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The first lash of the whip hits her right across her tail and she cries out, hands moving back instinctively to cover her ass with both hands. 

He tsk'ed. "Do you remember what we said?" 

There's no 'we' in his decisions. She shakes her head. "Hurts," she whispers. 

"It'll hurt at first. And then it'll start to feel good. Why don't I tie your wrists up? It'll make it harder to move." 

She doesn't want him to tie her up. She doesn't even want him to hit her again. But then, she also doesn't want a lot of thing and she's not sure what he would do if she says no to this. She nods, feeling entirely out of her depth as he takes the straps from the cross and tugs it to her wrists. He ties it taut enough to hurt. "It's too tight," she whines, feeling embarrassed for voicing out the second she does. 

"It's meant to be tight," he tells her and does the same thing with her left wrist, wrapping the leather strap so hard around her wrist that she can barely move. She supposes that's the whole point? 

Satisfied by how she's unable to move, he rolls the handle of the flogger in his hand for a moment and then strikes again, hitting her ass this time. 

The second hit is light, not as painful as the first time. She wonders, briefly, if he had done it deliberately so he could have an excuse to tie her up. The third hit banishes the thought. The whip  hits her right below her ass, spreading a light wash of pain over her thigh. Her breath hitches a little, but she doesn't respond otherwise. 

He aims the fourth hit on her back, right above her tail. The fifth, sixth, and seventh cover her upper back with a flush. He stops and inspects his handiwork with his palm, his hand warm against skin that feels like it's burning. 

"Beautiful," he says. 

She doesn't think the pain is beautiful, but it's calming in a way too, to not be the one in charge. She closes her eyes. All she has to do is stand there and take it. She can do that. 

"More then," he says, not really asking permission. 

She answers regardless. "Yes, sir." 

She loses count as he continues hitting her across her back. The pain is jolting and surprising, each one no more or less painful than the previous. She finds herself tensing more as he continues. Her back feels like it's on fire, every lash forcing her to hiss out through clenched teeth. She is pulling at the straps holding her up when each lash connects against her flesh, the pain so visceral that she can't help but react. 

Her wrists are beginning to ache from the combination of how tightly he had her strapped up and how much she's struggling. 

Her eyes close and she feels herself growing wet in spite of the pain. Or is it because of the pain? She can't really tell anymore. Five more hits, evenly spaced so that she can count an interval of five seconds in between each lash. There's a quiver on her muscles and when he presses his palm to her back, she makes a strangled sound in the back of her throat.
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Chapter One: ​​Under-qualified & Over-worked
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Kristine has been on her feet for the better part of the day and would have forgotten about meals completely if not for the embarrassing sound her stomach makes when she finally sinks into her chair with a sigh. 

She pulls open her drawer and prays that nobody has stolen the sandwich she had packed for lunch that morning. It's still there. A little soggy, but still edible. The taste of mayonnaise and ketchup chases away the gurgling hunger. She looks around to make sure that she's alone before retrieving the carrot in the pack. She loves carrots but doesn't want to perpetuate the stereotype. She's a Rabbit shifter, not an actual rabbit. Not that it means her colleagues would take her seriously. 

They didn't even bother to hide their disappointment when they saw her for the first time and she wasn't wearing a sexy dress. She's partial to long-sleeve blouses with collars and black slacks. Her outfit is just different colored blouses of the same design and six parts of black slacks. They're both comfortable and professional.

There's a stereotype about Rabbit Shifters that's not exactly incorrect. Rabbit shifters love sex, is incredibly sexual, and would do anything to be bred. At eighteen-years-old, Kristine is very much still a virgin. She's not interested in sex for the sake of it and she's seen easy it is for her siblings to get accidentally pregnant. Most of them are married with children already. Her male siblings aren't any better, fucking through the city like it's their main profession. 

It's easy to forget that they're as human as every other shifter and there are exceptions to the rule. Kristine is one of those exceptions. Unlike many of her fellow rabbit shifters, she wants more than a life in sexual servitude. Just because her shifter species is exceptionally good at sex, doesn't mean she can't be good at something else. 

So, she throws herself into her work, not wanting them to have any excuse to look down on her. Not literally, of course. She's fairly short, so technically, everyone has to look down to see her. It's awful. She tried heels once upon a time, but they're uncomfortable and she almost fell down three times getting from one end of the shop to the other. 

The only thing she looks forward to are the interactions she has with the CEO. She still smiles at the first time she called him from the office phone. 

"Good morning, Mr. Hunter." 

"Who's this?" 

"Kristine. I'm your new PA. I've received an email here updating me that the meeting will be finished in an hour. I've hired a car to pick you up from the office to bring you to the hotel. Please inform me when you're at the exit so I may tell the man to drive up. Would you be fine with flying to the next meeting tonight, sir?" 

There's nothing but static from the other end. 

"Sir?" She glances at the phone, making sure it's working and she hasn't accidentally disconnected the man. 

"Kristine, is it?" he asks. He has a great voice, deep and almost musical, going straight to her bones. 

"Yes, sir," she responds, sitting up straighter even though she knows he can't see her. 

"You've gotten a car for me already?" he asks. 

"Yes, sir. It should be waiting for you at the parking lot. Once you give the word, I will have the driver pull up to the entrance," she finds herself repeating and then begins to doubt herself. Has she overreached? The last person she worked with quite enjoyed how she managed to get him from one place to another without having to raise a finger. Then again, maybe Hunter is used to doing things on his own. 

His chuckles break into her thoughts and she focuses on him. "That's remarkable. Where were you ten years ago?" 

She feels warmed all over by the praise. Ten years ago, she would have been eight and in school. Still, no harm leaving him in the dark about her age. She's already treated like a child by most of his employees. "Should I book the flight for tonight?" she asks instead of whining about how her work isn't appreciated here. 

"Of course," he laughs. "I'll see you when I get back." 

"That would be three weeks from now, sir," she tells him woefully. 

"What? I thought it was two." 

"You had two meetings that are planned concurrently. Unless someone has invented a teleportation device that allows you to travel from Japan to Korea in-" she checks back her notes. "Two hours and fifteen minutes, I'm afraid you won't be able to handle both. The average flight duration from Seoul to Tokyo is two hours and thirty one minutes. In any case, I have rescheduled the meeting with the partners in Korea. Thankfully, there has been some sort of delay on their end too, so we can just blame it on them." She smiles a little at the end. They were quite lucky in that regard. She read somewhere that Koreans do not deal with tardiness well. 

She waits for him to catch up with all the information. "You're a godsend- What was your name again?" 

"Kristine, sir," she murmurs. 

"Kristine," he says, rolling her name in his tongue in a way that shouldn't be as seductive as it is over the phone, but he manages to make it vulgar somehow. 

She tries to focus on the information on the screen. "Yes, sir?" 

He sounds like he's about to say something, but there's a murmuring in the background and his next words as distracted. "Email me the information. I'll talk to you tomorrow."

"Alright-" She hears the phone click before she manages to finish and sits in silence for a whole two minutes, waiting for her heartbeat to get under control. 

She knows Erik Hunter only from the magazine spreads he appears in occasionally. He's a famous man. A self-made millionaire who is famous for innovating apps that become viral sensations. He does most of the things on his own and was known for doing everything on his own. Nowadays, he has a team to help speed up the process. He takes projects from companies to keep himself busy. It's what he's doing now, seeing companies and working with them to find out what sort of app he could come up with to make their work easier. 

It's fascinating. 

It could also be why the men are so free. They're waiting for their boss to return with further instruction. Like schoolchildren, she thinks woefully. If they could find work on their own here, then Hunter would not have to be the only one doing the legwork. 

She has a feeling he only keeps them to do the parts of the job that he doesn't enjoy. 

The three weeks continue like this, with her calling Hunter first thing every morning to report on his schedule for the rest of the day and keep him updated on the work that is being done here. There are only a few easy projects that should have been completed weeks before she arrived, but the men seem to be taking their sweet time getting to it. Probably because there's no one to monitor their progress. 

There's supposed to be someone else in charge when he's not around. Jack. From what she had gathered, there had been some sort of falling out between the two men and now neither of them are on speaking terms and Jack is missing. 

She doesn't look too much into it since Jack's name doesn't appear anywhere on the company's logs. As far as she can tell, he's not part of the company and therefore, irrelevant to her responsibilities.

The others whisper about him sometimes, however. She doesn't pay much mind to the gossip going on in the office. There's too much work to catch up on. 

She finishes her sandwich a little before seven and goes back to handling the reports in her computer. The computer's home screen is the messiest thing she has ever set eyes on. The main display is hidden behind shortcuts that has covered the entire screen. She had spent the better part of her first week figuring out what each folder contains before focusing on the contents and putting them in the appropriate folders. 

Work hours was supposed to end an hour ago. Or it would have if everyone in their department are doing the work they're supposed to. 

She knows that hiring her had been a gamble. She came highly recommended because of a volunteering work she had done for a different company during one of her summer holidays. She's supposed to work here for a year and if her performance is good, they will sponsor her degree in a University of her choosing. At least, that's what the hiring manager had told her. It will be a gamble on her end as well. It's not written in the contracts, but the owner of the company, Erik Hunter, is known for his generosity and backs several scholarship programs. 

An orphan like her would never be able to get a loan. It's her only chance at a higher education. 

She just wasn't prepared for her predecessor to be so bad at the job. Meetings clash with one another, budgets are ignored, and reports are unfinished with deadlines that are impossible to meet with them being ignored for so long. 

Not only is professionalism not expected from someone in her position, it is downright scoffed. Most of her colleagues treat her work as a job, circling around behind her desk to see what she's working on the screen. Thankfully, none of the work she does is in any way interesting, so they wander of quickly. 

That's not to say they don't keep coming back with inane ways to start conversations with her. Asking about things that are either too personal or completely irrelevant. She gets asked about the weather five times on a good day. When that fails, she gets assigned menial tasks. It's exhausting. 

She is supposed to be the CEO's personal assistant. Instead, her colleagues there treat her like a walking photocopy machine, asking her to print out documents from their desks and make coffee that is too sweet and in no way good for anyone's health.

Forced to pick up not only her new responsibilities, but evidently also the responsibilities her predecessor has straddled her with, she spends all day on her feet and then all evening arranging the calendar and finishing up the reports in a way that makes actual sense.

She had never been so tempted to accidentally burn an entire floor down before. 

To make matters worse, she hasn't actually met the man in charge. A part of her is hoping that things will be less chaotic once the boss returns. After all, most workers would like to put on a hardworking front when the person responsible for their salaries are in sight. 
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