
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


I have a website!

You can find me at

https://vickigallus.com/

or  http://eepurl.com/ilavFT 

Where you can find a link to sign up to my newsletter and get the latest Vicki Gallus updates - blogs, upcoming works, polls!

[image: ]
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Chapter 1
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Let me be clear from the start, I hate my job. Hate it. They’re all so stuffy and old in that office, so square and boring. You know the type; you walk in there and they get all huffy when you start talking about your friends - usually their grown kids. I mean, like, “Oh no, don’t talk to my son about all the sordid sexcapades he’s been having! Don’t mention going out and drinking! Do some work, Jessica!” Yes. I’m sure all you boring bastards have nothing more fascinating to do in life than to boss around the youngest member of the office, to tell her off for chatting about her sex life.

It’s not my fault that work’s so boring that I have to chat to take my mind off it. Nor is it my fault if I’m a young, sexually adventurous woman. I see their crusty glares as I chat about raving or dancing at the club. I hear their whispered conversations about my ‘morals’ and my ‘ behavior.’ Honestly, I could spit, it makes me so mad.

Anyway, where was I?

I hate all of them. I’m just getting bored with them. I need something new. Something exciting in my life.

So, when Old Man Jones calls me into his office, my interest is piqued.

“Come in, Jessica,” he says, waving to the empty chair in front of his desk. “Take a seat.”

I flop myself down, all surly attitude. Even though I’m twenty-three, in this desiccated dying office, I feel like I’m back at high school. I resist the urge to put my feet up on his desk. Old Man Jones isn’t that old. He’s in his mid-forties and is kinda hot if you ask me. He’s got a salt and pepper beard that hides a strong, powerful jaw, piercing blue eyes, and a hint of a smile. He keeps his hair short and neat and is always wearing nicely tailored suits. Boy, that man can wear a suit.

My feet stay on the ground. Reluctantly as the Old Man takes his seat.

“Good, good. You’re here, you’re on time. Congratulations.” Sarcasm, from Old Man Jones? I sigh, eyes-rolling.

“Okay, so I was a little late today. I’m doing my work, aren’t I? Like, it’s all getting done. The data, the numbers, the columns. I input all the data and little charts come out and you take them to the big bosses and we all end up happy, right?”

“Yes, Jessica, well, you see,” he rejoins, “there have been complaints. Not about your work,” he hurries to add. “But, rather, your conduct in and around the office.”

I remain silent, staring at him. These squares don’t know what they’ve got with me. I work well, I’ve got interesting topics of conversation and I love sex. It’s not hard to see where my conversation goes, they should just deal with it. So I talk about my sex life, so what? So, I discuss my brief passion for bondage and BDSM, what of it? So, I talk about being punished? Man, you should have seen the corner of Crusties’ faces when I told them about the riding crops and Benwa balls. Agnes’ face was a picture.

He continues, “Your ahem... openness about your sexuality and lifestyle, while commendable, is causing some disruption. Management has seen fit to offer you a ...brief suspension. Suspension with pay and a training package while you’re out.”

“Suspension with pay? Like, going away for a bit?” My heart soars.

“Yes.”

“That sounds fantastic.” Inwardly, I pump my fists. Getting away from this place is the best thing that could happen to me.

“Well, that’s the offer. We have a training facility upstate,” he continues, “The Ranch. They’ll take you in and show you how we truly do things at this place. Their methods are...unconventional, let’s say, but they sure are effective. Many trainees come back to work as new people! You leave tomorrow, we will have a car drive you up. In the meantime, how about you leave immediately and take the rest of the day to prepare. How does that sound?”

I grin at him and he smiles back.

“Jones, you’ve got yourself a deal!”

I stand and extend a hand, he takes it enthusiastically.

Moments later, I’ve grabbed my jacket and am exiting the office, giving the finger to the Crusties as I leave.
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Chapter 2
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The car that collects me in the morning is wide and luxurious, a fitting vehicle for little old me. A sedan limo with a dark and brooding interior. The driver doesn’t say a word as I clamber into the back and settle into the plush seat. It’s early and I’m wearing dark glasses - I may have spent the evening drinking and dancing, but what do they expect - giving me a surprise afternoon off! I don’t want to speak to him, either. I’m too busy. Busy letting my friends know that I’m about to rinse the company for a fancy training weekend. Busy making plans for when I come back. I figure I can ride this gravy train for a few more months, a few more internal disciplinary meetings, a few more visits from that pompous little prick, it’s just a matter of time. Until I leave. I’m excited, and I’m glad that I decided to take their offer of training. It’s so easy to travel in style. I could get used to this.
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