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*** 
 
   Oh dear, where do I begin?
 
   I didn't like that Roland was suddenly so furious with me, his sacred pet. I had done what he had suggested, accepting the job and going to my first day of work. Sure, I had wanted it too, but that didn't mean he could just blow up at me like that.
 
   When I got upstairs, I immediately put on my workout clothes and fled to the treadmill to run away my frustrations. Every drop of sweat coincided with another shift in my thinking, another instance of constantly evolving curiosity and planning. I was in a tough situation, all right. Should I ask him for the truth? Would he even tell me? Or should I just demand an apology and assume that everything was just in my imagination?
 
   I had seen the office now, and I was going to manage it. Everything looked normal, sterile and obvious. And everyone there seemed to fit that mold as well. Were they all keeping their mouths shut, a whole office of people that perpetuated and covered up huge crimes on a daily basis? Was I going totally crazy for thinking that things I'd heard and seen were tidbits of dark secrets, only absorbed by me in tiny doses? Oh, Marisa...
 
   Despite feeling a little like I was in danger—it was possibly heightened by the adrenaline rush from my running—my curiosity was piqued in a way that almost stung. I realized that if I didn't figure out what was going on, I'd go crazy. I'm sure I could leave today, Roland having the whole departure arranged in less than a minute. But I had submitted to him, opening up to him so that he would do the same to me. I came here to do a story—and stayed for a different reason entirely.
 
   At this point, I needed a plan—and a shower.
 
   As usual, I formulated my plan in that gorgeous private bathroom, going through each step in my mind until I had the whole process refined. I was going to just wait and see what happened, demanding an apology instead of information. Perhaps I'd touch on the seriousness of the visitor, but I wouldn't dig any deeper than that. Roland might just provide me with something I could chew on in the meantime...
 
   I decided that I'd have to wait for the real information to spill out naturally—if it did at all. It was more of a passive approach, one that seemed safer given the extreme possibilities if this all went south. Maintaining my role in the relationship seemed like the safest best in more ways than one, rather than acting like a reporter and drawing unneeded attention to myself.
 
   When dinner finally rolled around, I threw on my robe and cautiously crept down the stairs, worried that I'd run into an assassin or something when I reached the main floor. I experienced no such thing, however, and made my way into the dining room. Roland was already there, smoking a cigar.
 
   "Marisa, my pet, I do apologize from before. Just a bit of business." He stood up and pulled out my chair for me. "A drink?"
 
   "Yeah," I said. "Whatever." I was trying to give him the impression that I was upset.
 
   He came back from the kitchen with a bottle of wine and poured me a glass. "Only the finest for my pet," he said, smiling unusually large. I maintained my look of neutrality.
 
   "I didn't like that today, Roland," I said. "I don't like how you blew up at me like that. It was so easy for you."
 
   His smile faded as he sat back down in his chair. "Ah, yes, I do apologize. Things went awry and although it probably sounds worse than what it is, measures needed to be taken. I'm still tying up loose ends from my father's days."
 
   "Loose ends?" I said, suddenly very curious. Shit! I was trying to play the emotionally hurt Marisa, not the one on a quest for truth. "It just hurt my feelings a lot. I was really embarrassed when you yelled at me from the hall."
 
   "I think I know what needs to be done," Roland said, more serious than I'd ever heard him before.
 
   "What?" I asked.
 
   "I need to be punished for my transgressions. Tonight, we'll go to the dungeon and you'll punish me."
 
   Weird. I wasn't expecting this at all. "Roland, I just don't—"
 
   "No, pet," he pleaded, "I've done you wrong, so now I need to be punished.
 
   Actually, the more that I thought about it, the more appealing it sounded. What was it like to be a Dom? Even though we had been doing this for a couple of months now, I still had always been on the receiving end. God, the possibilities...
 
   "Really?" I said. I fought to hold back my smile. The facade was getting difficult to maintain.
 
   "Absolutely. I think you might find that you enjoy dishing it out as much as you enjoy receiving it. You're a strong girl." His emotions seemed to be evening out now, perhaps calmed by the fact that I wasn't prying into what sounded like it could have been a murder. And there was that loud sound downstairs the other day, the sound that he attributed to his uncle. 
 
   I was living in such a weird world now.
 
   The mood was lively during dinner as each of us sipped our wine and ate the fine foods served to us. I was used to things like caviar now, despite the fact that I had loathed it at first. Roland insisted that I'd develop a taste for it, and he had been right—I loved it now. On a daily basis, we had beautiful cuts of smoked fish, filet mignon, imported cheeses and chocolates, and other decadent desserts and main courses. The list just went on and on. At the very least, it was worth it to stay here just for the food.
 
   The cigar smoking had become somewhat of a new thing for Roland, and although I didn't like smoking, he looked undeniably sexy and powerful with a fine Cuban in his mouth, dipping it occasionally in his cognac. Cliché, yet dazzling.
 
   We finished dinner and left the mess to the domestic workers. Roland assured me that he paid them top dollar, so I stopped complaining about having them around. Still, I wasn't fully comfortable with it and I probably never would be. I was used to having to do everything myself, not just passing the responsibility onto someone else—whether they were paid or not.
 
   Roland did a few things in his office and then he gave me a look that said yes, we'll go now. 
 
   Down into the dungeon we went, a routine I was intimately familiar with. When we got into the main room, I walked right up to the St. Andrews cross and prepared to be restrained.
 
   "No, my pet," Roland said, correcting my behavior. "I will take your place tonight."
 
   "Oh yeah," I said. I felt kind of dumb, operating on one-hundred percent routine rather than our adjusted schedule. "Take off your robe and face the cross," I said. His robe dropped to the ground, revealing his chiseled nude body. I loved that firm butt of his and looked forward to defiling it.
 
   He placed his arms against it and allowed me to secure them into place, one by one. I fumbled with the restraints for far longer than I should have given my extensive experience with them. Still, I was always being restrained, not doing the restraining. This was a significant switch.
 
   When it hit me what I was doing—tying up one of the most powerful men in the world so I could have my way with him—I felt a warmth in my core, a heat that spread from my lower belly until it spilled between my legs and resulted in moisture there. I was giddy, like it was the first day of school or something. What would I do to him?
 
   "Go as far as you'd like for the scene," Roland said.
 
   "I can do whatever I want?" I asked, suddenly realizing the extent of my power. I bent down and secured his feet to the base of the cross.
 
   "Yes, pet," he said.
 
   "No," I said. "I am Master from now on, is that correct?"
 
   "Yes, Master," he said, mimicking my tone.
 
   "Hey! That's going to get you in some trouble." I took a step back and dropped my robe, my naked body facing the man that usually did what he wanted with my own. I walked over to the area that housed most of our toys and grabbed the wooden paddle. "You've been a bad slave," I announced upon my return.
 
   "Oh?" he said.
 
   "Master!" I demanded. Who was this talking? I didn't know, but I liked her. I spanked his cheek hard with the paddle, the high-pitched slap echoing throughout the dungeon. I saw every muscle in his body tense as he braced for my next move.
 
   "Yes, Master!" he said. "I've been very bad!"
 
   "That's right!" Thwack! I hit him again, this time even harder. I cringed when I heard his groan, worried I was really hurting him. I felt my Dom character fading away. "Roland, are you okay?" I whispered.
 
   "Pet, I'm just fine. I'm no stranger to this, I promise. My safe word is blue. If you hear it, you must stop. Have your fun now." The words sputtered out rapidly with no pauses between the sentences.
 
   I took a deep breath and lifted my arm into the air. I struck him three more consecutive times. "Bad slave!" I cried out between each repetition. His skin was flushed red, obviously stinging. Still, he fought to control his groans, his arms flexing tightly as he gripped the restraints for stability.
 
   Satisfied with the outcome of the paddle, I set it down and grabbed the whip. I struck him two times rapidly, surprising him.
 
   "Oh god, oww!" he cried out. I needed to ignore his whines of pain unless he delivered the safe word, as hard as that could be. That was how we always operated down here, an agreement that we both were required to honor for this to work at all.
 
   I whipped his thighs and each cheek of his buttocks, alternating sides and locations with each strike of the whip. Yes, I knew how much it hurt because of how many times he had used it on me. "Alright, slave," I said. "You get a little break."
 
   "Thank you, Master," he said. I grabbed a bottle of lube and stepped toward him, covering my fingers as I went. When I bent down, I could see his semi-flaccid cock hanging between his legs. I took it tightly in my fingers, covering it with lube until I could barely maintain my grip.
 
   From that compromised angle, I pumped my non-dominant left hand up and down him until he was fully erect, hungrily watching his body pulse as I stroked. "Oh yes, Master," he whined. "Thank you." His body rose and fell with the movements of my fingers.
 
   My clit was aching at this point, so I slipped my fingers down toward it and swirled my fingers in rhythm with the stroking. I quickly lost my balance in that awkward position—it had only been a very short-term possibility, apparently!—and collapsed against his tensed body. I quickly found that it was far too difficult to maintain both motions at once, so I pulled my hand from him and considered my options going forward. I was totally out of breath and sweat trickled down my forehead from my exertion
 
   Part of me wanted to get one of the strap-on dildos in the box, to brandish it and fuck him silly until he begged me to stop—but that seemed just little too far to me, too sinister. And by that point, my clit felt like it was burning, my body begging me to massage away that tension I was unwisely holding so much of. The shrieking desire of my body was drowning out the power I held, reducing it to nothing. Dominating Roland had just made me want him even more, to relinquish control to the man that already seemed to hold so much already.
 
   "Master?" he asked, realizing I hadn't said a word in several minutes. Roland turned his neck the best he could from his compromised position, struggling to get a look at my naked, pulsing body.
 
   I was in the wrong place. I needed to be where he was, and he needed to be where I was. "Please make me come." It was all I could say, my fingers scrambling to undo all of the restraints so I could make things right.
 
   Roland sighed and collapsed against the wall, a very short-lived break because I immediately—and frantically—pushed him out of the way. I tried to line my hands and feet up with the restraints, almost like I was trying to fit into a mold of his body's proportions. He had to make adjustments.
 
   "Fuck me, please," I whined. I loved how the leather felt around my wrists and ankles, my body perfectly adjusted and opened to him like an offering.
 
   "Normally I'd play my games," he said, a low laugh escaping his throat at the end. "But tonight, I'm letting you win."
 
   I pressed my head against the cross and took deep breaths, sticking my ass out toward Roland's position as I desperately sought to touch my flesh to his. I couldn't find him.
 
   "Ah, here we are," he said from a few paces away. He returned to his position behind me and lined up with my ass. Thankfully, his erection was there, prodding against my ass cheeks, its mere presence threatening to destroy my sanity. His fingers spread my cheeks apart and coated my asshole in cool lubricant that made me shiver uncontrollably until he pressed his warm back against mine. 
 
   That familiar feeling returned—I was very familiar with it now because it seemed to be Roland's most favorite thing in the world—as Roland eased the vibrating egg into my puckered little hole. At this point, it was like an old friend, one that never let me down. My muscles struggled with it at first, but they had grown used to its width, used to anal pleasure in general. I accepted his remote-controlled, vibrating gift deep inside of my tightness.
 
   "Please," I whined again. I had given up my opportunity to dominate him for this—and my body wasn't about to quiet down until the show had started.
 
   "Alright, relax, my pet," Roland said. "I was just priming you." He pulled me toward him and grazed my moist slit with his erection, sending undulating waves through me. My nipples grazed that cross, hardening as sensation hit the sensitive nubs. With authority, he gripped the front of my thighs and plunged into my wetness all at once.
 
   "Ohhh," I moaned, a sound that sustained for so long, an echoing, continuous drone that expressed so much about how I was feeling. I cried out even more as my muscles clenched him, almost like they were impeccably creating a mold of every bump and ridge of his cock. Normally such an insensitive entry was undesirable—today, it was necessary.
 
   "God, you're so wet, pet," he said. "You have needed this."
 
   "Fuck me!" I demanded. I had no time for teasing right now.
 
   "All right then," he said. Roland began pounding into me, a relentless jackhammering that almost made me pass out at first. His thighs slapped against my ass again and again, his hand intervening and spanking me periodically to remind my nerves that I was indeed awake, conscious and aware of this carnal experience.
 
   The restraints burned into my wrists as I flailed about so wildly, even with my incredibly limited range of motion. My breasts shook with each thrust, his hands occasionally grabbing for them and cupping for only a brief second.
 
   I was on a highway toward my orgasm, moving at a rate that was almost surreal to me. No, I didn't feel like I was going to arrive at a climax—I was going to crash and burn, engulfed by the flames of passion. Roland pounded, his intentions clear, his body capable of delivering exactly what he wished. He groaned instinctively as he took me.
 
   "You're ready, pet?" he asked, an entirely rhetorical question. He clicked on the vibrator in my asshole and I immediately felt my world disappearing.
 
   "Oh god!" I screamed. The vibrations seemed to go well beyond the areas directly affected. I gasped for air as my climax was unleashed, taking over me with an intensity that almost hurt. My screams echoed in the dungeon, reminding the walls—and anyone else listening—that this was indeed my moment.
 
   I kept ascending, battling to even remain conscious at this point. Time wasn't a concept I understood in that moment. The climax spilled through my body, its fiery path the embodiment of sweet torture. I came again and again, each peak causing my shrieks of pleasure to re-emerge at yet an even higher volume. It was hard to keep track of just how many times he pushed me over the edge.
 
   Even after so much sustained, rapid-fire pleasure, Roland's own finale kept my pleasure alive just a tiny bit longer. I imagined the look on his face each time I felt his cock contract and spill forth inside of me. The muscles would be strained there, his pleasure tightening his body like it was piano wire. I liked that picture in my mind. I held it there until he was totally spent.
 
   "I don't know what came over me," I confessed.
 
   "Remorse over hurting poor Roland?" he asked.
 
   "God, shut up," I said. "You deserved it."
 
   Roland actually spent the night down there with me, something we hadn't done in a while. Maybe he actually wanted to, or maybe it was just a way to distract my wandering mind. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't convince myself that he wasn't already aware of my suspicions. If that wasn't the case, maybe his current business activities actually were clean. Still, I was his slave, his pet, the one that he dominated—and apparently sometimes was dominated by—that stayed by his side out of desire, not obligation or coercion. I could leave at any time I wanted.
 
   My feelings for Roland were mixed, a blend of confusion, lust, and longing. I still didn't fully understand if being his pet meant that I was his girlfriend or his slave—or maybe neither. Was this a relationship that was supposed to proceed toward a common goal? I still had the option to leave, but wanted to just keep it at that, an option and nothing else for now. Even though my feelings for Roland changed on a daily basis, his spell over me physically never wavered at all.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Things improved after that night, but improved was a term that actually represented something quite vague. Romantically, things were devolving. Roland seemed more stressed than ever, yet somehow more composed when I was around. He never showed any hostility to me, even when things appeared to go wrong. But that also meant that his sex drive was nearly zero, even when mine remained heightened after our experiences. Overall, it was a very confusing time to be a woman in Roland's household.
 
   Other than the sex thing, life at home was as routine and normal as it could be in the home of a mysterious billionaire.
 
   Work was turning into something else, something very different.
 
   Frederic and I had grown close, perhaps too close. He began showering me with attention, almost as if it were something that had been arranged by Roland. I didn't believe that for a second, however. From what I knew of the guy, he was genuine, a real person that happened to be charming and attractive.
 
   On the days I worked, he made sure to stop by, many times taking me out to lunch or to the riverside to take a break. God, his charm just made me weak in the knees sometimes. I fought to control myself when I smelled his cologne. He could never sneak up behind me because of it—and that was probably a good thing.
 
   With Roland being almost invisible, I was feeling things that were dangerously close to forbidden, things that seemed to border on what felt like cheating. I was a sailboat that was out to sea, just drifting in any direction that the wind took me—except that my direction was starting to get clearer all the time...
 
   Frederic had come into my office one day and sat next to me, scooting close after reaching the seat. "Marisa!" he said, smiling. His arm wrapped around my shoulder and gave me a brief side-hug.
 
   "Hi, Frederic," I said.
 
   "How have you been?" he asked.
 
   "Good, but what's up with all these missing barrels?" I asked.
 
   "What do you mean?" he asked.
 
   "I've been checking every day that I work to make sure the shipping manifests match the number of physical barrels. Sometimes it's off by one or two barrels," I said, thinking I was really showing how hard of a worker I was. His face seemed to flatten, almost to deflate. What had I done here?
 
   "I thought you were doing weekly checks," he said, his somber look still remaining.
 
   "No," I said. "I thought I was supposed to match up the sheets each day."
 
   "That was for your benefit, anyhow," he said. "Sometimes there are daily inconsistencies."
 
   "Oh," I said. "Why didn't anyone tell me that?"
 
   "It wasn't your job, Marisa," he said. He nervously bit the pen in his mouth.
 
   "I just wanted to—"
 
   "This means someone is stealing," he said, his face shifting from sadness to anger.
 
   "What?" Stealing? Had I uncovered a plot or something?
 
   "Yes," he said. "The numbers shouldn't vary that much. Unless Roland is making more transactions off the books."
 
   "Whoa," I said. "I didn't mean to dig into something like this."
 
   "I think he may be doing things, Marisa. Possibly illegal things. He elected me to keep this company's reputation in check after his previous dilemmas in business."
 
   I felt it happen at once, the literal a-ha moment, the connection made in my brain. Neurons fired here and there until all of the sudden my lips were moving, my vocal chords engaged. "I think he might have killed someone!" I blurted out. Shit!
 
   "What? Roland?" I wasn't sure how to gauge his response at first. Did he know about this sort of stuff already?
 
   "I, uh, just..." I trailed off, suddenly realizing that I had already said far more than I should have. At least we were alone in the office.
 
   "Marisa, you must tell me. I don't care about your allegiances to Roland. This is serious." The look on his face was serious too. Everything about that moment oozed seriousness. His hand gripped my shoulder and held there, ensuring that I knew he meant business.
 
   "Ugh," I said. So much for staying out of this one.
 
   I proceeded to explain to him what I had experienced a couple weeks earlier, talking about the sounds downstairs, the text I had seen, the man showing up at the house. Frederic seemed to listen with utter fascination, digesting every word I said like it was just another part of a truly exquisite—and scandalous—meal.
 
   "Wow," he said, my confession finally winding down and giving him a chance to think.
 
   "I'm sorry," I said. "It sounds crazy. I'm not trying to go behind his back and everything. Everything just seems so weird."
 
   "Roland has his moments," Frederic said, his eyes like two bright orbs that I couldn't look away from. We had gotten unusually close during my monologue, so close that I didn't know where one body ended and the other began. "It must have been so hard for you to keep a secret like that."
 
   I liked how I felt when I was so close to him. I was venting something that I had bottled up inside for weeks now, wanting to tell someone but worried that no one was honest enough to receive the news. Now it was over—Frederic knew.
 
   Before I knew it, we were kissing, his tongue twining with mine, our saliva mixing without restraint. His hands were tracing along the curves of my body, touching me, embracing me. I really felt like my heart might burst out of my chest at any moment.
 
   The lower that his hands got, the more that I realized how wet I suddenly was. I felt somewhat ashamed at first, but realized I wasn't going to be able to stop unless he stopped first. As much as I fought it, I liked his hands on me and I liked kissing him. My clit ached, begging to be touched, a request that he seemed to acknowledge. His smooth hands started sliding up my inner thighs, inching toward that moisture that I couldn't contain. He would be there at any moment, touching my—
 
   His phone suddenly rang loudly. "Damnit!" he said, breaking the kiss at once. He caught the call as I caught my breath. I sat there in silence as he talked, his words rushed as he tried to get to the bottom of whatever had demanded his attention. I wasn't sure where things would go once he hung up. The wait was a killer.
 
   "Damnit!" he said again. "I've got to go. Are you coming to the company dinner tonight?"
 
   "What dinner?" I asked,
 
   "Roland gets all of his investors and partners together for a dinner at least once a year. That dinner is tonight."
 
   "He didn't say anything to me," I said, suddenly feeling left out.
 
   "I know he'll have a car for you. I've got to go. More preparations. Goodbye for now, Marisa." He kissed my cheek and then stood up and stepped out of the office at once.
 
   Annual company dinner, huh? Maybe that's why he was in such a panic. What if all of his erratic behavior was just due to a stressful dinner he had to organize? I realized that the only thing certain in my life anymore was uncertainty.
 
   I arrived home shortly after, Roland's arranged car empty today. When I walked inside, Roland was standing right there waiting for me.
 
   "Marisa! We've got plans tonight." He was dressed in a pinstripe suit, one that looked absolutely gorgeous on him.
 
   "I heard," I groaned.
 
   "Frederic?" he asked.
 
   "Yeah." I blushed after I thought about what Frederic and I had almost done.
 
   "I left a dress for you upstairs. You'll be attending as my date. This is a very important meeting." His words came out in rapid bursts all at once. He seemed to be proud about this whole thing—and ensuring that the pressure was really on for me.
 
   "Uh, okay," I said.
 
   "Do hurry and get ready." He kept looking at his wrist and tapping like there should be a watch there.
 
   "Alright, Roland, hold your horses," I said.
 
   "Shall we ride in on a horse?" he said with a wan smile. "It can be arranged."
 
   "Very funny," I grumbled. Honestly, I hadn't been very excited around him in days, at the very least. We hadn't been down to the dungeon since our last encounter and dinner was the only time we spent together. I had to say, it was pretty frustrating. Having all of the money in the world certainly didn't cure my problems.
 
   I dragged my feet up the stairs until I reached my room. On the bed lay a beautiful shiny black and silver silk dress, one that probably was purchased from a store that I wouldn't even be able to pronounce the name of. Even though the collar he had given me—he hadn't actually seemed that concerned about me wearing it lately—made my jaw drop, this dress made me quiver. I liked to look nice, but this was probably one hundred steps above nice.
 
   The dress fit perfectly, hugging my curves in all the right places. Honestly, there was a bit more skin than I was used to revealing, but I didn't really know what the solution to that problem was. I kept mindlessly toying with the top of the dress, hiding my cleavage entirely and then pulling it down until my breasts nearly fell out. In a way, it was almost like wearing an entirely new skin, just playfully investigating its limitations.
 
   I finally got situated, and after obsessing over the way my body looked in the mirror for about 20 minutes, I decided that I just needed to go for it. Roland wasn't the only person I'd met that insisted I was beautiful, even though I certainly didn't feel it most of the time. Being a woman could be so hard sometimes, even when Roland bought me a bunch of sexy stuff and showed me off in it. Things just weren't that simple.
 
   There were a pair of super high high heels and some gorgeous diamond earrings to complement the outfit on the floor and the nightstand respectively. I put on everything that he had given me and strutted around the room a few times, imagining that I was entering the dinner. I saw all of these business men and women, friends and colleagues of Roland. They all stared at me, their eyes tiny orbs of attention.
 
   "Marisa!" I heard from down the hall. Roland was fast approaching me.
 
   "Let me do my make up first!" I cried.
 
   His head popped into the doorway. "My dear god! What a stunner!" he said.
 
   I immediately blushed. "Thanks," I said, my head pointing directly at the floor. I didn't want this sort of attention from him—and I also needed it worse than anything. Oh, conundrums...
 
   He planted his hand on my ass and pulled me against him. I felt the hardness against my thigh. "I wish we had more time," he remarked.
 
   As usual, his voice alone was enough to make my body tingle. I relaxed against him and sighed.
 
   "I'm sorry that I've been distant, pet," he said.
 
   "Whatever," I said. "If you really need to get going, you need to let me do my make up."
 
   "Yes, yes. I'm going to go on ahead of you. Call me as soon as you arrive and I'll escort you inside—in style. And put on your collar. Be proud of your place in my life."
 
   I shrugged. "All right." No, I still didn't know even know what that meant.
 
   "The limo will be outside when you are. The trip is very short, I assure you."
 
   "Okay, okay." Sometimes he could be so thorough that it drove me mad.
 
   He planted a kiss on my cheek as he turned and proceeded out the door until he disappeared. I put on so much make up that I barely recognized myself when I was finished. Having access to an unlimited supply of the nicest stuff sometimes made you go overboard. It was a special occasion, after all.
 
   Eye-shadowed and with crimson red lipstick, I decided I was ready to head out. I looked like a high-class something or other, I reckoned. Maybe a call girl. I giggled as I thought about it.
 
   Oh yeah, the collar. Roland would be pissed if I forgot about it.
 
   I secured it around my neck and took a moment to just stare at the accessory in the mirror. Honestly, it was nice as hell, and every time I whined about wearing it, I inevitably felt bad after the fact. There were a lot of karats of diamonds on that thing. I didn't even want to try to guess how much it cost. All complaints aside, it was an accessory that worked one-hundred percent of the time if your aim was glamorous.
 
   I headed straight downstairs where I found the car waiting for me, just as Roland promised. I waved at the driver and hopped inside. Although I still didn't know his name, we had gotten quite familiar with each other despite our minimal communication.
 
   Roland had left a dozen roses and champagne sitting there for me. I pulled the card off.
 
   For my pet.
 
   That's all it said. I took a quick whiff of the roses and then pushed them aside to get to the alcohol. I fought to get the bottle opened as we drove, the turns and bumpy roads making it nearly impossible for me to succeed. It finally popped open and champagne shot onto the floor. "Whoops!" I said out loud to myself. I took a big chug of the bottle, tired of trying to be classy. Alcohol was alcohol at this point.
 
   The trip was short, just as Roland promised. We pulled up to the Starland Event Center, another large structure that Roland happened to own. Yes, there was a red carpet leading into the building. I was disappointed to learn that I wasn't about to be photographed by vicious paparazzi. I called Roland and sat there.
 
   "One second," he said.
 
   I took a couple more small swigs of the champagne—it was kicking in fast. My whole body was relaxing at once, the alcohol emboldening me, giving me courage that was normally entirely out of my reach. I laughed at the absurdity of the situation I was in until the door swung open.
 
   "Pet! Do follow me! You can leave your things in the car." His arm found mine and helped me up. I left the champagne sitting on the seat, along with my purse. The door slammed shut behind me.
 
   "Wow," I said. "Big event, huh?"
 
   "One of the biggest in the city." He smiled proudly. "I can't wait for everyone to meet you."
 
   "Please don't abandon me in front of these people," I begged.
 
   "I promise not to," he said, not sounding all that serious.
 
   I had a sneaking suspicion that he might not be able to keep his word. I braced myself.
 
   Our pace was brisk, my shorter legs struggling to keep up with his longer strides. We entered a ballroom, one filled with hundreds of impeccably dressed and presumably rich folks. Their eyes all locked on us at once, the scene not unlike the one that I had imagined earlier. My heart pounded, but the deep breaths I took—and the sedative effect of the alcohol—ensured that I didn't break into a million tiny pieces in front of this crowd.
 
   "Everyone," Roland cried out boisterously, "this is my date for the evening, the lovely and beautiful Marisa Taylor!"
 
   The room—including a live jazz band—fell silent aside from Roland's echoing, booming voice.
 
   "Uh, hi!" I said, making a single wave with my hand that reached a hundred hungry eyes at once. I bit my tongue nervously, feeling a little bit exploited, like every man was undressing me with his eyes. And then, Roland saved me from the silence.
 
   "Let's continue the party then! Cheers!" He hoisted his scotch into the air, a drink that I didn't even see him grab. Magic scotch delivery. The wealthy had things I still didn't understand at all. My wonderment continued when a glass of champagne suddenly made its way into my hand.
 
   "Thanks," I called out aimlessly to a waiter that I hadn't even seen.
 
   Roland introduced me to a number of people, people that had titles that were exactly what I was expecting. CEOs, investors, colleagues, former business partners. You name it. Everyone was here. I couldn't believe how many times my hand had been kissed by the time we made the first round. I was just shocked at how familiar Roland seemed to be with every single person here. 
 
   Being drunk certainly helped to alleviate some of the monotony of the event. Stand up straight. Look pretty. Smile. Say a few words. Move on. Rinse and repeat. Some of the sleazier fellows made me really uncomfortable, but Roland did a fairly good job at keeping them away from me.
 
   And then, just as I would have predicted, one of Roland's aides came over and pulled him aside, clamoring quietly about something that demanded his immediate attention. "Can it wait?" I heard him say.
 
   He turned to face me. "I'll be right back, okay? You can take a seat at that table over there."
 
   I frowned at him and then went to sit down. My legs were wobbly and unstable by this point, so aside from the fact that Roland was ignoring me again, sitting sounded pretty damn good. I took a seat at the empty table and continued to sip my I don't even remember what number drink.
 
   "Do you want to know what he's really like?" I turned my head toward the gravelly, low voice. There was a guy in an ill-fitted tux, his face covered in dark stubble. His eyes carried a weight, and they were pressing against me in a way that made me tense up.
 
   "I beg your pardon?"
 
   "Roland," he said. "It's not a fucking joke. I'm serious. Here." He slid a business card toward me on the table. I saw there was writing scribbled on the back but couldn't make it out. I covered the card with my hand and eased it into my fingers.
 
   "Whoa, whoa," I said. "I didn't say anything about a joke. What are you talking about?" Just like that, I was suddenly feeling sober.
 
   "Call me when you're ready for the truth. I've heard a lot about you, so I'm glad we finally got to meet. You're his new girl of the week, so I thought you should have the option to know."
 
   I felt so defiled by his words, even though they might have been true. "You're a jerk!" I said. I stared back with the same intensity that he directed at me. After a few seconds, my vision suddenly focused on a body that had intervened.
 
   "Is there a problem here?" It was Frederic, his hand gently massaging my shoulder as he talked. "Ramón, are you troubling Roland's guest of honor?"
 
   "We were just talking," he said as he stood up.
 
   "Get lost," Frederic said. "Before I call the police."
 
   Ramón disappeared like an apparition, the crowd swallowing him until he was no more. "I'm sorry you had to deal with that."
 
   "God, that guy was a dick," I remarked. I felt so small, so humbled and tiny. And yet, my fingers still clenched that card. What to do with it?
 
   "That's one of Roland's ex-partners. He usually comes to these events to beg. Money or opportunity or both." I could smell alcohol on his breath—we both had that in common.
 
   "I need to use the bathroom," I said.
 
   "I'll take you to the private one upstairs then," Frederic said. "Follow me."
 
   He took me through the crowd and up the winding staircase, my eyes constantly darting around and looking for Roland. It was his fault that his had happened. I didn't like being pushed aside and it had happened far too many times lately for me to be okay with it. Guest of honor?
 
   Frederic's grip was firm, yet comforting as we walked down the empty halls. "Private part of the building," he said. I pounded each step into the ground behind him, my own rage boiling inside of me. God, why did I adhere to these rules? Just a few months ago, I was so independent, so determined to do things my own way. What was this?
 
   "It's here. I'll wait outside."
 
   I used the bathroom—hell, it was almost as fancy as the one at home—and realized I was still clutching the business card between my fingers. I turned it over and there was a phone number and Ramón written on it. I could throw it away—or I could keep it.
 
   The guy had been such an asshole, but something intrigued me about hearing from the other side. You know, hearing someone else's argument. It made me feel a tad bit sinister, actually.
 
   Defiance running through my veins like a drug, I decided to keep it. I didn't have my purse, but I did have my built-in bra. I slid the card into the side, basically sticking it right to my bare flesh. "There," I said aloud. "For later."
 
   I washed my hands and walked back out into the hall, feeling good about my decision. Frederic was still standing there waiting for me. "I'm sorry Roland abandoned you again," he said. I cuddled up close to him, resting my head against his chest while we stood there.
 
   "I've learned not to expect much from him anymore so I don't get let down." That cologne smell was pulsing in me, my body tingling with excitement. There was no one up here at all. In the distance was the faint sound of the party. Something felt so different inside of me, like I was merely an animal, reduced to simplistic urges. My mind started to wander. What if we—
 
   Frederic's left hand found the small of my back and tilted me until we were properly aligned. His right hand found something else as he greeted me with a very intense kiss.
 
   I moaned as my body sought rebellion, lusting for this man that wanted me just as bad. He pushed me up against the wall, his hand running along the soft material of my panties. My clit was ultra-sensitive; it throbbed under his touch as he made tiny circles. Moisture was pooling between my thighs and he noticed it for sure.
 
   His erection ground against my thigh as he continued teasing me with his fingers, his kiss heightening every sensation that I was feeling. Our tongues battled just as our bodies did, so fiercely—and totally driven by need. Was this really happening?
 
   I was melting from his intensity, my blood boiling, my mind on fire. "In," he said, opening the door to the bathroom behind me. He pushed me in and onto the counter, my dress riding up my legs, my panties sliding down. I was rubbing his cock through his pants, feeling his body quiver from my touch. He kicked the door shut with a loud slam.
 
   "Oh my god," I whispered, my heart pounding as he touched me. His pants dropped to the floor and revealed what was ready for me, his excitement concentrated in his hardened length. It was everything that I wanted, right then and there. "Fuck me," I whispered. I wanted that inside of me, relentlessly pounding away. I got it.
 
   He gripped my ass and pulled himself into me, angling his pelvis until it we met perfectly. I gasped at the size, his width spreading me apart as my muscles desperately sought to accommodate him. Just like that, he had parted my lips, penetrated me, completed my insubordination. Would I be punished? I didn't care. 
 
   His face buried in my breasts, he began to thrust as hard as he could, setting free the lust he had contained for as long as we had known each other. I cried out again and again, my body oozing delight as we fucked in the upstairs bathroom at Roland's big event.
 
   We moved with a desperate energy that neither had ever witnessed in the other. I clung to the towel rack, fighting for support against his raw power. I watched his face tense up, his groans so passionate and animalistic.
 
   I started to go over the edge, my body unable to control the surges of pleasure that were flaring up inside of me. The situation had made me so vulnerable, so ready to come that my body had no reason to fight it. Powerful waves of pleasure shot through my body, causing every nerve to fire at once.
 
   "Oh god, oh god," I whined, my pussy fluttering around his cock as my climax exploded. I gripped the towel rack with all of my might, my legs wrapped around his waist, his hands digging into my back. Everything about what was going on made me come even harder. It was forbidden and almost public, two things that had heightened my senses to nearly the point of collapse.
 
   He let loose mere moments after I did, his erection throbbing and spilling his seed inside of me, each spurt making my orgasm literally burn. I couldn't believe the look of intensity on his face, a look that represented the singular goal of coming inside of me. He growled with each contraction. I took him in, my walls milking every drop out of him until he slowed.
 
   We were both panting at the end; our bodies had reached a mutual goal. His cock was still buried in me as we embraced, cooling down together in this less than optimal place to have sex. "Thank you," I said.
 
   "I don't know what came over me," he said. "I know I shouldn't have done that—but I'm glad I did."
 
   "Me too," I whispered. We stayed like that for a few minutes and then righted our clothes so we could prepare to leave. My make up was a little smeared, so I did the very best I could to touch it up given my limited resources. "Let's keep this quiet, okay?"
 
   "Yeah," he said.
 
   Frederic opened the door a crack and peeked outside. "The coast is clear," he said.
 
   We both stepped back out into the hall, the non-fluorescent lighting kind of refreshing. I held onto his arm as we headed back toward the party. It was silent until we turned the corner—Roland was sitting there on a couch.
 
   "My friends!" he said. "Join me!"
 
   There was a half-assed dining room set up in the upstairs lobby area. My heart pounded and I could only assume that the same thing was happening to Frederic.
 
   "Hi, Roland," we both said, trying to mask the nervousness in our voices.
 
   "What's up?" he asked.
 
   "I was just taking her to the bathroom."
 
   "That's all?" Roland asked with a sly smile.
 
   "I thought it was okay to take her to the private bathroom."
 
   "It is," Roland said. "That's all?" he asked again.
 
   The tension was so high that I worried I would faint. "Yes!" I mumbled.
 
   "I know that's not right," Roland said. "I heard what you did."
 
   Every beat of my heart felt like a stab from a very large knife. Although breaking the rules had felt great in the moment, it didn't feel so great now.
 
   "What?" Frederic asked, his voice full of exasperation.
 
   "Through the collar." He smiled "There's a radio transmitter in it. Very state-of-the-art. I heard everything."
 
   "You asshole," I hissed. My hand flew up to my neck and loosened the collar until I could pull it off. I angrily tossed it onto the couch and fell silent, feeling so idiotic about my decision to wear it.
 
   Everything? Did that mean he had heard my accusations of murder earlier in the day? Frederic's expression slowly became one of terror; I could only assume my own face mirrored his.
 
   I swallowed a lump in my throat and fell silent. Neither Frederic nor I had anything to say. He nervously fiddled with the collar on his sports jacket.
 
   Roland chuckled quietly to himself. What would he do to us?
 
    
 
   TO BE CONTINUED...
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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?
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   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?
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   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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