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"You've enrolled me
in what? Are you
insane?"

Estelle rolled her eyes and clenched
her thighs together in a vain effort to stop the rush of hot
arousal trickling down her inner thigh. She'd felt deliciously
wicked, foregoing underwear today. It had given her a secret thrill
to sit in this morning's interminably boring meeting knowing she
was bare-assed under her sensible A-line skirt. It was decidedly
uncomfortable and embarrassing now. Her mind had wandered during
that meeting, imagining she was under orders from her Dom, who
would fuck her fast and hard on her desk, when her boss had gone
out to lunch.

No Dom had appeared, alas.
She hadn't figured out a magic spell to conjure the Dom of her
dreams out her favorite BDSM novel. No, instead she'd found a Skype
message from her best friend Neeve with orders to click on a link.
With one flick of her finger, she'd been taken to her newly created
profile on a kink dating site. The pictures in the side banner
of findurkink.com alone had pitched her arousal sky high. Not to mention the
three messages from someone called Ink, each one more explicit than
the next.

Apparently he'd taken her silence as
assent, and she was scheduled for a private, live chat in five
minutes.

Shit, five
minutes!

"Neeve! I know you're there. What the
fuck have you done?"

Estelle typed feverishly, not daring
to examine why she didn't just click out of that site. Instead she
found herself perusing Ink's on-line profile, and she gulped. No
picture, sadly, but he was an exploration facilitator, whatever the
hell that meant.

His list of credentials was
impressive. Her clit clenched, and her heart rate sped up, reading
that fire play and knife play were his specialty. Not that her
fantasies went that far, but if he was good at that, then no doubt
he was an expert at the rest, too.

Oh shit, three
minutes!

"Neeve, stop messing about. What is
this?"

A laughing emoticon appeared in the
Skype box, followed by a mooning one.

"Neeve, really, this isn't funny. What
did you do?" Oh she was going to strangle her. Neeve was known for
her practical jokes, but this was a step too far, even for her. Her
computer pinged, and Estelle jumped as a private chat screen popped
up.

She stared at the empty
speech bubble as though it was a poisonous snake ready to bite her
hand off. Skype beeped at her, and she jumped again.
Shit, this was
ridiculous; she was as jumpy as a cat on a hot tin roof.

"Just go with it. I've checked it out.
He's the best facilitator they have. I know you want this, and
you'd never do it by yourself, so consider it a late birthday
present. You need to get fucked, good and proper, and get your
silly girl crush on your boss out of your head. Just one thing.
Don't piss him off. Word has it, this Ink is …
inventive."

And just like that Neeve was gone.
Estelle wiped her sweaty hands on her skirt and willed her
breathing to slow down. Trust Neeve – she never should have
confided her deepest, darkest fantasies to her. Estelle still
wasn't sure what had made her admit it. Finding out that her boss
was finally divorced had shaken her. It meant he was free, and she
could do something about her fevered imaginings. In typical Neeve
fashion she'd suggested tying Estelle to his desk to get his
attention. After all, rumor had it that his ex-wife and he had been
into kink big time. Estelle had no experience to speak of in that
field.

She recalled Neeve's ominous response
that night only too well now. "Well, we'll have to do something
about that."

Her computer pinged again, and
Estelle's heart stopped for an instant, before it turned into a
jackhammer. He was there, this Ink.

Oh good God, am I really
doing this?

"Punctual, I like it. Have you
followed orders?"

Orders, what
orders?

"I asked you a question. I expect an
answer!"

"Err, what orders?"

Nerves settled in
Estelle's stomach like lead as she waited for his reply. Maybe she
should have paid more attention to the fine print off the
site. Damn Neeve. She could have given me
some warning. But even as she thought
that, she was honest enough to admit to herself, that she would
never have logged on. Why wasn't he replying? Had she blown it
before she even started?

"Who is this?"

The words mocked her, and her fingers
shook when she typed her reply.

"I'm, well, I'm Estelle, but I didn’t
read any orders, sorry."

Again the silence was deafening. Well,
as deafening as a pc screen could be.

"I'm sorry." Why did she feel the need
to apologize? This was ridiculous. She wasn't a child. She didn't
need his approval.

"Actually, no, I'm not sorry. I didn't
even know about this, until my friend sent me the link. She signed
me up you see. So, if you sent any orders, then, well I didn't see
them." She paused, biting her lip nervously. "And I'm not sure I
would follow orders, even if I had seen them."

There, that wasn't so hard to
type.

"I see."

Again there was an unsettling silence,
but come what may, Estelle couldn't just click out. So she
waited.

"Why would your friend sign you up to
this site?"

"Well, she…she …"

Could she really tell a complete
stranger her fantasies?

"Yes? Tell me. Whatever you say will
stay between the two of us. If you read the rules, you'd know
that."

Okay, here went nothing.

"You have read the rules at
least?"

"I skimmed them,"

"Thank you for your honesty, Estelle.
That really is the most important rule, followed by
confidentiality. So, your friend signed you up
because…?"

She imagined him sitting there, one
eyebrow raised, waiting for her reply. What did he look like, she
wondered. Unbidden an image of her boss swam in front of her mind.
Nathan Fielding was six foot four of pure muscle expertly hidden
under his tailored business suits. Close cropped hair, warm auburn
eyes, strong jaw, full lips and adorable steel rimmed glasses that
always ended up at the bottom of his nose and made Estelle's
fingers itch to swipe them off him. Not to mention strong, large
hands and a deep, gravelly voice to die for. Just thinking about
that voice of his had more of her juices flow out of her pussy, and
Estelle swore. She would leave a fucking stain on the cloth of her
office chair at this rate. How the hell was she going to explain
that?

"Answer me, Estelle, or I finish this
now, and your membership will be revoked immediately."

The cursor blinked impatiently at her,
yet she couldn't get her fingers to move.

"Good bye, Estelle, it was nice
speaking to you."

No, he couldn't leave, not now. What
could she say to get his attention?

"I'm not wearing any
underwear!"

He didn't respond. But he didn't leave
either. After a small eternity that blasted cursor
moved.

"You were going to tell me why your
friend signed you up, Estelle."

What? She just told him she was going commando, and he didn't react
to that at all? Sheesh, she would never understand men.

"Now would be a good time to tell you
that I do not like waiting. If I ask you a question, I expect an
immediate answer. I give you five seconds before I add to your
punishment."

Shit, that didn't sound good. Estelle's fingers flew over the
keyboard.

" Fine, have it your way. She signed
me up, because I … I." Estelle took a deep fortifying breath.
"Because I want to learn how to submit. I think, I mean, I hope
that's what I need to… well you know."

"To what, Estelle? If you can't type
the words to an impersonal computer screen, how do you expect to be
able to tell me in person?"

"In person?"

Her pussy clamped down in fevered
anticipation of imagining such a meeting, and she bit back a
groan.

"Yes, this is just an introduction. I
prefer to meet in person, if I feel the lady warrants it. Are your
thighs growing wet with your juices, imagining such a meeting,
Estelle? Is your cunt clenching in anticipation? Are you wondering
what I will do to you when we meet?"

"Yes…."

Her fingers typed the words of their
own volition. Oh Jesus, she was really doing this, here in the
office. The little clock in the corner of her pc screen confirmed
that her boss would be back any minute now. Faint voices reached
her from the corridor, as the office workers slowly filtered back
into the building at the end of the lunch hour. Anyone could walk
in and see what she was doing. The site colors weren't exactly
subtle.

"Good girl. Now touch yourself for me.
Spread your legs and sink your fingers into your cunt. Are you
doing that, Estelle?"

"Yes…"

One hand gripped the side of her desk,
and the other found her wet folds. She bit back the moan as her
body responded instantly.

"Good girl, now rub yourself for me,
just enough to have you climbing, do you hear? I do not give you
permission to come yet."

Estelle whimpered her need as her
fingers rubbed her clitoris. The fear of discovery heightened her
senses, and her pussy spasmed as her body climbed. Sweat broke out
on her forehead, and she panted her arousal. The pc screen blurred,
and she scooted her ass forward and spread her legs wider. Her
movements grew faster and more urgent, as she waited for that
blasted cursor to move.

"Are you close, Estelle?"

"Yeeeessss."

Nathan Fielding's deep
voice just outside the office door broke through Estelle's climbing
pleasure, and she froze. Shit, shit,
shit.

She just had time to remove her
fingers and sit up straight, before he was behind her. She slammed
her laptop shut and forced a smile on her face, as he appeared next
to her. Puzzled brown eyes sought hers, and she wanted the ground
to swallow her up when his nostrils flared and his eyes seemed to
zero on her nipples straining against the flimsy fabric of her
bra.

"Are you quite allright, Estelle? You
seem a bit flushed."

"I…I'm fine thank
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