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 I frowned down at the
text, then studied the problem I’d just done. Something was wrong
but I hadn’t yet figured out just where exactly I’d gone wrong. I
tapped my pen thoughtfully against the paper. I was a bit stumped
because I couldn’t find the mistake. I probably would have to do
the whole problem again, just to see where I’d gone wrong.

With I sigh, I sat back and looked around. I
really loved Mr. Thornton’s library. The stack of business and
marketing books available hadn’t really been a big surprise but the
books on math had been. In an attempt to pass the time and stave
off my boredom, I’d decided to refresh some of my math knowledge.
I’d always loved playing around with numbers.

I was so absorbed in the problem that I
didn’t notice the door opening until someone suddenly grabbed my
hair and pulled my head back. I jumped in surprise and tried to
wrench away.

“There you are,” Mr. Thornton said and
smiled down at him, his grip tightening in my hair.

I stilled when I recognized his voice. I
went lax and frowned up at him.

“Hello, sir. I didn’t expect you back this
early.”

He usually wasn’t at the penthouse this
early in the day. And he normally didn’t come to fetch me or spent
time with me. Usually, when he wanted to see me, he simply called
and ordered me to join him. One reason why I’d learned very quickly
to always keep my phone charged and on me, even if I only went to
the kitchen or used the gym in the penthouse. I glanced down to
where it sat next to my coffee cup but there was no indication that
I’d missed a call.

My frown deepened when he ignored me and
instead leaned over my shoulder. That position made me highly aware
of his body, his strength and warmth. He tugged my notepad closer
and frowned down at it.

“You enjoy math?” There was a faint hint of
surprise in his voice.

I gritted my teeth and nodded. “Yes, I’ve
always enjoyed math and numbers. Solving problems.”

Bitterness rose, heavy and cloying in the
back of my throat, but I forced myself to swallow it down. Numbers
had always been my thing, sometimes even my refuge. One of the
reasons why I’d studied math and business with a focus on
accounting. I’d wanted to go into financial accounting and
controlling. In my first job, I’d been more than happy to work on
the accounts and even do the day-to-day book keeping. I hadn’t
cared much for anything else, just the numbers. The businesses
behind the numbers hadn’t concerned me. Maybe that was why I’d
never realized that the accounts had been tampered with, until I
was suddenly accused of theft and fraud.

Given the choice between jail and submitting
to a gang bang with the men I’d supposedly stolen from, I’d chosen
the gang bang. I’d lacked the money to hire an attorney, so there
wasn’t really much of a choice. In many ways that had been an
eye-opening experience where my own sexuality was concerned.

After that, though, I was out of a job and
unable to find a new one because my ex-boss had had me
black-listed. I’d also lacked the funds to move somewhere else. I
was getting desperate when Mr. Thornton had suddenly offered me a
place as his live-in sex-toy. It had been my capacity for pain and
submission during the gang bang that had caught Mr. Thornton’s
interest. He paid me and I provided him with the sex he wanted.
Usually very painful and humiliating sex. Also very satisfying sex
because I’d learned that I enjoyed getting hurt and humiliated.
Something I was still struggling with.

The whole situation was something I tried
not to think about too much. Usually, playing with numbers helped
me forget. But at the same time it was also a painful reminder of
the expensive education that was going to waste. Not to mention all
the dreams that had turned to ashes. Dreams like saving money and
starting my own accounting business. Finding a lover, moving in
together, and settling into some kind of vanilla existence with a
house, dog, and white picket fence.

Maybe, if I kept sharp and up-to-date on the
regulations I could still build that dream. Some day, far away from
here, from him, and all the memories. Except for the vanilla sex. I
think when it came to that, now I knew I would need more. I would
need the pain. I would need to submit to someone strong and
powerful.
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