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Suzanna had a
choice – exams were approaching and she needed all the study time
she could cram if she was going to finish with a good degree.
Writing up her thesis was taking longer than expected and her so
called part time job was stretching to full time 40 hours per week
just to make ends meet. Who said student life is easy? She knew
she'd have to drop the hours or the job entirely if she was going
to push through.



But she badly needed the money.



And the ad in the paper was tempting.



An offer she could barely refuse.



But it was a little scary – and embarrassing. But somehow...
Something about the job was tempting, thrilling, exhilarating.
Working on shop floors and doing part time secretarial work was as
boring as it gets.



$500 for just 2 hours work? Sure she could endure 2 hours no matter
what the work entailed?



But just what did 'Tickle Torture' entail???



Suzanna smiled, bit her lip and picked up the phone.



"I'll just tell my friends where I'll be." She thought. That way
she would be safe.



But on second thoughts – how could she tell her friends
that???



The dial tone stopped and a voice answered. The resonant voice of a
strong and well educated man. That... Somehow... Made her smile a
little more...



"I'm calling about the job." She half whispered.



"Which one?" He asked politely, with some glee in his voice that
warned her – this man likes to play... "There are many posts I have
advertised. Could you specify?" He continued.



Such a proper gentleman.



"The tickletorture job." She drawled, trying to hide the half
giggle and some odd yearning accruing in her stomach and
throat.



"Oh yes," he said cheerfully yet with a glassy resonance redolent
with authority "give me your email and I will send you details and
an address to attend. Is that alright?"



"Yes. Of course. Suzzanabanana22@berrymail.com" She smiled. The
godly voice laughed at her quirky little email address.



"That is fine, you shall receive instructions within the hour. Good
day to you." And the call ended.



Something suspicious about all this? Is it all above board? Should
I call my friends?



But she needed the money – and how the hell could she tell her
friends about a tickletorture job?



Suzanna checked her email, which detailed to her an excursion to a
beautiful villa outside the city to which she would 'be commuted
via limousine'.



Too good to be true???



She was just about to call her best friend and let her know where
she was going but... Just couldn't confess.



Something told her the risk would be worth it. Despite being
terribly ticklish.





Suzanna
approached the sleek black limo parked along the curb outside the
Old Post Office. A jolly fat black man in a black suit with white
gloves was standing cheerfully enjoying the afternoon.



"I'm here for the tickletorture job. Password is suzannabanana" She
said as instructed. Feeling a little silly about herself.



"Suzanna! Nice to meet you! Please step inside!" The jolly black
chauffeur said with spring and glee in his voice. He almost sung to
her, not spoke. Something about him put her at ease.



"You must have a good employer?" She smiled. Her question was
testing the waters for crocodiles – but something told her his
employer was good – nobody could be so happy in a bad job.



"Oh he is indeed! A wonderful man! You'll see!" The chauffeur said.
"You can call me Jeremy by the way! There is a refrigerator with
refreshments in the back, a TV, mp3 player, game console, tablet
and an e-reader with a wide selection of books. The drive will be
about 90 minutes but I'm sure you'll be comfy. The aircon is right
here." He sung cheerfully.



"Oohh!" Suzanna sung, she couldn't help it "the back of this car is
better than my apartment!" She laughed.



"Wait till you see his little house!" Jeremy laughed.



"His little house?" She queried with a smile – she now
understood that she perhaps took the best risk ever in her
life.



"He has many houses, big houses – this is just a little
retreat when he's near this city on business or pleasure." Jeremy
smiled.



Suzanna smiled and bit her lip as she settled into the plush cream
interior. The aircon was refreshing and she could stretch out
completely in the back of the vehicle. Jeremy nodded cheerfully and
shut the door.



"Just knock the window if you need anything!" Jeremy said, before
pulling the shutter. The limo pulled off – sailing smoothly like an
aircraft high in the sky. Suzanna opened the refrigerator – spoiled
for choice with food and beverages. The TV had multichannel. In the
back of a car! More channels than her home package. The game
console had plenty entertainments as did everything else. She had
to roll her eyes and laugh.





The limo
finally crunched along a gravel path and she saw a large modern
villa, with whitewashed square walls and large square windows,
below which was a swimming pool and sun loungers. Behind one of the
large windows stood a tall broad shouldered man. She could tell
merely by the silhouette he was handsome. But she was now keen to
see more. She didn't care what was going to happen to her anymore.
She knew it was going to be good – and was suddenly very eager to
get out of the limo and meet her torturer.



Her torturer!



She had to laugh to herself.



Jeremy opened the door and gleefully motioned for her to come
outside.



"The Doctor will see you now. If you just go up those steps and
enter the room to the right in the hallway." Jeremy smiled.



"The Doctor?" She smiled.



Jeremy laughed "He has an Ivy League PhD in political science and
commerce. He likes to keep his name private except to a very
few."



Suzanna had to smile in disbelief.



"It gets more interesting by the minute." She laughed.



"Oh I assure you that you are safe." Jeremy smiled "But yes indeed
he is the most interesting man you'll ever meet. Very few people
ever get to know him."



Jeremy motioned her to the house and took his leave. Suzanna
entered the hallway and took the large broad archway to her right –
there was no doorway as such. The villa inside was lofty and airy –
minimalist in design except for very unique artworks and sculptures
from around the world.



When she saw him for the first time Suzanna couldn't help but
swallow hard, her eyes locked onto his big handsome face then
darted up and down that hot toned body.



Oh God look at him. What have I let myself in for? He's so fit.
Look at the clothes! Worth more than I earn in a month and that's
the shoes alone!



Suzanna knew she was in deep trouble. Totally helpless. There was
absolutely no way on Earth could she resist a man like this – she
simply couldn't help herself or behave herself. No matter how far
he would go – even finishing inside unprotected – she would let
him. Her deepest primordial instincts overwhelmed all her moral
learning and social conditioning.



"Good afternoon." He smiled warmly; his voice was resonant,
slightly metallic, with soft undertones. That smile was designed
solely to seduce and it did. It hypnotised and magically sent
surges and tingles sparkling deep inside. Perfectly straight pearl
white teeth beset within a symmetric masculine albeit not butch jaw
line, high cheekbones and a perfect aquiline nose. Deep eyes
resonating power and knowledge. Mouse brown hair combed back in a
perfect haircut. He was some six foot of pedigree lean muscle, wide
shoulders and chest, long arms and long fingers with big hands. The
bulge in his crotch behind his black neatly pressed trousers warned
her there was plenty to give.



And she wanted all he had to give her.



"I'm here for the tickletorture job." She smiled, and suddenly had
to look to her feet as she became overwhelmed with hot flushes and
crimson blushes from the depths of her soul. She looked back up and
almost died with delight and shame when he simply raised his
eyebrows and smiled again.



"Any regrets?" He asked "Are you sure you want to carry on?"



God this evil man! Of course I want to carry on and he knows it!
He's teasing me!



"Yes." She whined, trying not to seem shy or nervous.



"Good." He smiled "I just had to be sure you consent." There was a
wicked mischief in his grin.



"You know full well I wanted to carry on." Suzanna protested, still
smiling and blushing.



"I know," he smirked "you know I'm teasing you. I love teasing
girls." He winked.



"You like to torture girls?" Suzanna asked, smirking, pursing her
lips, oddly throwing hints that she wanted no mercy and wanted much
more than a mere tickletorturing – for God's sake that won't be
enough! Not with you!



"I love torturing with pleasure." He mused, closing his eyes for a
moment before returning his gaze "I am absolutely fascinating by
the sweet agony of pleasure itself..." He said softly,
contemplating the music of his words. She could feel his passion
vibrating in the air. Those vibrations set her entire skin afire
with tingles and shocks, her nipples prickled taut as her clitoris
tightened and her inner labia were baptised and wettened from the
Holy Fire deep within.



The man carried a Magick about him.



"Will I have to take my clothes off for the role?" She asked.
Trying to be 'stern' and shy. But desperate for all that it would
entail.



"I'll take them off for you." He smirked with a wink.



"Come now," he smiled, leading her by the hand to a back room "I
hope you don't mind, it's a flat $500 rate even if we extend beyond
2 hours?"



"Not at all!" She laughed and she meant it.



Suzanna had to laugh aloud when she saw the modified bed in the
middle of the room, and other strange chairs and posts all with
handcuffs and binding ropes – including an odd array of ropes and
pulleys with some strange arrangement of belts and cufflinks
dangling from the ceiling.



It was going to be a long afternoon. But she would do anything to
have her way with this hot billionaire. All the way. No matter what
torture it took to get there.
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