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*** 
 
   I woke up from a nap to find myself drenched in sweat. Roland had given me a room of my own, despite our romantic entanglements. He claimed it was more professional, and I didn't doubt him. There were some things about him that I still didn't understand at all, even though it had been several months since I moved in.
 
   We actually did spend many nights together, but even if we did, I would wake up alone. Roland would be just as likely to disappear in the middle of the night as he would before I awoke in the morning. Normally he was just in the main room of the estate, but sometimes I actually had to go look for him. He was always excited to see me though, usually greeting me with a hug and tender kiss unless he was on the phone. I was always happy to find him in the morning.
 
   Roland had hired a number of domestic workers, the cast rotating on an almost daily basis. There were both male and female servants, and although I was somewhat uncomfortable with the idea at first, I learned to be okay with it. This was a life of luxury, one that I had known nothing about in my previous life. And luxury could be strange sometimes.
 
   I called my mom a few weeks after I moved in, not really sure what to tell her. "I moved in with a guy," I had said.
 
   "Oh, are you getting married or something, Marisa?" She had been asking me that question for years and still I had nothing to offer in terms of an answer. "What about the job at the paper?"
 
   "I quit. This is kind of a business thing...but also kind of a relationship," I had said. The conversation with her really made me realize that I hadn't set any goals for my time with Roland, even if I didn't need any. My life had been going from one goal to the next until my burnout after I started the interview. I was still keeping notes in a journal—that was the only secret I kept from Roland.
 
   "Will you go back to your old job, Marisa? You were so good." My mother's voice had sounded so weak on the phone, so full of defeat.
 
   "Maybe, mom. I don't have these answers right now. I'm totally okay though. Things are better than ever."
 
   Were they really? Actually, they were. At the very least, I hadn't been working so hard. Roland's spell hadn't worn off at all either. He took me all over the house, anywhere we wanted to. With the most subtle touch of his fingers, he'd have me purring like a kitten, the moisture pooling between my thighs. We still spent a lot of time in his dungeon as well. Roland pushed my limits again and again, taking me to places that delighted and intrigued me.
 
   I had met a number of business associates by the time a few months had passed. Despite Roland's desire to be retired, his hands still remained involved in a number of vague projects that he promised he'd one day explain to me. There was one guy in particular—his name was Frederic and he was from France—that I had grown particularly fond of. His accent was incredibly cute, and he was gorgeous. Of all the business associates I had met, he definitely was my favorite by a long shot.
 
   So I was satisfied—I guess I could say that at the very least. Things started to change, however. I won't say that things got bad, just different. I awoke one morning to Roland standing next to my bed, his arms supporting a tray that contained our breakfast.
 
   "Good morning, Marisa. Looking lovely as always, I see." As usual, his lovely, red silk robe adorned him.
 
   "Geez, Roland. I literally just woke up and you're trying to tell me I look great?" I pulled my hair out of my eyes and got a good whiff of the air—coffee, eggs, and bacon. "What, no pancakes today?"
 
   "Sometimes the nose can't be trusted," Roland said. He lifted up a stainless steel cover to reveal a plate of pancakes. I giggled like a schoolgirl upon my discovery. Things could be so strange in the mansion.
 
   "Thanks, Roland," I said. I dragged my body across the sea of blankets until I reached where he was. He leaned forward and met my lips with a kiss that was brief, yet meaningful.
 
   "I thought I'd eat with you this morning," he said.
 
   It was actually very odd for him to be up here with me, but I appreciated it—and so I said nothing. We sat and ate together, sipping coffee and gobbling our respective plates of food. There was some pleasant small talk. Nothing too serious, however. I had just woken up, but who knew how long he had been up. I wasn't ready for anything serious, that was for sure. We finished, and by the time I realized what was going on, his curious fingers were already opening my robe and cupping my breasts.
 
   "Oh, Roland," I moaned as he fingered that sensitive flesh. By the time my breasts settled against my chest after he let them go, his fingers were already exploring the soft fur on my mound.
 
   He pushed me forward onto the bed, his hardness pressing into my thigh as his weight settled on me. His fingers gently stroked my clit, warming me up so he could do whatever he wished with me. My body immediately gave in to his advances—my panties would have been soaked if I had actually been wearing any.
 
   "Ah, Marisa, I've been thinking about you all morning. This beautiful, sweet body of yours." His lips found my nipples and began to suck as his fingers parted my moist folds. He was pressing up against my g-spot, his fingers grazing the smooth walls of my pussy as he went. I was already soaking wet and it was obvious that he wouldn't be able to resist much longer.
 
   Our robes covering our bodies like blankets, he positioned himself between my legs and eased his erection along my slit, teasing me as he brushed against my throbbing clit. Then, he parted me fully with his cock and was rocking his hips as soon as he entered me.
 
   "Oh god, Roland," I pleaded. He felt so big inside of me, my muscles hugging him tightly, fitting around this man I'd grown so fond of like a glove. His arms held my body against the bed as he fucked me, our feet occasionally bumping into the breakfast tray and causing a metal clanking sound. I had grown to love his cock so much, the way he lustfully pounded into me and still managed to hit all of the right spots.
 
   The fingers of his left hand clenched the soft flesh of my buttocks while his right hand intensely caressed my breasts. His expression grew more and more serious, his body following the animalistic urges I could see in his eyes. Roland was totally overtaking me, controlling my body with his pure sexual energy. The second his fingers made contact with my clit again, I lost it.
 
   "Yes!" I cried out, my fingernails digging into his back. I came hard, my chest heaving, my toes curled against the cold metal of the tray that still had somehow managed to remain on the bed. Roland's hips slapped his body against mine again and again, a low growl starting to form in his throat.
 
   He let out a moan that melted me from top to bottom, bringing my orgasm to a second peak. I felt that unmistakable feeling as his release shot into me, that first spurt always filling me with delight. My walls continued to clench around him, milking him, extracting every last drop. Had I not been coming as well, I probably would have been in pain from how hard he was holding me down.
 
   His orgasm seemed to continue for an abnormally long time. Maybe he just didn't want to stop thrusting—or maybe something else was on his mind. Sweat had stained his brow. Suddenly there was a loud crash downstairs that was followed by some shouting. The hairs on my body stood on end. "What was that?" I asked, my interest piqued. 
 
   Roland promptly rose to his feet and swung the giant suite door closed. He responded like it was a basic human reflex.
 
   "I wanted to tell you," Roland said, "but I just couldn't bring myself to do it. It's my uncle. He suffers from dementia and they brought him here from the hospital for the morning. Sometimes he gets a bit...riled up."
 
   "Roland!" I said. "Why didn't you tell me?" There was another loud thud and a muffled bang that made me even more uncomfortable. I bit my tongue so hard that I tasted blood. Was that a gunshot? "That didn't sound normal at all!"
 
   "The staff is down there with him. I was down there earlier—before you woke, actually—but he tends to get out of control when I leave him."
 
   "Then why didn't you stay down there with him?" I asked. It felt like I was just asking the obvious. All of this seemed somewhat strange to me, but aside from his larger, unintended crimes against humanity, Roland seemed to be all right. This uncle business was yet another secret he carried with him.
 
   "I can't stay with the poor man forever. Happens every time. They have to sedate him sometimes. It's a pity. We used to be so close and now he's just...vacant," he said. His face looked so grave, his eyes sullen, his expression so empty. I swore he might start crying.
 
   "I'm sorry," I said. I hugged him from the side and kissed his rough cheek. "Mental illness is hard to deal with."
 
   "All the money in the world can't fix my dear old uncle," Roland said.
 
   Although I was still finding the situation a little weird—it had sounded kind of like a gunshot after all—Roland's performance seemed to alleviate my suspicions. We sat there in silence for a short while, until Roland finally rose to his feet. He slowly opened the door and listened.
 
   "It sounds like they've departed," he said. "I must be on my way then."
 
   "All right," I said. "We'll be having dinner together, right?"
 
   "Of course," he said. Roland seemed happier—too happier actually. His figure disappeared into the hall and the door closed behind him.
 
   I thought about what he had said, about his uncle and all of that. Yes, he still had secrets, but I was surprised this was the first time I was finding out about this. Wouldn't he have mentioned it if his uncle was going to be here? I put my robe back into place and walked out into the hall, hoping that I'd hear some sound that would validate his story—but there was nothing. Just silence.
 
   Really, it was easy for me to get lost in the mansion, lost in the idea of being sustained by Roland's genius and financial superiority. Although my goal was relaxation—and I'd certainly had plenty of it—I wished that I had a purpose in going somewhere else. 
 
   Roland would arrange for a driver to take me anywhere I wanted and he had a private jet to fly me any place on the planet that I cared to go. There was no inspiration, however. I felt dull and lifeless sometimes, and maybe that's why I thought I heard gunshots instead of a physical altercation with a man suffering from dementia. Maybe I was trying to invent excitement—and should just watch a movie instead of assuming Roland to be a murderer.
 
   Dinner that night was quiet, our only guests the people that were serving us. I had taken a bath in the afternoon, spending half the day in that beautiful jacuzzi tub, allowing my mind to wander aimlessly. I was giddy and curious, but still restrained.
 
   "Something seems to be on your mind, Melissa," Roland said. "I can see those gears cranking."
 
   "It's nothing," I blurted out, immediately regretting how obvious I had just made it that I was hiding something.
 
   "Hmm?" He eyed me cautiously.
 
   "I've just been a little bored," I admitted. "You're always busy. I used to keep my time occupied with my job. Obviously I'm not doing that here. I didn't ever know it would be a problem because I've been working like a maniac for years."
 
   Roland laughed. "You're getting ahead of me, my pet."
 
   "What?"
 
   "I would like you to be involved in one of my businesses."
 
   "Really?" I said. "I mean, you've got an opening or whatever?" Here I was, living the life of luxury yet excited about a job.
 
   A smile broke out across his face. "Yes, there is an opening, my pet. It's at one of my offices. Would you like to manage it?"
 
   "Manage an office?" I asked. "For what?" My heart pounded with excitement. Once again, he was reading my mind.
 
   "It's just a subsidiary of StarChem," he said. "Strictly distribution. You wouldn't need to get into the details, just ensure that the office is running smoothly. You would be in charge. The current office manager quit just the other day."
 
   "Wow, really?" I asked. "I hope you paid them good, Roland!"
 
   "Of course I did!" he said. "It was something...family related, I reckon."
 
   Even though Roland had primarily dominated our relationship, the thought of being a manager of something seemed to really appeal to me for some reason. I loved the idea of having power. This whole decision had been based on fantasy, right? I was indulging in things that I normally didn't have time for, the things that I basically didn't understand. Roland had changed many things for me and this fit perfectly, another piece in our puzzle. The picture was getting clearer for me.
 
   "I think I want to, Roland!" I said.
 
   "You mean that, pet? You will have responsibilities. It won't be easy."
 
   "I can do it," I said, suddenly feeling small and wanting to defend myself. "I will do a great job, I promise."
 
   "Okay," Roland said. He took a long sip of his wine. "You can make your own hours—and you must wear your collar when you are there. You are mine and everyone will know it."
 
   I wasn't sure what to say at first. I normally only wore my diamond-studded collar when we were in the dungeon. "Who will see me?" I asked.
 
   "Only my people. This is non-negotiable."
 
   The collar still seemed silly to me, but it obviously meant a lot to Roland. If I really wanted to do this, I shouldn't let something like the requirement to wear a diamond-studded slave collar hold me back."I will do it," I said.
 
   "Shall we start tomorrow? I'll be there briefly for your first day and then I'll leave you on your own after that. Frederic will train you in your duties. He is your immediate superior."
 
   Yes, Frederic. How could I forget?
 
   I smiled. "Okay."
 
   "I'll arrange a car for you at ten in the morning," Roland said.
 
   "Thanks!" I said, unable to contain my excitement.
 
   We went our separate ways that night, he to his work area and me to my room. I had my own gym upstairs to use, so I ran on the treadmill and took a shower before heading off to bed. I scribbled some of my suspicions and ideas into my journal, just cataloging all of my thoughts. Honestly, I didn't even fully believe a lot of what I was writing. Still, I wanted a record of it, even though I'd probably be punished for such a thing. I kept the journal between the mattress and the bed frame, hoping that it wouldn't be discovered.
 
   It was hard to sleep at first. Tomorrow was my first day at a new job, but it was one that I probably couldn't even be fired from. And it wasn't really even going to pay me since Roland took care of finances like he had promised. Still, I was giddy and excited, unsure of what the future held—and that made it difficult to slow down my paranoid brain. I finally fell asleep after two and woke at nine, groggy and not amused.
 
   The shower was lovely, and the coffee was even better. I was dressed to impress, clad in my best business casual, my very expensive collar gleaming proudly from my neck. I had no idea what to expect.
 
   Outside was a limo, arriving right at ten. I half expected to find Roland inside, but it was empty. It was weird to travel in that huge luxury vehicle by myself. There was a full bar and I had to resist drinking, since that had sort of become my norm when Roland and I went out. The ride was about twenty minutes and took me to a part of town I didn't recognize.
 
   There was a mechanical sound and the window separating my compartment from the driver's lowered. "Here we are, miss."
 
   "Thanks," I said. I stepped out and noticed a pretty typical looking office building. There was no big sign or anything, just Vignette Distribution in the top right corner. Discreet. I watched the limo drive away and suddenly felt really anxious. The doorway waited to swallow me, ready for me to walk inside and fulfill my destiny. Eh, who was I kidding anyway? This was probably just going to be dumb and uninteresting.
 
   I pulled open the door to find a front desk. There were no chairs or magazines scattered around. Apparently, they didn't anticipate many visitors, if any. "Hi," I said to a very attractive brunette frantically typing away at a keyboard. I kind of felt intimidated. 
 
   "Oh, hello," she said. "Roland told us that you'd be coming by. You must be his new girl."
 
   "What do you mean?" I said. The way she had said girl really rubbed me the wrong way. Was I just another conquest or something for him?
 
   "The new office manager," she said, still acting like she was hiding something. "He said there would be someone new. We don't ask a lot of questions."
 
   "Oh, okay," I said. "What do I do now?"
 
   "You've got to wait for Frederic or Roland to stop by," I guess. "That's your office over there." She pointed down the hall to the big suite that was surrounded by windows and closed blinds. "I'm Andrea, by the way."
 
   "Marisa," I said. We shook hands mechanically, fulfilling the obligations of etiquette.
 
   I walked by a number of people as I went, employees that seemed fully absorbed in their tasks. Printers printed and phones rang, sounds typical of an office. I stepped inside to my new home and the first thing I noticed was the clean slate. My desk was empty aside from a fancy laptop, my shelves bare and undecorated. I was going to make this place a little more inviting if I stuck with this.
 
   My desk chair was very comfortable, a high-back leather one that probably cost a fortune. In fact, it was one of most comfortable chairs I had ever sat on in my life. I sat there for a while, just thinking, waiting for somebody to show up and tell me what the hell I was supposed to do. There were no missed calls or texts on my cell phone. Had Roland forgotten my first day already?
 
   About fifteen minutes after I arrived, I heard a knock on my door. I quickly turned, realizing that I couldn't even pretend that I was working because there was nothing to do. My light was still off too. It was Frederic.
 
   "Ahh, Marisa," he said, his accent so sweet and smooth. He approached me and leaned down to kiss my hand.
 
   "Hi, Frederic," I said. "Where is Roland?"
 
   "He's a little unreliable sometimes, I hate to say," Frederic said. He frowned.
 
   I felt a slight tinge of sadness. Had he really just forgotten about my first day? "He didn't forget, did he?"
 
   "No, no. But other obligations required his attention."
 
   "Oh, okay," I said. "What am I supposed to do here?"
 
   "Marisa, have you ever been a manager?" He eyed my collar. "Roland will be happy that you're wearing—"
 
   "No," I confessed, abruptly answering his question and preventing him from saying anything further about my excessively lavish piece of jewelry. It was entirely unlike me to wear such a thing, especially in a public place.
 
   "It doesn't matter. When you're here, you just need to verify that everything is done at the end of the day. Check the shipping manifests and make sure all of the numbers are correct, okay?"
 
   I didn't know what he meant at that point, but still I nodded yes. "Okay."
 
   "I'll show you around the office then."
 
   Frederic introduced me to everyone there. The gender line was drawn seemingly right down the middle. There were maybe ten people total, five men and five women, six when I was in the building. I guess it was even again when Frederic was there.
 
   He showed me where everything was, giving me a list of responsibilities to complete each day. ”As long as all of this gets done," he said, "business goes on as usual. We ship all around the world, Marisa—and you'll help to make sure that happens every day."
 
   Once again, I was intimidated. Still, I did my best to stay confident and composed. "All right, Frederic," I said. "Will you check up on me during my first days here?"
 
   "Of course, my dear," he said. "I wouldn't leave you totally alone with this sort of responsibility until you were ready."
 
   "Who worked here before me?" I asked, curiosity getting the best of me. "Has Roland brought girls here before or something?"
 
   Frederic looked like I had caught him off guard, his fingers fiddling with his perfectly styled light brown hair. "The last manager was a man, but there have been women before."
 
   "Why did the last guy leave then?" I asked.
 
   "I can't tell you much, but he just didn't see eye-to-eye with Roland. That happens sometimes. It was dealt with accordingly."
 
   God, as suave as Frederic was, he was kind of like Roland as well. He was methodical, carrying out conversations like he had spent all night impeccably planning them. Maybe that's why he was so close to Roland. Dealt with accordingly, huh? That sounded pretty serious to me.
 
   "Oh," I said, shrugging my shoulders. Once again, I wasn't going to assume. Roland had captured my trust, so why would I think that firing an employee was a big deal? He was a businessperson, someone that dealt in billions, when the most I ever knew prior to meeting him was tens of thousands.
 
   They were apparently shipping barrels of chemicals, some of them to automotive plants and others to farms and food production centers. I was just verifying that the number of barrels was the same and whatnot, and initialing a sheet. I would check pallets once a week, spot-checking to ensure that the number of barrels on the manifest list matched the physical number.
 
   Honestly, the whole thing seemed somewhat remedial, really. Someone—well, the owner had—decreed my superiority over everyone else in the office, even though they knew what was going on ten times more than I did. Responsibility and accountability still seemed appealing after my several months of relaxing. We would just have to see what happened.
 
   I'll confess, I really liked Frederic, maybe to the point of having a little crush on him. He treated me really well just as Roland did. I appreciated that he stuck with me that whole first day, ensuring that I understood each step of the process.
 
   "You're just the manager though," he said. "You're verifying that everything actually got done. It still gets done even if you don't do your job. But without your job, we might have bigger problems later."
 
   "Yes, I get it," I said to him with growing exhaustion. He had reiterated the same few concepts over and over again the whole day. By that point, I did actually get it.
 
   "You don't want to take me seriously?" he said, instantly becoming stone-faced and unwaveringly humorless. I coughed quietly, my throat feeling much drier than it had the moment before.
 
   "Frederic, I was just kidding," I said. "Relax."
 
   "It's not a joking matter," he continued, his eyes still just as burning as before. I felt really uncomfortable and wished that I could just disappear.
 
   "Frederic, I—"
 
   A huge smile broke out across his face. "I got you! You were really freaking out!"
 
   "Shut up!" I said. I playfully punched his shoulder as I blushed.
 
   "Wow, you're tough," he said. "That must be why Roland likes you."
 
   "Oh, Frederic," I said. He leaned forward and kissed my flushed red cheek and I returned the favor by messing up the collar of his dress shirt. My gesture was immediately corrected.
 
   My chemistry with Frederic was sort of bizarre, but at the very least, I just couldn't deny it. Maybe it was forced, something that was encouraged by Roland. Perhaps he wanted me to have a good working relationship with Frederic and that this would be a good way to accomplish that.
 
   "I won't be here every day," he said to me as he left. "But you did fine. Everything will be under control."
 
   I felt emboldened by his words, even though my position required very little real ability in my opinion. We said our goodbyes and right at three o'clock on the dot, there was a car waiting for me. I left before the rest of the employees, even though they had arrived earlier than me. I was Roland's privileged pet, after all, even if it did make me feel a little ashamed when I openly took advantage of it.
 
   I swung open the door of the limo and climbed in, surprised that Roland was in there waiting for me. "Oh, Roland," I said, startled at first.
 
   "My dear pet, how was your first day?" His dress shirt was unbuttoned, showing the very top of his chest hair. He hugged me tightly, sending his musky smell into my nostrils. It was always pleasant to take it in after being without him for a while.
 
   "It was fine," I said. "What did Frederic say about me?"
 
   "He said you were just exquisite in the role, a real team player."
 
   "Shut up," I said. "You're such a liar."
 
   "Do you want to see the text he sent me?"
 
   "Show me," I said.
 
   Roland pressed a few buttons and then handed me his fancy, gigantic cell phone. I looked at the screen.
 
   She's doing great. A good new member of the team, I can tell already.
 
   "Roland!" I whined. "It doesn't say what you said at all." I accidentally pressed a button that brought up a previous text from a name I didn't catch.
 
   He's been dealt with. Where do we hide it?
 
   Roland's hand was already fast approaching mine, and somehow, in a gesture of sheer luck, I hit the home button and the mysterious text left the screen. I fought it, but I realized I failed and that my face immediately reflected my utter confusion and mild distrust.
 
   "Aw, what's the matter, pet?" Roland asked.
 
   I readjusted my dress shirt, pulling it down nervously. "No, no, I'm fine," I said, praying that he wouldn't dig any deeper. "It was just a long day compared to what I'm used to, that's all." Great going, Marisa.
 
   "I think I know what would make you feel better," he said, immediately scooting closer to me on the leather seat. His hands crept across my clothed flesh, his warmth almost as if there was no cloth barrier at all between us.
 
   Goddamnit. I wanted time to think about my discovery, but my body was already giving into him, fully submitting. I could feel my nipples hardening, the wetness between my thighs that always started as a drop and became a flood. My arousal was clouding my mind, preventing me from any serious examination of those words. 
 
   He's been dealt with. Where do we hide it? Was it about a body? A chemical or something? A missing contract or a car? Everything kept getting spookier, yet here I was about to have sex with the guy that arranged it all.
 
   "Oh, Roland," I protested, my words both suggesting that we stop immediately and proceed at the fastest rate possible. He eased a finger down my skirt until it parted my moist folds, my body curling against him like a cuddling cat.
 
   "I missed you today, my pet," he said, his lips planting tiny kisses on the nape of my neck. I shivered and gripped his arm tightly. His fingers moved quicker now, his thumb lightly pressing against my clit.
 
   "I missed you too, Roland," I admitted. We had taken yet another dark turn—I knew my theories were still entirely unfounded and possibly wrong on my part—yet I was giving into his charms as usual. Business as usual in more ways than one. I was aching so badly, not just for touch, but for him to be inside of me, to take me like only he could.
 
   The ride seemed to be taking longer than usual, but I didn't really mind. Roland, unable to resist anymore, pulled down my skirt, taking my panties with it in one perfectly orchestrated gesture that left both items of clothing bunched around my ankles. He was quick and precise when he wanted something. I could already see the hardness pulsing between his legs, his intent explicit, almost more so than his always-intense facial expression.
 
   He took my clit between his lips, stroking it with his tongue, nibbling on it with an almost tender malice. I purred for him, totally overtaken by my body's need. I closed my eyes and dug my hands into the couch. He knew exactly how to touch me, exactly how to bring me what I needed.
 
   I felt his weight shift and then he penetrated me, overtaking me with his element of surprise. I hadn't even felt him pull down his pants, yet here he was, already ready to go. "Oh god," I moaned, a fully willing victim of his carnal urges. My walls hugged him tightly, the muscles stretching until they were perfectly sized for him. He was pumping already with such intensity, such fury—and we had only just started.
 
   I writhed against that seat, twisting in sweet torture as he gave me everything he had. It was as if he was purging himself of something, removing some weight that had burdened him. I was burning, buzzing, my blood literally boiling as the car infrequently turned and shifted our weights about. We were still half dressed, my hands pulling at the now-wrinkled material of his shirt. Our juices dripped freely down my legs and onto the seat.
 
   My eyes opened momentarily, long enough to catch a glimpse of his face. His expression was of a man that was totally lost in his actions, merely doing the bidding of his body. He produced low, guttural sounds as he pumped into me with an animalistic aggression that I don't think I'd ever felt before. And as much as I wanted to analyze his behavior, I felt an orgasm right over the horizon, so close I could taste it.
 
   Roland's hands shot straight to my ass and clenched that flesh, pushing his cock into depths of me that weren't accessible without some extra effort. I cried out loudly, his stiffness slamming into my womb. Then I was right there, the climax coming over me like a storm.
 
   "Roland!" I screamed, the world suddenly becoming blurry. I moaned until I couldn't anymore, gripped until my hands were tired. He followed the delicate instructions of my body and then began coming himself, unable to hold his release back any longer. As always, his pleasure would excite me even more.
 
   I cherished every contraction of his cock, every flutter of our muscles together as he released spurt after spurt into me. I rocked back and forth, accepting all that he would give me until we both were spent, the very sexy portion of our car ride slowly coming to an end. He clutched me in his arms and kissed me, my taste still on his lips.
 
   "There, is that better, pet?" he asked.
 
   "Yes," I said. I had almost entirely forgotten about my discovery on the cell phone in the midst of our encounter in order to relax enough. Maybe that's exactly what he wanted...or maybe I was just paranoid. I had learned to trust this man, learned to open up fully to him. Surely there was some sort of explanation for what I had read.
 
   We righted our clothes and then chatted about small things until we arrived back at his mansion, the extended trip apparently just to enable our shenanigans. There were two cars in the driveway—one belonged to a domestic worker and the other I had seen driven by one of Roland's business associates. He seemed to look startled upon noticing the car.
 
   "Hmm, Martin must have forgotten something," he remarked to himself. Martin, huh? I didn't know a Martin. Perhaps I'd seen him coming and going, but I simply didn't remember him. Was his visit an indicator of good news or bad news? I guess I'd just have to wait and see.
 
   We stepped out of the limo and Roland nodded at the driver. He briskly approached the front door and stepped inside, keeping as far ahead of me as possible.
 
   "Roland, we've got a problem! They found out!" I heard from inside. Martin had an accent—but it wasn't like Frederic's. It was distinctive, however. I would definitely remember it.
 
   "I told you to never come to my house!" Roland snarled. I stepped into the doorway a few moments after he did. I wasn't sure if he realized I'd heard Martin. "Step with me into my office," Roland said, looking back to see if I'd come inside yet. "Pet, just a minor business hiccup. I'll see you shortly." The men disappeared into the office down the hall and the door slammed shut before I could even see this Martin.
 
   Oh god, I wanted to sneak up, to play detective and listen through the door. Would I be able to hear anything? Also though, this seemed pretty serious—and not worth getting involved in. Plus, the domestic worker would have seen me if I was standing at the door listening. Were they in on this too? I stood there for a moment, frozen, unable to make a decision. I could hear muffled shouts from the room, but nothing coherent
 
   The door swung open again and Roland's head popped out. "What are you waiting for, Marisa? Someone to carry you upstairs? Do I need to install an elevator?" His tone was snide and biting, so much that it literally hurt to hear. He apparently was going to stand there until I left the room.
 
   "Sorry," I said, worried that I'd start crying. Who was this man that was talking to me like this? I had worked so hard to earn this man's respect and now he was chewing me apart.
 
   Everything had suddenly gone from the Bachelor to Law & Order just like that. I felt like I was being implicated in a crime or something, even though I still knew nothing. I charged upstairs, ashamed, and collapsed on my bed. Not knowing made things even harder.
 
   I was a reporter before, right? No, I was still a reporter. I was just on hiatus. I needed to know, needed to try and assemble the pieces of this puzzle. I had to start tonight, to ask Roland for the truth when I could. Maybe he had kept something from me.
 
   One way or another, I had to find out—and tonight I would begin my search.
 
    
 
   TO BE CONTINUED...
 
    
 
   ###
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

 
   

The next part of Learning to Trust (Interviewing the Billionaire) is available now! Thanks for reading! 
 
    
 
    
 
   A Word from the Author:
 
    
 
   If you’re here reading this, I just wanted to take a moment to thank you so much for purchasing and reading my work. Leave a review if you feel so inclined; it will help others discover whether or not my stories are for them and help me to learn and grow as an author. These stories are enjoyable for me to write, and if you get something out of them—no matter how large or small that something may be—I’ve done my job. See, erotica is definitely a creative art, and sometimes that creative spark is lost in routine, boring creations. I set out to make erotica that people could feel in a variety of ways, and I’m always glad to learn that people are truly experiencing/sharing my vision. If you have any requests or comments, don’t hesitate to email me at the address on the contact page. 
 
   Once again, thank you for supporting me, and a special thanks for supporting independent writers and publishers in general.
 
    
 
   -B.B. Roman
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   About B.B. Roman:
 
    
 
   B.B. Roman is devoted to sexuality that is felt with both mind and body, writing to appeal to the full sexual imagination—both inside and outside of the traditional realm and limits of erotica. There's no holding back in Roman's worlds; the stories are allowed to flourish in any way they so choose. It's an always-changing world of emotional highs and lows, pleasure and pain, certainty and uncertainty.
 
   Roman writes from a remote cabin, allowing that feeling of seclusion to feed into the stories. When not writing, Roman enjoys composing music for films and attempting to make the best cup of coffee possible at home, using a variety of contraptions and methods—and very dark, chocolatey beans. Oh, and also chasing around two very curious Weimaraners that never seem to tire out!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Discover other titles by B.B. Roman at Amazon.com:
 
    
 
   Erotic Romance:
 
   Learning to Trust (Interviewing the Billionaire)
 
   Learning to Trust (Interviewing the Billionaire) Part 2: Full Submission
 
   Learning to Trust (Interviewing the Billionaire) Part 3: The Offer
 
   Learning to Trust (Interviewing the Billionaire) Part 4: New Life
 
   Learning to Trust (Interviewing the Billionaire) Part 5: Sweet Temptation
 
   Learning to Trust (Interviewing the Billionaire) Part 6: Paradigm Shift
 
   Learning to Trust (Interviewing the Billionaire) Part 7: Changing Places
 
   Babysitter is Better
 
   Hawaiian Delights
 
   These Sinful Walls: A Church Saga – Book 1
 
   These Sinful Walls: A Church Saga – Book 2
 
   Rescue Romance: Holdup
 
   Rescue Romance: Roadside Assistance
 
   Rescue Romance: Fire Hazard
 
    
 
   Gay Romance/Erotica:
 
   Academic Affairs
 
   Private Showing
 
   The Low Rumble
 
   Steamy Summer
 
    
 
   Supernatural/Fantasy:
 
   Kept and Bred (Fucked by the Wolves Part 1)
 
   Taken and Forced (Fucked by the Wolves Part 2)
 
   Used by the Pack (Fucked by the Wolves Part 3)
 
   Dirty Demon
 
   Dirtier Demon
 
   He Came In Her (Sci-Fi)
 
   Orgy Ad Infinitum
 
   I Awoke a Vagina
 
    
 
   Taboo:
 
   Daddy Bred Me
 
   Daddy Loves Curves
 
   Daddy's Cabin
 
   Daddy and His Friends
 
   Daddy and My Friends
 
    
 
    
 
   BDSM:
 
   Pain and Promotion
 
   Principal Sins
 
   Whipped Into Shape
 
    
 
   General Erotica:
 
   My College Experiments
 
   My College Experiments 2: Anal Evening
 
   My College Experiments 3: BDSM Bliss
 
   Watching the Cop Fuck My Girl (Cuckolding)
 
   Sex Buffet (All You Can Fuck)
 
   Train Me, Fuck Me
 
    
 
   Bundles (Three Stories in Each):
 
   Gay Romance Bundle
 
   BDSM Bundle
 
   Sexy Daddy Bundle
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Connect with B.B. Roman/Bizotica Online: 
 
    
 
   http://bizotica.com
 
   https://twitter.com/#!/bizotica 
 
   https://www.amazon.com/author/bbroman
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Email:
 
   bizotica@gmail.com
 
    
 
   Newsletter:
 
   http://eepurl.com/qo51T
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   If you liked this story, you might also like:
 
   Hawaiian Delights
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   Marcy's husband Leon brings her to Hawaii on a corporate business trip, leaving her in their room all day and night to fend for herself while he tends to anything and everything related to his new promotion. Marcy is lonely and frustrated, so when she meets the hot, single guy in the beach house next to hers, she's smitten. Ted pays attention to her--totally unlike her husband--and she finds herself nearly powerless to resist his charms, no matter how hard she fights.
 
   Will Marcy be able to regain control of herself after tasting such sweet temptation? Or will Leon have to step in and intervene--in the hottest way possible?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Or:
 
   Babysitter is Better
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   Julia has been babysitting for Mike and Jessie since before she started college, and by now, they feel like friends. When she accidentally overhears their fun in the bedroom one night, her perception of the couple changes forever. Julia's not convinced it really was an accident and believes she's being seduced—but perhaps that's exactly what she wants.
 
   Julia is on the brink of a sexual awakening, one that leaves her with so many unanswered questions...and new desires. Will she be able to resist their advances? Or is their bed where she belongs?
 
    
 
    
 
   Or:
 
    
 
   These Sinful Walls: A Church Saga – Book 1
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   Pastor Tim has got it all: good-looks, a beautiful wife and daughter, a thriving church under his direction, incredible wit and charisma. Everything was going great except his sex life. His wife is always gone for work and even when she's back, it's nothing like it used to be. When Tim gives into temptation and hooks up with the hot new church intern, he gets busted in the act...but not by his wife. It's a sexy young member of the church and she'll only keep quiet if they give her what she wants: a threesome.
 
   Pastor Tim is stuck. He has to give in to even more forbidden carnal pleasures...or risk losing everything. Why can't Sin just be simple?
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