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"Marie." His mask tilted up and down, piercing blue eyes drinking in the sight of my body, wearing only the hospital-like paper gown that he had provided exactly for his purpose.

"Master," I said. Master. No names. Just Master.

"Safe word."

"Red," I said, like every other time he asked.

"And if your lips are otherwise... occupied?" His teeth flashed at the thought, excitement crackling in the air.

Not for the first time, I wondered who he was beneath the mask. I wondered what he did for a living that made him so angry. His shoulders were tensed, his fingers trembling from anticipation.

"A sharp tap with my fingernail," I said, swallowing the lump in my throat. "Hard enough to leave a mark," I said, suddenly breathless. I'd never had to use the safeword before.

"Good." He let go of a breath he had been holding. His hands stilled. I considered asking why he insisted on repeating this every session but I could sense that the ritual calmed him.

He stood up and I took an involuntary step back, surprised by the sudden movement. His grin widened and he advanced towards me like an animal cornering prey.

I felt the cold wall against my back.

"Remember your safe word if things get too... intense," he whispered against my ear. "I've been having a particularly stupid week." His words vibrated through my bones. I had misjudged his calm. He was practically trembling.

"Yes, Master." I found myself saying and prepared myself for the pain.

I was a professional. I had done these sessions before. But he was quick. He backhanded me across my face before I saw his hand move. My head turned with the blow and it stung. My ears rang from the sharp impact. The taste of metal was on my tongue when I licked my lips.

"Look at me," he demanded. taking my chin between his thumb and forefinger to force me to comply. "Look at me," he growled, a guttural sound that rumbled up from deep in my chest.

"Master." My lower lip trembled, but I led him guide my face to his.

His sharp gaze locked me in place. At the sight of him, heat slammed into my body, suddenly, violently, and my hands curled into fists to keep from pulling him closer and kissing him senseless.
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Chapter 1: Dirty Talk
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"How do you think he's like in bed?" Natalie asked dreamily, giving me a binder full of documents to duplicate. She tilted her head towards the closed office door where our manager's boss had just disappeared into.

The sound of something smashing in the room made us both jump a little.

"Tanner Thatcher?"

"Who else?" she rolled her eyes.

Glass shattered behind closed doors and a dangerously deep voice made itself heard through the walls.

"Violent," I answered without thinking and regretted saying anything at all when her head whipped towards me, her perfect blond hair curling over her shoulders. Her lips were parted in shock.

"Excuse me?" The air was so heavy I could cut it with a knife.

"Bless you," I responded instantly, earning a small and a slight relief in the tension.

"You imagine he'd be violent in bed?" she asked, still a little nonplussed.

I shrugged and fought to keep my voice neutral. "You don't think so?" I asked, like imagining your CEO being a beast in bed was the most natural thing in the world to do. I could see it easily, his muscular hands pinning me down, face etched in concentration as he slammed into me over and over, not stopping even if I begged for it, especially if I begged for it. He'd probably love the challenge.

"I always thought he'd be really gentle," she said with a heavy sigh. "Like, super affectionate and different, you know? Since he's so intense all the time."

I wanted to tell her that personalities rarely changed in sex lives, but that wasn't completely true. Some of the most power men who visited me at night wanted to be lick my feet.

"Do you think he's into like, fifty shades stuff?" she asked quietly.

I shrugged, hoping we could graduate from the highly inappropriate discussion and talk about something - anything - else.

Something else in the office suffered his explosive wrath and I felt sorry for our manager even though I knew it was probably his fault to begin with. There had been some errors in accounting that an idiot would've noticed.

I considered telling him when I saw it, but the last time I told him about his mistake, he threatened to fire me on the spot.

What would I know? I was just a lowly assistant who barely graduated high school.

"I just think he'd be violent. I haven't really put much thought to it," I lied.

"I agree with Marie," Steve said, appearing magically behind me. He was immediately standing in my personal space like he belonged there. I nudged him away with a light shoulder bump and he chuckled before taking a respectful step back.

"Do you imagine our boss in bed, Steve?" I teased.

"All the time," he answered seriously and made an entirely inappropriate noise that made Natalie blush all the way to the roots of her hair. She stammered something about work and hurried away.

"You shouldn't tease our colleagues like that," I said, slightly reprimanding. "Especially colleagues who've been crushing on your since you started working here," I continued, narrowing my eyes. Steve was incredibly handsome and entirely too suave for his own good. He had the size and height of a stereotypical black basketball player with the personality to boot.

The sport was his entire life once upon a time. He had injured himself in a game prior to graduation. It was cruel how quickly that option was yanked from under his feet when they said he could never dunk as well as he did before. I sat with him in the hospital bed and held his head to my chest while he sobbed for the lost future. It had been his way out of poverty and debt. There were other ways out, I had assured him. Longer ways, but it wasn't not the end.

Thankfully, he did well in his studies, enough not to be kicked out even after he couldn't continue playing. The basketball scholarship meant he didn't have to worry about loans after he graduated. He just needed to adjust to the idea of not being a superstar.

When I helped him apply for work, I wasn't expecting him to show up at the place where I had been working since I graduated high school.

"Have you decided which one of the girls you're going to date?" I asked playfully, my fingers moving mechanically on the printing machine. Being the personal assistant of a man who didn't understand technology meant a lot of wasteful printing work, but it kept me busy and it paid decent money.

A shadow flashed across his face and he quickly hid it behind an easy smile. "You think Mr. Tanner would be violent in bed?" he quirked his eyebrow as he asked, deliberately sidestepping my question.

"Can you imagine him being a sub?" I asked. Yes, something in my subconscious whispered. I could imagine him naked and sweating, his fingers trembling as I tied him in chains, whip in hand to punish him, make him hurt.

Our laughter was cut short when the door opened and the devil himself walked out. Anger rolled off him in waves but even then, he was dashingly handsome. His hair fell in waves over his piercing blue eyes, his nose and jaw perfectly sculptured. He had taken his black blazer off, muscles rippling under the shirt that was a size too small.

He didn't even glance our way on the way out and I felt the temperature rise to more tolerable levels. Careful banter continued.

"Marie. I want to talk to you." My boss peeked out from his office, his face two shades darker than usual.

"Wish me luck," I flinched, knowing he was looking for an outlet for his frustration. He just had his ass handed to him by his boss and he wanted to get his balls back by yelling at someone beneath him.

Steve gave me a weak grin before walking back to his cubicle.

It was an hour before he was done accusing me of things that were nowhere near my responsibilities. I took it all quietly, occasionally humming, "yes, sir," and "I'm sorry, sir. It won't happen again, sir."

At the end of it all, I was pretty sure there was something wrong with my lipstick shade and how I contoured my cheeks.

I could probably get him for office harassment for the comment about how slutty I looked, but I didn't really want to go through the trouble of looking for another job. I was lucky to get this one to begin with. Besides, a white blouse and black skirt could hardly be considered slutty. I wondered how often the man thought of me when he touched himself.

"Drinks?" Steve asked at the end of the day that wouldn't end.

"It's Wednesday," I answered with an apologetic smile. "Rain check?"

The frown on his forehead intensified. "Are you still doing that?" he asked, the disapproval in his voice so heavy that I could smack him.

I didn't need to explain myself to him. "I'll see you tomorrow," I said, turning away.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2*: Night Jobs (Vanilla)
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Wednesdays were the only days I had to leave the safety of the pleasure house to work elsewhere.

I changed into a too-expensive blue gown that was designed by a person whose name I couldn't pronounce and put on a mask that covered the top half of my face. The gown was skin-tight and accentuated my curves, hugging me at the chest to make my breasts seem larger than they were.

The material was incredibly comfortable and I couldn't help myself from rubbing my palm down my hips as I waited. A black sedan rolled to the side of the road at precisely eight thirty pm.

"Good evening, Marie."

"Evening, John."

And that was the end of our weekly conversation. John was young and horny. When he first picked me up for his boss, he asked about my rates and promptly shut up. He couldn't afford me. Most men couldn't afford me after Madame Violet decided to up my rates to ludicrous levels. Not that I was complaining. The clients kept coming.

There were rumors about me, especially after Matt started earning his millions and told his friends that I was the secret to his success. They'd have to go through Madam Violet first, of course, but the ones who were successful offered big money for a few hours with me.

Some of them didn't even want sex.

The wealthy men in my calendar wanted me for prosperity, believing I could bring them good luck like I did for Matt. Some of them even wanted to save me. It was ridiculous, but Madame Violet said the rumors were good for business. It was good for my bank account. I went from not knowing whether I had enough money for a meal, to not knowing what to do with my newfound fortune. I kept them all in my savings account.

Madame Violet had arranged this meeting for me after a year of getting... acquainted. Matt liked to show me his new office every time he upgraded and he paid three times my usual rate to take matters elsewhere. He offered more, but I refused. I knew him before he made the right investments, back when he was just a nobody.

I enjoyed his company even before he was successful. Sometimes, he would pay me just to bounce ideas off me, or to cuddle with me in bed. He was lonely, especially after his wife left him. That woman had been trying his best to weasel back into his life now, to no success. Thank god. She really did a number on him.

Now, he suffered no lack of companionship, but he didn't think their company was sincere. It was ironic, considering how he needed to pay for my company.

He was the only client I had who didn't wear a mask because... well... he wasn't ashamed.

An hour's drive later, we were at a mostly empty office building that was headquarters to the famous venture capitalist.

"Ms. Marie," the security guard nodded at me curtly.

"Hey, Cain. Doing well?" I asked.

"Good enough," he grinned as he walked me to the elevator.

"How're the babies?"

He stumbled a little in his step, still a little unused to calling them babies. They were expecting a baby. Singular. He regained his footing a moment later. "They're keeping my wife up at night," he said a little apologetically.

"The first few months are usually the hardest," I said softly. "I hear it gets better."

He shrugged.

"Did Matt leave at all since the last time I was here?" I asked.

He shrugged. "He spends all his nights here, as far as I know."

Matt had one of the floors converted into an apartment. Home away from home, he called it, though I suspected he slept there more often than the extravagant mansion he purchased with his first big check. He had only brought me there once, but didn't like how empty and large the place was.

The elevator door opened and I showed myself to his office. For a moment, he did nothing but sat there, engrossed in his work. Then, he looked up and his entire face brightened.

"Marie," he clambered from behind the desk, jumping over it and stepping over his documents in his haste to get to me. "Friday already?" he asked. His dexterity never failed to surprise me. He moved like some sort of wild animal, graceful and quick.

"Yes," I flashed him a real smile. He was one of the few people I could call my friend. "Friday already," I echoed and gasped when he gathered me into his strong arms. He was freakishly strong. I let him lift me off the floor and twirl me around like a long lost lover.
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