianda.”

He kisses my forehead and turns toward the door.

“Remember, you don’t speak in here unless I give you permission. Got it?”

“Yes, sir.”

The hallway is all black with hidden red lights shining down the walls. Even though it was dark outside, it still takes my eyes a few seconds to adjust to this new level of darkness. As we walk, the music builds. Just a muddy bass thump at first. In a few more steps, it becomes more defined. A few more, and I can hear the higher notes. At the door, I can hear it all.

“Mr. Shin. Welcome back.”

“Thank you, Megan. This is my girl, Arianda.”

I look at Megan. She’s wearing an orange corset that squeezes her breasts together. Below that, it looks like her black leather pants are glued to her skin. I smile at her. Knowing that my leather dress looks the same on me.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Miss Arianda. You two can go right in.”

“Thank you, dear.”

As soon as the door opens, the music, which was comfortably loud just a second ago, becomes deafening. I stop and look around. Everything in here is lit in purple. To the left there’s a stage. Two women and two men, almost nude, are dancing on it. On the floor below, hundreds of people are pulsating as if they’re one. Most people are wearing black, but like stars dotting the dark sky, I see other colors mixed in.

My head jerks to the right as Mr. Shin pulls on my leash. “This way. That side is much too noisy.”

I look ahead as he pulls me. There are tables here. Most of them occupied. Some with two people. Others with three, four, five. Most of the girls here are dressed like me. Tight, black, and not leaving much to the imagination. I glance left and right as we make our way to an empty table. When we get there, Mr. Shin sets the “Reserved” sign face down.

He scans the room, but I stare at him. My eyebrows are raised, hoping to get his attention. It’s not long before he notices and smiles.

“You’re so good at this. Yes? Did you want to say something?”

“Why are some people sitting on the floor?”

He looks around the room again like he didn’t notice them at first. “Those are all submissives, like you, and for whatever reason, their Doms don’t want them to sit on the chairs or benches. It could be about control or punishment, or maybe training them to be better subs. Would you like me to order you to the floor?”

A shudder goes through me, and I unconsciously stretch out my legs at the thought. “No. Definitely not.”

He cocks an eyebrow, and I squint my eyes, questioning him.

“Oh. Right. Sorry. No, sir, I would not like that.”

“That’s my girl.”

I look around at the people on the floor. Most of them are women, but a lot of them are men. I can’t imagine ever wanting that, but they all seem happy. Satisfied. Their Doms content. Is this what my Dom eventually wants for me?

“Stay here. I’ll be right back. Don’t speak to anyone, and don’t make eye contact if anyone comes up.”

My skin bristles at how easily he made the command. It makes me want to go talk to everyone and to make eye contact with every person who walks by. But I don’t. I sit here with my head down like the good little girl he expects me to be.

Just a few minutes later, I feel him take up the leash and guide me away from the table. “Come with me.” He walks me through the room. I make sure to look at everyone as we walk by them.

“Where are we going?”

“You’ll see.”

We go through a doorway, and a long hallway stretches out in front of us. There are several doors on both sides all along the length. It reminds me of a hotel. If hotel hallways were painted black and lit in pink.

We enter room four. I think the walls inside are white, but everything is bathed in red from the lights overhead. Straight ahead there’s a bed, and I wonder if this is a hotel, but when I look around the similarities stop. Against one wall there’s a metal frame making a giant X with metal D-rings at each point. Next to that, there’s a cabinet. The doors are hanging open, and I can see shackles, handcuffs, whips, and floggers. In the middle of the room, there’s a strange bench. The top is padded and large enough for a person’s upper body. Below that, about halfway up each of the four legs, there are smaller padded benches. Much too small for a person. There are metal D-rings on the sides of all the benches. On the top bench, there’s a giant metal ring rising up from one end. I look around and my eyes find their way back to him. He’s watching me. His face is lit up.

“What do you think?”

“I think this is the strangest Holiday Inn I’ve ever seen. What is all of this?” I gesture around.

“Toys. What do you want to play with first?”

I toss my hands up. “I don’t know what any of this stuff is. So you pick.”

“Then come over here.” He tugs my leash and pulls me to the bench. “Get on this.”

I just stare at it.

“I said get on. I’ll grab everything we need.”

“I don’t know how to get on it. Is there an instruction manual? Sir.”

He chuckles. “Face down. Knees and elbows on the little side benches. Belly up here.” He pats the top.

“And this… whatever? What do I do with this?”

He walks to the halo and turns the thumbscrew on the side. When it’s loose, the top part of the ring swings open. It’s hinged on the other side. “Put your neck here.”

I don’t move.

“Now.” His voice is forceful and sends a current of anticipation through me.

“Yes, sir.”

I awkwardly climb onto the bench. Knees and elbows on the smaller and lower side benches like he told me. Then my neck in the ring. I swallow as he closes it around me and tightens the thumbscrew.

“There. Now don’t go anywhere.”

I carefully pull my head back. Just like I thought, the ring is much too small to let me simply pull free from it. I turn my head and watch him search through the cabinet. He takes four leather cuffs and brings them back to me. My cock gets hard at his rough touch as he grabs my ankles and then my wrists, fastening the cuffs around each of them and then fastening the cuffs to the D-rings on the bench. I test each one. They don’t budge. I’m trapped on all fours with my head stretched out in front of me. The warmth spreads through my core, and my pulse quickens.

“Look at you. My helpless little girl.”

I moan and rub myself against the bench.

“Ah ah. Behave.”

I watch silently while he removes his suit jacket, folding it and setting it on the bed. Then he sits beside it. His eyes are on me the whole time as he unties his shoe laces. Then loosens them. Then slips the shoes off. First the left, then the right. As he pulls his sock down to his ankle, I groan. Will you hurry up! But it just makes him move slower. Both socks off, he stands again and unbuttons his shirt. He walks toward me as he does and bends over in front of me. He kisses my lips. Undoes a button. Kisses me again. Undoes another. And by the time he’s to the last button, my heat could melt the bench.

“What should I do with this?” He rests his hand on the buckle of his belt, and I groan. “Such a noisy girl. A good submissive would wait quietly for her master.”

I don’t say a word, but if I could ever breathe fire, it would be now. He chuckles and pulls the belt from his loops. I eye it in his hand. My mouth salivates at the thought of what he might do to me with it. Instead, he tosses it on the bed beside his jacket and shirt. Then he lowers his pants and sets them on top.

When he faces me again, he’s wearing only his red boxer briefs, and I can see the outline of his hard cock through them. I lean forward, struggling to get to it, but he backs away.

“Oh, you want this? Hmm… Are you a good girl?”

“Yes.” I stare straight ahead at what I need.

“It doesn’t sound like it.”

“I’m sorry. Yes, sir, I’m a good girl. May I?”

“May you what? Tell me what you want.”

I flash my eyes to his, but they snap back to his cock. “May I please suck your cock, sir?”

He takes off his underwear and tosses it on the bed. Then he wraps his hand around his shaft and holds it just inches away from me. I can feel the heat from it, and I inhale its musky scent.

“This? Is this what you want?” He steps a little closer and rubs it against my lips. When I open my mouth and try to take it, he pulls back.

“Yes. Please sir.” I don’t know how much more teasing I can take. If I don’t get this soon, I’m going to tear through these restraints.

“Well, since you did say please…”

He steps forward, and I inhale just as he pushes himself inside my mouth. I swirl my tongue around his head and try to move down its length, but I find that I can’t with the steel halo around my neck. I grunt in frustration.

“Does my little girl want more?”

“Mmm-hmm.” I don’t dare take my lips or tongue away from him, afraid that he’ll pull away if I do.

His cock bounces a little as he takes two small steps closer to me. More of him is in my mouth now, but it’s still not even half. I whimper.

He puts both his hands on the back of my head as he moves into me. Slowly sliding in and out. I moan my appreciation and tickle my tongue around his veiny underside.

“Good girl.”

I want him to move faster. I try again to move my head, to set the tempo, but I’m not able to. I shake my head, and he moans. But he keeps the same pace. Finally, frustrated, I bite down on him. Not hard enough to cause damage. Not hard enough to even hurt. I think. Just enough to get his attention.

He jerks back, away from me, his wet cock slipping from my mouth. “What the hell?”

“I need you to fuck me harder.”

Anger flashes across his face. “You’re not in a position to make demands.”

“Fuck me harder or don’t fuck me at all.”

He glares at me for what seems like hours. “Maybe I was wrong about you. Maybe you’re not such a good girl.”

“Maybe I’m not.”

“Maybe you need to be punished.”

“Maybe I do. Maybe I need to find a real man who can handle me.”

I squirm against my restraints as he grabs his belt and rushes to my side. He lifts the bottom of my dress, pulls down my panties, and I feel the slap and burning sting of leather against my skin.

“How many do you think you deserve for your disrespectful behavior?”

I wait for the next blow, but it doesn’t come.

“Arianda, I asked you a question. How many lashes do you deserve?”

“As many as you think is appropriate… Jonathan.”

I hear him suck in a breath as I use his name. Then I feel the belt come down against my ass. Two. Three. Four. I count along in my head. My cock feels like it’s going to burst. Five. I close my eyes and take a deep breath. When I do, it’s like being lifted away. Like I’m existing both inside and outside of my body. I can almost look down and see him. He raises his hand and whips the belt through the air toward me. I hear its whistle and then the slap as it hits me. How many is that? Was that eight? I’ve lost count now.

When he stops, he throws the belt back on the bed and walks in front of me. “Do you think you can behave now? Have you learned your lesson?”

I smile at him. He’s the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen. Then I let my eyes fall. Gravity taking them down to his cock. My head tilts to the side, and my mouth drops open. He steps up to me and sticks it into my mouth.

Both hands on the back of my head again, this time he thrusts his full length into me. With each push, he hits the back of my throat and slides farther down it. And I gag each time. But I clench my lips tighter around him. I never want to let go. I time my hips to move with his. Grinding my dick against the padded leather each time his cock grinds against my throat. The fire that built with each lash of the belt is an inferno now. Everything inside me is scorched as my hips buck for the last few times—as the liquid inside me boils and shoots out. Just a couple of seconds later, he yanks my hair and his cock spurts inside me. I suck down every drop that he gives me, still sucking like a child slurping the last of a milkshake as he pulls away.

I twist my eyes toward his. I’m not able to focus completely, but I want to look at him. I watch as he unfastens the halo and then my bonds. As he picks me up and carries me to the bed, setting me on my stomach, lying beside me, stroking my hair.

“You are so fucking great.” He looks into my eyes, and I feel such warmth coming from him. “Drink this.” He holds a bottle of water to my lips, and I suck on it greedily, wishing it was him. “Good girl.”

“I think I love you, sir.”

“Shh… don’t say that. That’s just a rush of chemicals making you think that. Just lie right here with me for a bit.”

He continues stroking my hair with one hand while he rests the other arm over my body and pulls me toward him. I close my eyes and fall asleep.













Chapter Five









I slip the dress over my head and check my makeup one more time. The bright red of my lipstick pops as soon as I look at my face. I smile, grab my purse, and walk out the door.

The lobby is unusually busy today. Thursday mornings are normally quiet, but there must be something going on. Looking around, I see men and women in expensive suits and carrying briefcases. They all have their hair slicked back, the men with too much gel, the women pulled back into buns so tight they must have headaches. It has to be a marketing meeting. I cringe as I think about having to spend all day with Brett Crawford. I’ve never talked to him, just seen him around, but I know his reputation. And I think I’d rather have my nails pulled off than have to work with him. I look at my nails—soft pink—and smile. Just then, the elevator door opens, and I step in.

“Wait! Wait!”

I hold the doors open as a woman sprints in. She’s out of breath and her shoulders are hunched over.

“Thank you.” She looks up at me.

“Ar—um, is that you?”

“Arianda. Yes. Do we—oh! Callie!”

Her face lights up. “Yes! Wow! You look incredible. I meant to text you, but I’ve just been so busy. But you. Oh my God, you!”

I laugh. “Me.” I stick my arms out to the side as much as I can on a crowded elevator.

As we go higher, more people get off, and we all space ourselves out. Except Callie. She’s still stuck to me. When the elevator chimes for the thirty-second floor, I smile at her.

“This is me.”

“I can’t believe it.” She steps off the elevator with me.

I glance around and see Li walking toward us.

“I knew those weren’t really for your girlfriend. Unless they were. But they weren’t, were they?”

I giggle. “No. They were for me.”

“You’re gorgeous.”

I shuffle my feet and look away. “Um, thanks.”

“Hey, can we do lunch sometime? Or dinner. What ever you have time for. You’re probably really busy all the time, so I understand if you can’t. Breakfast even? If you’re a morning person. I’m not, but I can even do that if you want to. Do you?”

“Are you propositioning one of my workers?” Li is standing beside us now. Technically, she’s my boss, not Mr. Shin, but in reality, the corporate officers on this floor make their own decisions about their assistants.

“Oh, no ma’am. I’m sorry. Just asking if she wanted to go to lunch or dinner sometime. Oh, I guess I understand why it sounded like that.” She giggles and looks toward the elevator.

Li pushes the down button. “That’s good. Because there’s a rule that I have to be propositioned before anyone else. Especially by cute, mousy girls like you.”

The elevator chimes.

“Now, down you go, little one.” Li shoos her toward the door.

I call out to her, “yes, we can do that. I’ll text you.”

“Can’t wait!”

The doors close on her, and Li turns to me. “Who was that?”

“Just a girl from engineering. She knew me before.” I leave the rest unsaid. We both know what I mean.

“She’s cute. With the right makeup and hair, she could be pretty. I guess I approve. Have fun with her.”

“One, I don’t need your approval. Two, it’s not like that. She just wants to catch up. I think. I assume.”

“Mmm-hmm. I’m sure.” She walks away.
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I lean over the desk and slide the papers across to him.

“Your signature. Here. And then here.” The spots are already marked with sticky flags, but I tap my long nails against them, anyway.

“Got it. Thank you, Arianda.”

“You’re welcome, sir.” I don’t move.

He looks up at me. “Is there something else?”

“No. Jonathan.” I still don’t move.

“You can go then. Thank you.” He turns to his computer, and I know there’s no hope. I walk out and slam his door behind me.

It’s been almost two weeks since that night at the club, and he hasn’t touched me since. Not the way I want him to. He still runs his hands along my body. He fondles my cock. We’ve even given each other blow jobs since then. But he hasn’t spanked me or pinched me or slapped me once.

That afternoon I think of a way to do it. He’s waiting for a proposal to come through. A Korean company is trying to undercut our main supplier, but Jonathan isn’t sure they can really produce what we need them to. The proposal will outline the steps they’re willing to take to meet our demand. And since it’s going to his work account instead of his personal account, it really comes to me instead of him.

“God damn it, they can’t be that stupid. Arianda, get KN on the phone.”

Even though I heard exactly what he said, I walk to his office door. “What was that, sir?”

“Get KN on the phone, please.”

“Why, what’s wrong?”

“They sent the entire report as scanned images instead of a pdf. One jpg for each page. All one hundred twenty-seven of them.”

“Oh, did you not want it that way?”

His eyebrows furrow as he looks at me. “Of course not. Why would I want it that way?”

“Oops. I was just trying to be helpful. I guess I screwed up.”

“You told them to do this?”

“No. I did it myself.”

“Well, just send me the pdf then.” He shakes his head.

“I’m sorry, sir, but I can’t. I deleted it.”

“You deleted it?”

“I guess I was bad, wasn’t I?”

He stares at me, and he growls.“Get in here and close the door.”

I practically skip to his desk.

“You were very bad. You know what happens to bad girls, don’t you?”

I lick my lips. “They get punished.”

He stands up and pulls his belt free. I’m so giddy I want to bounce on my feet and applaud, but I bite my lip and watch as he walks around the desk. When he’s beside me, he pushes between my shoulders and holds me against the hard top. He leans over me, and I can feel his hot breath against my ear.

“How many hits do you think you deserve?”

“As many as you think I deserve, sir.”

He stands up and runs his hand down my back and along the crack of my ass. My back arches under his touch. Then he yanks up my dress.

“Such pretty panties today. I don’t want anything to happen to them.”

I gasp at the cold as he pulls them down my legs. He’s behind me now, and he presses his cock against my ass. I moan and work my hips against him, but he steps away.

“I want you to count.”

“Yes, sir.”

The first blow comes, and I wince. “One.”

Then the second and the third. I’ll never understand how he lands each one on the same spot as the one before it. The fourth feels like it’s torn my skin open, and after the fifth, tears are dripping from my eyes onto his desk.

When he’s finished, after the fifth strike, he rubs his hand along my inflamed skin. His touch is gentle, but the friction and the heat of his skin only increase the pain.

“I’m so proud of you, girl. The way you took those. Even when you were in tears, you didn’t waver. You counted each one out for me. You did so well.” He slides his hand lower now, between my legs, and he’s cupping my balls in his hand. “So proud of you.”

My already hard dick swells even more at his touch and at his words whispered into my back. I feel him shift around behind me, and I wonder if he’s going to take me right here. My breath catches at the thought. But then I feel his hands glide down my legs, along my stockings and back up with my panties. He carefully pulls them up, reaching between my legs to make sure everything is in place. As in place as it can be with my cock raging for release.

“Thank you, Arianda.”

I stand up and pull my dress down. “Thank you, sir. I’ll send you the real pdf file now.” I smile as I walk back to my desk. Mission accomplished.
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As excited as I am, I crash back to the ground the next week. Nothing changes. He still expects me to just obey him. To do what he says and to take what he gives me. I keep seeing those girls at the club, sitting at the feet of their masters, taking whatever scraps they can get. He needs to understand that I’m not one of those girls. I open his calendar and look through it.

“Arianda? Can you come with me, please?” I jump at the sound of his voice. I hadn’t heard him come up behind me.

I follow him into his office and close the door. “Yes, Mr. Shin?”

“Is there a problem with my schedule for the rest of the month?”

“Why do you ask?” I grin.

“Because the only event on there is ‘Sex with Arianda.’ Every day. From 9am until 5pm. All the real appointments are missing.”

“Oh?”

“Arianda, this isn’t funny. I checked the backup servers, and they aren’t on those either. You saved them to your desktop before you did this, right?”

“You didn’t really check the backup servers.”

“I did. Arianda, there’s nothing there.”

I hear my heart in my ears, and I feel dizzy. “You’re doing this to scare me. Jonathan? You’re just saying that to scare me? Because you can tell me now. You can tell me the truth.”

“No. I’m not just saying this to scare you. As far as I see, it’s all gone. Unless you made a backup.”

I swallow, and I’m sure he hears it.

“Arianda?”

Tears roll down my cheeks as I look at him. I try to tell him I’m sorry. My mouth moves, but the words are choked off in my throat.

“God damn it, Arianda!” He picks up the coffee mug and shatters it against the wall beside his desk. “What on earth made you do this?”

I back away from him, wishing I could make myself invisible.

“What? I want to hear what made you think this was a good idea.”

“I don’t know.” I’m sobbing now, and he’s coming closer to me. His eyes have never looked like this before. They’re hard and sharp. I hear his breathing and his steps as he gets closer to me.

“You don’t know?”

My back is against the wall now, and his face is just inches from mine.

“You don’t fucking know? You deleted my entire calendar. There had better be a damn good reason.”

He’s so loud it makes me wince. “I wanted to make you punish me again. You never punish me anymore.”

He snorts out a laugh. “You wanted me to punish you? You did all this because you wanted to be spanked?”

I don’t say anything.

“Is that it? I want to make sure I’ve got this right. You did this—erased my entire schedule for the entire month—because you wanted me to spank you? Do you know how fucking ridiculous that sounds? You hear it, right?”

“Yes.” It’s more a whimper than a word. “I didn’t know it would delete the backups too.”

“This is my work, girl. Not my personal life. Not something fun or cute. This is my work. The second most important thing in the world to me, and you just—you know what? You want me to punish you for this? I’ll do it. I’ll punish you. Get out. You’re fired.”

“What?”

“You heard me! Get out!”

My entire body is shaking, and I fall to my knees. “Please, don’t do that. Please. Jonathan? Sir? Please don’t.”

“Get up and get out of here, or I’ll call security and have you removed.”

“I’ll do anything. Please.”

He’s moved back behind his desk now, and his eyes fall on me. I don’t see any hardness or anger in them anymore. I see disgust. “Get out.” The words are quiet and even, and that makes them even worse.

I use the door handle to pull myself up, and the door yanks open when I do. Li is standing there. Her eyes wide.

“Jonathan? Sorry, but I heard everything. I should have a backup. Everything the assistants do goes to my server. There are daily and weekly backups. So at worst, you’ve only lost anything that was changed since last Friday.”

I want to laugh. Li has it. I didn’t accidentally delete his calendar after all. It’s going to be alright.

“Thank you, Li. Forward that to me, so I can restore my calendar, please. Arianda, close the door on your way out. You have ten minutes to gather your things and leave.”

“What?” My jaw hangs open.

“Jonathan, didn’t you hear me? We can restore everything.”

“I heard you, Li, and thank you. I appreciate it. But that doesn’t change anything with Miss Garcia. Close my door, please.”

When the door latches behind me, I break down and fall into Li’s arms.

“Honey, it’ll be OK. He’s just angry. He’ll come around. And if he doesn’t, I’ll put you with someone else. It’ll be a different floor, but you’ll still have a job here. Hell, I’ll fire someone so you can replace them if I have to. You’re not going anywhere.”

I shake my head. “Don’t. Thank you, but don’t. That’s not fair to anyone else.”

“But what are you going to do?”

“I still have college starting in a couple of weeks. I can get loans to live off of. It’s what I’ve been doing until now. So nothing’s different.”

“Sweetie, everything is different. Just give it time. He’ll be fine. I’ll work on him.”

I shake my head again and pull away from her. She wipes the tears from my cheeks, and I see that she’s crying, too.

“Thank you for everything, Li. I’m going to miss you. Sydney too. I can’t face her right now, though. Will you wait until I’m gone and tell her goodbye for me?”

“It’s not goodbye. We’ll all stay in touch. We can do things on the weekends and complain about our lives. Just like we do now, but outside the office.” She chuckles, but her face is sad.

“I’d like that.” I open the drawers of my desk and take out anything that ever made it mine.













Chapter Six









“Aron Garcia?”

I raise my hand. “Here.”

The professor walks to me with my graded test. She holds it face down, but I already know the score. I take it from her and flip it over. 100%. I lean back in my chair and sigh. I’m five weeks into the semester, and so far, I haven’t gotten less than 98% on anything. And I don’t care. None of it matters.

When class is over, I walk into the men’s room and sit in a stall. Before I leave, I check my makeup in the mirror. It’s perfect. Eyeliner is one of the two remnants of my past life that I allow myself. I wet my hand and hold it in the corner of my eye for a second. Then I pull it down, smearing a light smudge of black with it. I try to smile, but I can’t. I walk outside and down the street.

“You look amazing! How are you?”

Callie stands from the table and throws her hands around me. For a second, I’m not sure if I have the energy to return the gesture, but I do. I squeeze her tight and then force the corners of my lips up, higher than I have in weeks. I don’t want her to know.

“So, how are you? How’s school?”

“It’s great. Everything is good.”

“Of course it is, Mr. One Hundred.”

She and I have been texting. It’s very one-sided. She’s constantly forcing me to talk about myself. At first she wanted to talk about my personal life, but what was there to tell her? I go to classes for twenty-four hours each week. Sometimes, I go to the grocery store. Other than that, I never leave home. I never have anyone over. I don’t have friends. I don’t talk to anyone. Most of my time is spent sitting on the couch, staring out the patio window. Sometimes birds will land on my railing and look around for food. After a few seconds, maybe a minute, they realize I don’t have anything for them, so they fly away. I got tired of her asking, so last week I told her about an exam I had just gotten back. I’ve been Mr. One Hundred ever since, and I wish I’d never told her about it.

“So, have you ever been here before? I was just looking through the menu. What’s good?”

I shrug my shoulders. “No idea.”

I used to come here all the time before everything changed. It was my favorite restaurant on campus. My chest feels heavy as I remember the times I sat at the bar or at one of the large round tables in the corner with my friends from the engineering program. I look to the hallway where Rob threw up all over the wall. He was so drunk he didn’t realize he wasn’t standing over a toilet. I rest my head on my arms and close my eyes.

“What’s wrong? Are you sick?”

“No.”

“Then what?”

“Just tired.”

“We can do this some other time if that works better for you. I know you’re super busy all the time.”

“This is fine.” I look up at her as she puts her hands on my arms. There’s no time that’s ever going to work better for me.

“Aww, honey, you do look tired. Here…”

She dips her napkin into her water glass and reaches it toward my eye. I pull away.

“You just have a little splotch of eyeliner. I’ll get it for you.”

“No.” I turn my head. “Leave it. It’s fine.” I close my eyes as I exhale.

“Are you sure you’re OK?”

“Yeah. Just lots going on. Lots of stress.”

“Then go out with me! Friday night. You name the place.”

“I don’t think I can. I’ve got a project due, and I’m already behind on it. In fact, maybe I really should go now and work on that. I’m sorry I’m not better company. I’ll be better next time. I promise.”

“Don’t worry about it.”

I can see the hurt in her eyes, and I wish I didn’t have to be like this. I wish I could perform as the happy college senior for her, but I can’t.

“I’m so sorry, Callie.”

“It’s fine. Honest. Go work on your project and get some rest. We can talk later.”

As I’m walking back to my apartment, I can’t remember if I said goodbye to her or if I just walked away. I don’t even care.

When I get inside, I toss my backpack beside the couch, set my keys on the counter, and go to the bedroom. I look at myself in the mirror and stare at the smudged eyeliner.

“You’ve been a very bad girl making a mess of your face. How many spankings do you think you deserve?”

“As many as you think, sir.”

“Good girl. Lean over my desk.”

I bend over my bed and pick up the paddle that’s leaning against it.

“Pull down your pants.” I look at myself in the mirror. “Oh, you’re wearing my favorite panties, but that’s not going to distract me. I want you to count each blow.”

“Yes, sir.”

“One… two…”

By the time I get to twenty, I drop the paddle and run a hand along my ass. It feels like I’ve ripped open the skin and the pain of just touching it through my panties is unbearable. I crawl onto the bed. When I bought the paddle, I hoped maybe I could feel at least a little something like I used to. The same endorphins should be flooding my brain right now as when Jonathan would spank me. But it doesn’t feel the same. It doesn’t feel like anything, except pain.

The next morning, I text Callie.













Chapter Seven









“Oh my God! Are you serious in that?”

She clenches her hand to her chest as she looks me up and down. I’m wearing the same leather dress I wore last time I was here. When he brought me.

“You’re so gorgeous. But how can you walk in those?”

We both look at my black five-inch heels.

I shrug my shoulders. “They’re not that bad.” They’re awful. The last time I wore them, my toes ached for a week. But I need to wear them tonight. I need all of this tonight.

We walk down the dark and red hall, and the bass thump grows with every step. At the end of the hall, I put a hand on the counter to my right. My nails looking even more red in this light. I recognize Megan from before.

“Hi, I’m hoping you can help me. I don’t have a membership in my name, but my boyfriend does. He’s not able to make it tonight, but my friend was really looking forward to coming here. So could we use his membership to get in? Just for tonight. She has to fly back home tomorrow.”

Since it’s based around a tiny dot of a truth, I don’t feel as bad as I would if it were a total lie.

“I remember you.”

“You do?”

“Of course. How could I forget you? Miss Ariana, right?”

“Wow. Arianda. With a D. But yes. That’s impressive.”

She smiles. “Your boyfriend is Mr. Shin, right?”

“Uh…”

“Holy shit, Arianda! Mr. Shin?”

I flash my eyes quickly at Callie and hope that she gets the message to keep her mouth shut.

“Right. That’s him.”

Megan leans closer to the counter. “I don’t know if I should tell you this, but he’s already here. Maybe he was planning to surprise you.”

“Oh.” I fake a laugh. “That would be just like him. Did he have anyone with him? We originally planned on some others joining us, too.” I can’t handle the thought of him being here with someone else.

“No. It’s just him. Sorry. But you two go on in. Have fun.” She winks, and I look at Callie.

“Ready?” I open the door, and my heart begins beating to the rhythm of the music as the purple lights flash over the dance floor. I look around, trying to spot him, but I don’t see him anywhere. Maybe she was wrong. Maybe he’s not really here. The thought that he might be in one of the private rooms with another woman makes me sick. I feel a tug on my hand and spin around.

“Mr. Shin? Is this the same Mr. Shin that I’m thinking of?”

“Yes. It’s a long story. I’d rather not talk about it.”

“No problem. So, is that why you don’t work at Tien anymore?”

I just turn away and walk toward the tables.

We’re not sitting long before I find him. He’s at a different table this time. My heart races when I see his face. There’s only one glass on the table, and no one else is sitting with him. But that doesn’t mean anything. Maybe she’s just in the restroom. Or maybe she was here earlier but left. I gasp and duck my head as he turns in my direction.

“What is it?”

“Nothing.” I slide further to the right so Callie will be between me and him.

“Is it him?”

She turns around and scans the crowd.

“Callie, stop! Yes, it’s him, and he’s going to see you.”

“Don’t be silly. He has no clue who I am. But you, on the other hand… How well did he know you? I mean, like really well? Like really, really well?”

“Callie, grow up. Yes, he knew me ‘really, really well.’ We fucked. But that’s in the past. We’re both over it now.”

“Sure. I still don’t—oh, there he is!” She sticks her hand out and points at him as if I’m looking for him, too. As if I don’t already know exactly where he is.

I glance around her head and see that he’s staring right at me. I hope under the purple light, he can’t see how red my skin is glowing.

It’s then I realize what I need to do. I scan around the crowd again. There has to be someone. I’m just about to give up when I spot him. Sitting at the end of the bar. Grey suit and black shirt. No tie. He looks like he hasn’t shaved in a week. Perfect.

“Will you be alright here by yourself for a little bit?”

“What?”

“I have to go do something. I don’t know how long it’ll take, but probably not more than…” I look up at the man again. “I’ll be back in twenty minutes.”

“Oh my God, Arianda, you’re just leaving me here? What if someone comes up? I don’t know what to do.”

“What do you want to do?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, first figure out what you want to do. Then if someone comes up, do it. Go out on the dance floor for now. Then just see what happens from there. You’ll be fine.”

“Arianda!”

I’m already walking toward the bar. I don’t dare look to see if he’s watching me, but I hope he is. I need him to see this. I need him to see that I’m over him. I’ve moved on.

When I sit on the stool, the bartender looks and tilts his head.

“Just a club soda, please.” I look to my left and smile. “Hi.”

“Hello.”

His eyes don’t stay long on my face before drifting down the rest of my body. This is going to be perfect.

He turns on the stool to face me. “I don’t think I’ve seen you here before.”

“No. Trust me, you’d remember if you had. I haven’t seen you here before either.”

“What’s the old song? Strangers at night, or something like that?”

“Tell me to follow you into a private room.”

“Excuse me.”

“You are a Dom, right? So start domming then. Tell me to follow you to a private room.”

“Uhh… Are you a Domme?”

“Far from it. Do you really want to waste this time? Don’t you think there’s something better we could be doing?”

“But we just met. Let’s have a couple of drinks first and get to know each other.”

“Jesus Christ.” I stand up. “What do you need to know? Look at me.”

I watch as he looks me over one more time.

“There. Now we know each other. Order me to a private room. Now. We can talk in there if you want.”

“OK, then I, uh… We’re getting a private room. Follow me.”

“Yes, sir. See, that wasn’t so hard, was it?”

He leads us away from the bar, toward the roped-off section in the rear of the club.

“Go left.” I tap on his shoulder. “Left here.”

“What?” He turns around and looks at me, his eyebrows raised.

“Go to the left side of this row of tables.”

“OK, whatever.”

I lower my head as we walk by Jonathan, but from the corner of my eye, I can see him glaring at me. His fist is curled so tightly around his glass that I’m worried he might break it. It would serve him right. I hope he does.

The man working the door to the private rooms looks at us with a question on his face, but I put my hand on my newly found man and rub across his chest while I nibble at his earlobe. It’s enough to get the bouncer to let us in. We walk down the hallway toward room seven this time. I open the door and lead us inside. It’s nearly identical to the room I was in last time. I look from the bed to the cross to the bench. My entire body trembles when I see it. I go to the cabinet and take out a set of handcuffs.

“So, what’s your name, at least?”

“Arianda. Is this your first time here?”

He looks away. “My first time by myself. That obvious?”

“Sorta. Look, we don’t have to do anything if you don’t want to. In fact, I’d rather we didn’t. I just needed to come back here, and I needed you to come with me.”

“Ah, so you’re just using me to get back at someone else?”

“That sounds terrible when I hear it out loud.” I walk up to him and put my hands on his chest. “But I want you to get something out of this, too. I got what I wanted, so now we’ll do anything that you want. Just tell me what you want?”

He looks around the room, his eyes moving from one thing to the next.

“Arianda, what the hell do you think you’re doing?”

I grin and turn toward the now open door. “What do you think I’m doing?” I hold the handcuffs up and let them dangle from one finger.

“I think you’re using this poor man to make me jealous.”

“Why would that make you jealous? We’re not dating. I’m nothing to you, so why would you even care?”

He glares at me, his nostrils flaring. Then he looks away, toward the other man. “I sincerely apologize for the behavior of my… brat. She’s still in training.”

Now, it’s my turn to be furious. “In training?”

He ignores me. “Please, tell William behind the bar that Jonathan Shin is picking up your tab tonight. Then get anything you want for the rest of the evening. Order for the whole damn bar, I don’t care. It’s on me.”

The man murmurs something under his breath and dashes out the door.

“Really, Arianda? Did you think I would fall for that? Do you even know his name?”

“We hadn’t gotten that far yet. And you did fall for it. You’re standing right here. But that’s not what I wanted.”

“Don’t lie to me, little girl.”

“I’m not.” I stamp my foot. “I wanted you to be jealous and to see that I’d moved on. I didn’t expect you to storm in here like some comic book neanderthal, dragging his woman back to his cave. Sexist much?”

“You didn’t expect me to come back here?”

I shake my head.

“Then you’re not going to expect this either.” Before I can move, he reaches behind me and twists my hair around his fist, pulling my head back. “You’ve been bad. Very bad. And you know what happens to bad girls.”

My mouth is flooded with saliva and my heart is thumping louder than the music from outside. “Yes, sir.”

“On the bench, girl.”

“Yes, sir.”

I move to the end of the bench and raise one knee to a side platform. “Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

“What is it?” He’s at my side instantly. His hands probing my calf and then further up my leg. “Is it a cramp?”

“Callie.”

“What?”

“Callie. The girl I came here with. I told her I’d be back in twenty minutes.”

“What I have planned is going to take a lot longer than that.”

“I know. That’s why I can’t. I can’t just leave her out there.”

“How well do you know her? You could always invite her to come back here with us.”

“To watch?”

“That’s not exactly what I had in mind.”
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“Are you sure you’re OK with this? Just tell me, and we’ll leave right now.”

“Girl, Mr. Shin is hot, and you’re gorgeous. Who would ever say no to this?”

I hold her hand as we walk past the bouncer and toward the room where Jonathan is waiting. When I push the door open, he’s standing shirtless, facing us. I want to rip my dress off right there, but I close the door and introduce him to Callie.

“So, I’ve never done anything like this before,” she says.

“This is going to be so much fun.” Jonathan’s face lights up.

I watch as he moves behind her and brushes his mouth against her ear. She tilts her head back and leans into him. And now he’s kissing the side of her neck. He slides his hand down her front and works between her legs, against her pussy. His hand almost seems angry, and she moans.

I can’t take any more. I lift my dress and yank down my panties. Freed, my cock bulges upward, and I wrap my hand around it. I slide my hand up and down its length. My moans are matching Callie’s now, and she looks over at me. The look in her eyes makes my dick tense up, and I move toward her and press my lips against hers. This isn’t a sensual or romantic kiss. I’m letting her know that for tonight she’s mine. She parts her lips and lets me in. Jonathan’s hand is moving against both of us now as I press my body—and my cock—to hers.

“I want to taste your pussy,” I whisper as I kiss her.

She nods.

I lower myself to my knees and pull her panties down her legs. When they’re around her ankles, I look up at her and tug on her hands, pulling her down with me. She falls to her knees, and I set her on her back. I twist around, swing my far leg over her, and inch backward so my cock is dangling over her face. Then I lower my head between her legs. She pulls her feet up and raises herself to give me better access, and soon my tongue is lapping around her hard little clit. I hear her groan, and then I feel her lips on my cock. My body tenses, and I exhale.

Her lips on my cock make my tongue move even faster. Flicking and sucking her clit, and then moving along her beautiful folds. I probe inside her with my tongue, falling into an easy rhythm. But then I gasp when I feel him.

Jonathan spreads my ass and rams his cock inside me. I freeze for a moment—my dick buried in Callie’s mouth while he fills my ass—when I hear Callie whimper, I snap out of it. My body bouncing with each pounding thrust, I move my tongue back to Callie’s nub. Circling it. Sucking it. Tickling my teeth across it. As I do, her tongue and mouth and mirroring mine. Swirling around my cock. Sucking. Pulling it further into her.

The sensations are too much, and I know I’m going to come any second. My breaths are faster now, turning into moans, and then a light flashes through my body, and I scream. I feel my cock pulsing in Callie’s mouth just as Jonathan’s spurts inside me. All three of us moaning and grunting and screaming. Sounds filling the space of the room the way we’re filling each other.

Unable to move, I drop onto Callie, and Jonathan’s dick slides out of me. I roll to the side and take his outstretched hand, pulling him onto the floor. He wedges himself between us, and I take his mouth with mine while Callie slides up and wraps her arm around him.

When I pull away, I smile at him, then reach around and take one of Callie’s breasts in my hand. I don’t play with it. I just cup it.

“So, what did you think?”

“That was so incredible! I felt like I was going to choke at one point. I never expected a girl to have such a big cock.” She giggles.

“The better to fuck you with, my dear. Maybe we should move this to the bed?”













Chapter Eight









I walk into his office, my hips swaying with every step, and my heels clicking their rhythm against the tile floor. When he looks up at me, I move my tongue along my red lower lip and taste the lipstick. Devil’s Delight. When I saw the name, I knew I had to have it.

“You wanted to see me… Jonathan.”

His eyes narrow and his jaw tightens as I use his first name instead of calling him sir or Mr. Shin.

“What happened to the report I asked for?”

“It should be in your inbox. I sent it this morning. Maybe I should schedule an optometrist appointment for you?”

“This?” He turns the computer monitor around so I can see it.

“That’s it. I don’t see what the problem is.”

“The problem is you sent me some erotic novel instead of the report on display resolutions.”

“So boring. Who wants to read about that? But this isn’t a novel. It’s the highlights I made from several novels. A list of things I want us to try.”

I watch as his eyes go back to the computer monitor and he scrolls through the list, sometimes nodding as he does.

“Some of these require another person.”

“That’s why we have Callie, my love. I already checked. She’s free this weekend.”

“And I see you have my calendar cleared starting Friday at five.”

“As you always say, I’m the best assistant you’ve ever had.” I close my eyes and gloat.

“I don’t believe I’ve ever said that.”

“Well, actions speak louder than words.”

“Speaking of which, the report?”

“I’ll send it as soon as we’re finished here.”

“Who said we’re not finished?”

I walk to his desk and bend over it. My eyes meet his, and I just stare.

“You have been a bad girl.”

“I certainly have.”

“I think two quick paddles should teach you your lesson.”

He pulls my paddle from his lower drawer and walks around the desk.

“I’m not so sure. I’m a slow learner.”

“Indeed, Miss Engineering School Valedictorian.”

“You know I like my other title so much better.”

“Mmm, me too.” He bends over and nibbles on my earlobe. “Mrs. Shin.”

Right after my graduation, we flew to Las Vegas. It was supposed to be a weeklong celebration of my degree, but it turned into more.

It was our third night, and I was wearing a short black sequined dress. He had on a black suit with a blood red tie. The server had just brought us our drinks—straight whiskey for him and a vodka soda for me—when Jonathan dropped to his knee beside the table. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a black case and popped the lid. The sparkle hit me right away, and I gasped. A platinum ring with a ruby in the center and diamonds on either side. The stones were bigger than any I had ever seen before in real life.

“What is this?”

He chuckled. “I thought it would be obvious. Especially for the smartest woman I’ve ever met. I love you, Arianda, and I can’t imagine ever being without you.”

I looked into his eyes, but the gathering tears and the dark room made it impossible to see him clearly.

“I want you to be my wife. Will you marry me?”

I couldn’t speak, so I just stuck out my left hand. It was shaking so badly that he had to hold it with one hand while he used the other to slip the ring on my finger.

“Is this a yes?”

I nodded my head, unsure if I could even breathe.

“No jokes? No sarcastic comments?”

I shook my head no and pulled him toward me to kiss him. I knew then what it was like to be electrocuted. Everything in my body shut down. My heart. My lungs. My brain. With his lips against mine, I died. How could there be anything after that? It had to be the end of everything.

“I love you so fucking much.” I whispered against his lips.

“Never as much as I love you,” he answered.

The loud thwack across my ass makes me jump and brings me back to the present.

“Are you alright? It’s not like you to jump like that.”

“One” is the only answer I give him.

“Good girl.”

When he finishes, he leans the paddle against the desk and pulls me into him, his hands on my belly.

“I’m thinking about the fourth paragraph on page two. That one sounds very interesting.”

I smile and wriggle my ass against his hard cock. “That’s my favorite, too. Maybe we don’t have to wait until Friday to try that one. Maybe tonight.”

“I think tonight would be great.”

He kisses the side of my neck, and I get goosebumps.

“I have one more idea for you.” I take his hand and pull it up to my chest. Through my dress, he starts stroking my nipple, and I moan.

“How would you feel if I had something a little more substantial there for you to play with?”

“Are you serious?”

“I am. I want implants, and I’ve already made an appointment for the consultation.”

“Of course you have.” He chuckles. “I’m think I’m the luckiest man on the planet to have you as my wife.”

“I know you are.”
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"Trust me, you'll love this," she says.



 


My heart races when she hands me a pair of black stockings. I stare at her, but she just nods. I sit and slowly pull them up my legs. I’ve never felt anything like this before. Never imagined anything could feel this good. But I stop. I shouldn’t do this. I shouldn’t like this. I’m a man.



 


Then her hands find mine — she kisses me — and I forget all my doubts. My fears are gone. “That’s my girl,” she says.



 


No one has ever called me that, but I nod my head. I am her girl.
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