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The date is May 17th, 2021, at precisely 12:44 PM.
The word 'OPEN' on the whiteboard hanging from the door swings inward, its hinges lightly tap the corner of the frame. A shimmer of white light dances from her lustrous silver heels, followed by a soft click that announces her arrival. An ankle bracelet, inscribed with the word 'Brave,' nestles against the sleek black of her shoe, visible beneath the hem of her black suit pants even after she halts her deliberate four steps. Her shoes momentarily lose their grip on the smooth brown tiles, causing her to take an unintended extra step as she approaches the service counter.

'Good afternoon. How can I serve you?' a deep voice inquires. She remains silent, her captivating blue eyes fixed intently on the coffee selections displayed on the board.

'Latte-Macchiato, please... The extra shot.'"
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It's the 25th of December, 2021, just past midnight at 00:09.

'Alright, next!' declares the man in the green-and-red knitted top, standing proudly before the twinkling Christmas tree. 'What do you call an obnoxious reindeer?'

The two women on the couch simply gaze at him, their smiles widening.

'Rude-olphv!' he bursts into laughter, and the women join in, their mirth echoing his. 'Wait, wait! There's something even better!' The man sips his wine, a playful glint in his eye. 'What do snowmen eat for breakfast?'

He pauses, allowing the anticipation to build.

'Frosted Flakes or Ice Crispies!' A touch of vibrant passion enters his voice, and the two women are momentarily stunned before erupting into loud laughter. So intense is their amusement that the blonde woman can no longer eat her cake; she sets it down, wiping tears of mirth from her eyes.

On December 25th, 2021, at 00:15, in a secluded little street in New York, the old garment factory building looms. Inside, within a long, intricate maze of dark glass walls, the red light above the door of room number ten slowly fades. A young woman emerges, blushing faintly and sighing with weariness. She slips into her thick coat, smooths her hair back from her slightly sweaty face, and a contented smile graces her lips.

Nearby, a black rope slides with a soft rasp between the bars of a rib cage, coiling with familiar, deliberate movements into a strong hand. In the gloomy light, from the corner of a shadowed gaze, a dark blue hue ignites, intently observing the woman's unsteady steps as she departs. A heavy breath escapes from lips subtly smirking, hidden beneath a gray beard.

As he reaches the counter, the blond man peers at him.

'Long night, is it?'

'I can't seem to tire of this...'

'Good. You're expected back at 2:30,' Erich states with a threatening smile.

Hey, you know... the shadows in the red hallway of the Shadow's Club continue to whisper that love changes everything...

ANGELICA

"It's August 5th, 2022, 06:10 AM, a time when the city outside still slumbers, but the elite are already in motion.

The elevator shudders to a soft halt, its polished metal doors silently gliding open, and we finally step out into the hushed, meticulously organized expanse of the executive floor. A chirpy little voice, bright and eager, slices through the morning quiet. 'Good morning, sir, madam,' Deborah, the new secretary, greets us, her youthful face alight with a fervent desire to impress. She stands poised by her sleek, minimalist desk, a picture of efficiency. 'I've left the new applications next to the laptop, sir. Mr. Taylor says he won't be back from Thailand until next week, and Catalina Everest asks you to call her as soon as possible.' Her words tumble out in a practiced, almost breathless rush.

'Looks like it's going to be a long day,' I quietly mutter, a sigh escaping my lips as Ira, his tall frame cutting a sharp silhouette, strides into the expansive, sunlit office. The first rays of dawn filter through the large windows, illuminating dust motes dancing in the pristine air.

'Probably.' Ira's deep voice rumbles, a hint of dry amusement in his tone. He gestures towards the desk, where towering stacks of paper stand like miniature monuments—at least 200 sheets, each bearing the weight of a new case or a crucial decision. 'And this is mine.' I reach for a thick, unassuming brown folder, its surface cool beneath my fingertips. My eyes quickly scan the dense legal jargon, my mind already sifting through implications, before I confidently sign the document. Ira, with effortless grace, reaches up and opens the upper window, allowing a crisp, cool breeze to sweep through the room, subtly invigorating the still air. How undeniably useful a tall man is! 'I sent you some new material yesterday,' he mutters, his gaze now distant, lost in thought.

'I suppose before we went home,' I quip, a small, knowing smile playing on my lips.

'Yes,' he affirms, settling into the plush leather of his desk chair. His fingers deftly pluck a vibrant yellow sticky note from the monitor, the name 'KATALINA' boldly scrawled across it in what must be Deborah's determined hand. The monitor, a gleaming, ultra-thin Mac, flickers to life, casting a soft glow across his focused face.

'This Deborah truly gives it her all,' I remark, my eyes flicking down to my watch. The time blazes past six. 'What time does she actually get here?'

'Rumina chose her, so she's a workaholic,' he states with a serious, almost resigned tone, his eyes fixed on the screen. Oh, right. Rumina. He reaches into a drawer, his movements precise, and pulls out a soft eyeglass cleaner. A slight frown creases his brow as he glances up at me, his two distinctive bracelets—one dark leather, the other gleaming metal—flashing briefly from beneath his sleeve as he meticulously wipes his glasses. I can't help but smile, a warmth spreading through me at his familiar intensity. 'Run through them as soon as you can. You'll have to send it to the prosecutors,' he tells me, his voice firm, leaving no room for argument.

'Yes, sir,' I reply, my smile widening, a silent acknowledgment of his authority and our shared understanding. We stare at each other for a brief, comfortable moment, and then a genuine smile lights his face. He hears these formal words a million times a day, particularly from Rumina. 'Have a nice day, Mr. Flynn,' I lean in, the subtle scent of his cologne filling my senses, and kiss him softly on the cheek.

'You too, Mrs. Flynn!' he responds, his voice a warm counterpoint to the morning's impending demands.

I leave the office, the rich scent of brewing coffee from the breakroom now reaching me, and head for the sleek, waiting lift. As I pass, Deborah, caught off guard, quickly shoves her compact makeup mirror out of sight, her cheeks flushing. She nervously smooths a stray strand of black hair behind her ears, her posture rigid, then flashes a saccharine sweet smile.

'Goodbye, madam!' she chirps, her voice a little too loud.

I'm just laughing to myself, a light, bubbling sound. Jesus, what a whirlwind of delightful trouble!"

One floor down, I glide into my office. The cool, controlled air of the corporate building embraces me as I settle into my ergonomic chair. I switch on my computer, the screen's soft glow illuminating the early morning quiet, even though it's still hours before the official start of the workday. My colleague, Roger, typically appears through the door just after seven, and from the very first glimpse of him, I can always decipher the exact nature of his previous night. I am a keen observer, a quality I cherish deeply, and it’s precisely this insight that brings me here, to this moment, to this office, today.

The digital cascade of emails begins to load, each new message a fresh demand on my attention, and I systematically click them open. A new arrival flashes:

From: PhD. G. Flynn NY L& J CEO

Addressed to: L.A. Flynn NY L& J Analyst

The email, surprisingly, is blank, only a blinking attachment icon hinting at its content. Yes, my boss, Ira, is undeniably the most unpredictable man in the world. He is stern, his commands absolute, and beneath his formidable exterior lies the most cold-blooded, calculating leader I have ever encountered. Yet, he is extraordinary, a walking masterclass from whom one can only absorb invaluable lessons.

My phone suddenly chirps, a gentle vibration against the polished wood of the desk. Logically, I begin to meticulously unpack my bag: water bottle, tissues, and then—I find it! I see a new message notification, but my gaze remains captivated by the lock screen's wallpaper. It’s him. This is the perfect face—Ira's serene expression, his sweet, slightly parted lips. A soft, involuntary sigh escapes me, a whisper of pure adoration. He sleeps like an innocent, undisturbed child. He didn't even stir, didn't catch the almost imperceptible click of the camera when I captured this intimate moment. I absolutely adore it when I can exhaust him to this level of blissful unconsciousness. We never take pictures during our private 'games,' not even afterward. But this face on him! When he is so utterly relieved, so deeply content, so truly happy.

'Good morning, madam,' Roger yawns, a deep, weary sound that echoes the long night he's clearly endured. He shuffles across the room and collapses into the chair opposite me. I lift my gaze to meet his. His hair shows early signs of graying, a distinguished silver dusting his temples, and he's firmly in his forties, yet his physique remains impressively fit. This man never allows a single stubble to mar his perfectly clean-shaven jaw. He's always impeccably neat, his suit crisp, mirroring the rigid professionalism ingrained in the company's code. He struggles visibly to move now, a stiffness in his shoulders, a slight grimace on his face. I can’t help but smile, a private, knowing amusement dancing in my eyes, because I understand the chaos that has consumed him for the past few months. After all, whatever Ann wants to conquer, she relentlessly pursues and ultimately claims. Roger is, regrettably for him, the kind of person easily swayed, effortlessly controlled. I don’t feel too much concern for him, however, because it’s glaringly obvious that Ann must have thoroughly put him through the wringer last night.

'Hello! Good morning! Bonjour! Guten Morgen!' A lively, almost aggressively cheerful voice erupts from behind me, startling me, and I spin around. Speak of the devil!

'Ann! For heaven's sake!' I practically launch myself from my desk, my chair scraping loudly. This dazzed woman is audaciously hover-boarding around the office, utterly oblivious, dressed in a pair of flimsy summer short jeans and a thin-strapped top—an outfit utterly unsuited for a professional environment, especially at this hour. She circles me with a mischievous grin, then sweeps around my desk. 'Stop it! Ira will absolutely kill you if he sees what you're doing!' I shout, my voice laced with exasperation. She responds by placing her hands on her hips, a defiant posture. 'Puff.' I exhale sharply, glaring angrily at Roger. 'You're out of your mind! How could you possibly let her in here with a hoverboard?! And in that outfit?!'

Roger just inhales a deep, defeated breath and shrugs, his shoulders slumping. That’s exactly what I'm talking about!

'Take it easy, calm down!' Ann glides towards me, a wide, disarming smile stretching across her face. Her short hair, almost white, gives her an ethereal, ageless quality, allowing her to effortlessly deny twenty of her forty-one years of maturity. Unfortunately, her current attitude undermines any attempt at a serene façade. 'The whole building is empty,' she dismisses my concerns with a wave of her hand.

'Yet!' I snap back angrily, my eyes darting to the clock. 'Ann,' I say, fixing her with a fierce gaze, and she holds my stare, an equal challenge in her own eyes. We exchange silent growls, a moment of simmering tension, then she breaks into a peal of bright laughter.

'Relax, I'm leaving. This place is as gray and stiff as the people who work here.' Her words are a playful jab.

'It's called work and internal rules!' I retort, my voice edged with irritation.

'It's Ira Grayson Flynn, baby. It's all up to the leader,' Ann declares, throwing up her hands in a gesture of mock surrender before deftly spinning the hoverboard around. 'Are you all right, by the way? Are you happy?' she asks, a genuine grin spreading across her face as she smoothly rolls towards the elevator.

'Yeah,' I respond, a noncommittal hum.

'Don't you miss the change? A new puppy, maybe a mini sadistic mistress?' She presses the elevator button, her question lingering in the air. Oh, I absolutely detest it when people talk with their backs to me!

'No, everything's perfect,' I insist, my voice flat.

Ann just laughs, a carefree sound that echoes in the quiet hallway, and then the elevator doors slide open. My crazy teacher and friend flashes me a wickedly knowing smile.

'Only Karma,' she winks, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, 'be careful with it. You get what you think.' And with that enigmatic warning, the elevator door closes, sealing her away.

Good heavens! I lean back against the desk, a frustrated huff escaping my lips. Oh, she's utterly messed with my mind with that insufferable attitude! I glare across the room at Roger, and frankly, I do not envy him in the slightest. I can't directly ask, but I strongly suspect he's not the only one in Ann's eclectic collection of conquests. Perhaps if it serves her purpose well, they'll endure each other for a while, but otherwise, I seriously doubt it. That woman will always be wild. Wild and extreme. 'Wild girl,' I muse, a small, involuntary smile playing on my lips, and then I settle back into my chair, focusing on the work ahead.

'How many new prosecutors do we have?' I ask calmly, the professional tone masking my recent distraction, as Roger continues to type, his fingers a blur on the keyboard.

'Five.' Not many, I think. Well, let's see what fresh challenges await us here. I begin to read through the files, my eyes scanning the dense legal documents, then glance at my phone. Oh, I have a message. I pick it up, the screen brightening, and unlock it.

2022. 08. 05. 06:23

Ira: My Mistress.

Hmm, a smile slowly creeps up my face, a warmth spreading through me. Well, so much for neatly separating work and personal life. Back to work, I sigh, but my concentration wavers. I know exactly why he sent me this. I grin to myself, a private, delighted secret, because it's going to be a truly long day... Barely two hours have passed. By the time we finally get home, he's going to be absolutely ablaze with desire.

[image: ]

7:07 AM

A slightly wiry hand reaches out, its fingers delicate yet firm, to open the shower faucet. Droplets of cold water initially patter onto the pristine white palm, then slowly, almost magically, the water begins to steam as it rapidly warms. A silk-like pink satin nightgown pools softly onto the cool tiled floor. On tiptoe, her tall, naked body steps gracefully, almost reverently, into the cascading warmth of the shower. Her shoulder-length blond hair quickly darkens, transforming into a rich honey color as it becomes saturated. A long, elegant hand reaches for the honey and milk shower gel, its creamy liquid dripping onto a cloud-shaped sponge.

Lifting her small chin, she begins the luxurious, foamy ritual at the delicate nape of her neck. The suds glide across her slender, slightly wide shoulders, descending between her naturally pointed breasts. The fragrant lather continues its journey, flowing down over her flat belly, tracing a path towards the lush, dark hairs of her pubic bones. She doesn't stop there. Leaning down, she meticulously cleans her long, muscular thighs, stretches her calves, then crosses her bony ankles to reach her creamy, perfectly varnished toes. After a little while, she pauses, savoring the sensation. Her hand reaches to the glass shelf, retrieving a sleek, pink razor. With familiar, confident strokes, she glides it over her legs; there is hardly any hair to begin with, a testament to her meticulous routine. She raises her arm, brushing the razor under it again, even though nothing visible remains. She takes a reflective moment, the razor held poised in her hand, then she brushes it lightly over the triangle of her pubic area, subtly emphasizing its sculpted shape.

The warm water continues to stream, a constant, comforting embrace, as she finally turns her attention to her hair. First, the rich conditioner, which she rubs slowly, deliberately, into her strands for a few moments, ensuring every follicle is nourished. Then, the invigorating citrus shampoo. She washes her hair with unhurried care, taking her time. Thoroughly, gently, the rich foam cascades slowly between her shoulder blades, down her slender waist, finally reaching her firm, athletically toned bottom. She sighs contentedly, a soft exhalation of pure relaxation, then reaches for the shower gel once more, starting the cleansing process anew, perhaps to savor the warmth a little longer.

She skillfully pulls the skin-colored tights over her hands, the fabric stretching taut, and slips her feet into them with practiced ease. With familiar, fluid movements, she smooths the tights up her legs to the base of her thighs, where she carefully adjusts the wide, pristine white lace thigh-fix. This new silicone invention provides her with complete peace of mind, eliminating any worry about embarrassing slips or rolls throughout the demanding day. A white bra clicks securely into place on her back, its delicate lace straps settling comfortably, and then lace panties rise up her legs, embracing her curves.

The wardrobe door swings open, its polished surface reflecting the dimly lit room of the early morning. Beyond it, the elegant dressing table by the window, its surface gleaming, and shelves laden with an impressive array of weighty law books. Gently, she rises onto the crisp, white back of a stiffly pressed shirt. She pulls a sleek black pencil skirt up to her waist, where she meticulously tucks the shirt in, further accentuating her toned, fit body. She hasn't buttoned her shirt yet, leaving a tantalizing glimpse of skin. Her coffee machine beeps, a gentle summons from the kitchen. She takes a light step into the kitchen, which extends invitingly off the small living room. With a sure, practiced movement, she silences the machine's insistent beep and pours a generous amount of milk into her coffee, creating a perfect creamy blend.
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08:50 AM

Angelica

Slowly, the office begins to fill, as everyone gradually arrives, their footsteps and hushed conversations echoing in the expanding space. We have already dispatched half of the morning's emails, and the first reports are expected to return soon, brimming with critical information. The elevator doors slide open, and voilà, the grand arrival of our resident blonde, Rumina. Pf! I think to myself, a critical internal scoff. How can someone possess such an impossibly perfect figure for a waist-high skirt? On me, it would surely resemble nothing more than a shapeless bag.

'Morning,' Roger and I greet her in unison, a polite, almost automated gesture, but she simply breezes past us, ignoring our acknowledgment. As always. Bitch, I think, a flash of irritation. I glance at my display again, the glowing screen showing a daunting list of cases: I've got approximately 20 more to meticulously go through.

'I'll never get to the end of this,' I sigh, the sheer volume feeling overwhelming.

'Advice,' Roger offers, his voice calm and experienced, 'don't view them by code. It just confuses you. Always sort them in chronological order.' I frown, a subtle furrowing of my brow, considering his unconventional wisdom. 'Always start with the one that's been dragging on the longest. That's usually more complicated, requiring more attention. You won't feel like slogging through long, intricate files in the afternoon, when your energy inevitably wanes.'

He makes a compelling point, and I know, with absolute certainty, that there's no better advisor in this demanding profession than years of hard-won experience.
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12:00 PM

The conference room is a study in muted power: a plush grey carpet absorbs all sound, leading to a long, imposing oval table, jet black and gleaming. At its far end stands the blonde woman, Rumina, her posture radiating an unspoken demand for attention and punctuality. Yet, the team seated around the table nervously shuffles papers, their fingers betraying their apprehension. They meticulously gather their thoughts, meticulously preparing what they have to say, for they know precisely who they are negotiating with—the woman who, at this very instant, possesses the power to dismantle all their meticulously crafted plans with a single, decisive word. She maintains a profound silence, simply folding her arms, her gaze unwavering. The prosecutor on her right begins, his voice crisp and professional. He summarizes his position succinctly and precisely, his words a carefully constructed edifice, and the head of the company he represents offers a subtle, approving nod. The woman listens to everything, her keen perception missing nothing. She keeps a watchful eye on the assistant seated next to the prosecutor, who is subtly turning the corner of a page, a tell-tale nervous habit. She notices how he begins to perspire at the prosecutor's words, and precisely how and when he takes a nervous breath.

The prosecutor finishes speaking, his voice trailing off, and he looks directly at her, awaiting her judgment. Two multinational companies have been entangled in a very serious financial dispute for six agonizing months—a relentless, draining battle. That is why this complex, high-stakes case has finally been referred to her, to this very room.

'Madam?' the prosecutor ventures, a hesitant tremor in his voice.

'How much?' she asks, her voice a low, resonant alto, a tone that commands immediate, unwavering attention. But no immediate answer comes. The prosecutor's eyes dart down to the papers, his confidence visibly faltering.

'77KM,' he finally stammers, his voice disjointed, a string of uncertain syllables. She remains unfazed, her expression unreadable. She places her long, delicate hands flat on the table, her elegant, creamy manicure a striking contrast against the dark, imposing material of the conference table. A notification flashes across her phone, a private message, and her subtle frown indicates she is far from pleased by its content.

'I'll take over the case, Mr. Hallow,' she announces, her voice cutting through the tension with icy precision, a clear, unequivocal dismissal. 'I remind you that, when you joined us, you signed a very strict code of conduct. Remember them, recall your sacred oath as a lawyer, and leave L&J. You are fired.' The words hang in the air, final and devastating. 'Don't expect a nice letter of recommendation; I just transferred the eleven million from your Vienna account back to Conrad Concord.' The young prosecutor's jaw drops, his face a mask of shock and disbelief. In stark contrast, his client's face contorts with uncontrolled rage. 'You don't want Flynn to hear about this case,' she continues, her tone laced with disdain. 'You clearly can't afford the exorbitant cost of trying to discredit the reputation of this agency. It was truly infuriating for me to witness where this case inexplicably dragged on, a case that even a novice prosecutor could reasonably have closed in a mere month,' she snorts, a sound of utter contempt. Her phone vibrates again, a soft hum that cuts through the silence. 'Then, Mr. Tollway, send me all the materials,' she commands, placing a small business card—essentially just an email address—in front of him. 'Fire your assistant. He cooperated with the prosecutor. I hope you're not on the take yourself. That would have been very bad indeed.' Her gaze guides his hesitant, graceful steps toward the door, an unspoken imperative. 'I'm waiting for your documents.' And then, she leaves.

She hears the indignant voices erupting behind her as she exits the conference room, their angry protests echoing in the lavish space. She simply waves to the impassive guard stationed at the door, a silent instruction for him to enter and tidy up the emotional wreckage, all while her phone vibrates once more in her hand.

'Yes, sir?' she answers the call, a weary sigh escaping her lips. 'Right away, sir. I'll take care of it.'

That's all. This is her realm. She knows everything, every single job-related detail, about the people working under her. Every move, every secret, every ambition—she holds it all.

12:55 PM

I gaze out into the sprawling cityscape, perched high above the urban hum. The wind whips fiercely around me, tugging at my clothes, but the panoramic vista bathed in sparkling sunshine makes every gust worthwhile. New York stretches out beneath, an immense, intricate tapestry, yet from this height, it achieves a rare, profound quietude. Only the relentless howl of the wind fills the air, mingling with the boundless blue of the sky and the sharp line of the horizon.

'Aren't you hot?' A strong, resonant voice echoes behind me, and a slow smile spreads across my face.

'If I wasn't before, I'm certainly getting hot now that you're here,' I quip, turning to meet Ira's gaze.

'Iced coffee?' He extends a condensation-beaded cup, the clinking of ice cubes a soothing sound. 'Roger said you came up for some air.'

'Yes,' I confirm, taking the cooling, bitter-sweet drink and sipping slowly. 'That case you sent me is proving quite troublesome.'

'That's precisely why I sent it to you,' he replies, leaning a casual elbow against the railing, his eyes also sweeping over the distant cityscape. The white shirt he wears billows gently around him, a soft flag in the breeze. The wind ruffles his dark, natural hair, revealing hints of its wild texture, and his bearded chin sets in a firm, resolute line. The lenses of his glasses, already dark, appear almost black under the scorching glare of the midday sun, obscuring his gaze. He possesses such a perfect profile! Of course, he's right; this level of direct intervention isn't strictly within my analyst's purview. 'Send it to a prosecutor. If he gets stuck, then you can go with him,' Ira advises, taking a long, deliberate sip of his own coffee.

I remain silent, simply drinking my coffee, the cool liquid a welcome contrast to the simmering tension within me. He glances at his watch, sips again, then straightens to his full height. I always forget how truly towering he is next to me; I feel almost childlike in comparison, a small figure beside his imposing stature.

'The break is over,' he states, his voice serious, yet a soft, almost imperceptible warmth flickers in his eyes. I smile, and he smiles back, a shared understanding passing between us. He still endures the physical constraints I've placed on him, a silent testament to his control, so it presents no real problem. He leans closer, his breath warm against my ear, and whispers, 'I am about to catch on fire.' My God, this menacing, glowing voice vibrates deep within me, igniting a primal desire that courses through my lower abdomen. Oh, yes! A delighted, anticipating smile breaks across my face, and he turns, walking purposefully towards the door, his mission now clear.

This perfect alpha, this magnificent man, moves away from me, and I want to dance with a giddy, triumphant joy, because I know that underneath that pristine white shirt, my intricate, captivating masterpiece of red rope is stretched taut against his skin, a hidden work of art.

16:30 PM

Rumina, ever the paragon of relentless efficiency, strides through the office again, files clutched firmly in her hands. She moves as if this ceaseless activity is the most natural thing in the world, utterly unbothered. After three intense meetings, she won't even flinch, her proud, almost defiant attitude perfectly maintained. Meanwhile, I can barely keep my eyes open, almost succumbing to sleep right here on my keyboard. It’s one stark difference between her and me. Lately, I wake with the first hint of dawn, while she swans in closer to nine. I go home promptly after seven; she... I won’t even speculate. I have a husband; she probably doesn't have a life beyond this office.

Hmmph, I muse, a fleeting thought dismissed. I don’t truly care about her; she’s far too high on her own self-importance for me to bother. She stomps towards the elevator once more, a fresh stack of papers and her ultra-thin laptop held firmly. So, what mysterious concoction does she consume to maintain such boundless energy and unwavering focus? Gimme some of that! I think desperately.

'If I need to go through one more case... I'm genuinely dying...' I groan aloud, my head drooping.

'From the boss,' Roger says softly, placing a rosy cup of steaming coffee in front of me. Its rich aroma immediately invigorates my senses.

'Great,' I murmur, my hand reaching for the cup, eagerly taking a long, satisfying sip.

Oh, yes... My husband truly understands what I need.

17:20 PM

As we push open the door to our home, my world immediately expands, shedding the confines of the workday. As a rule, we never discuss work once we cross this threshold. Ira's phone, however, continues its relentless ringing, a faint, persistent reminder of the world we’ve just left behind. I slip out of my heels, the soft click of them hitting the floor, and immediately, Ira’s strong arms are around me, pulling me into a warm embrace. He kisses me long and deeply on the cheek, a silent promise of what’s to come.

'I'm burning up, my mistress,' he murmurs against my skin, his voice a low, gravelly confession.

I'm sure you are, I think, a mischievous smile playing on my lips. But I'm going to...

'I want to eat,' I declare, sidestepping his unspoken need, my hunger for another kind of fulfillment rising.

Ira exhales a long, patient breath, a sound of resigned amusement, and rolls up the sleeves of his shirt, his forearms flexing, as he makes his way towards the kitchen counter.

I reach into the cupboard, my fingers closing around the familiar cool, black box. From it, I retrieve the red-strapped gag. I turn slowly towards Ira, holding it up for him to see. He hasn’t wanted to play with this particular toy these past few weeks... but tonight, honey, we're going to stretch your limits.

'Want me to silence you?' I ask, a teasing glint in my eyes. He grins, a raw, hungry expression, and then, without hesitation, kneels before me. He can’t stand the anticipation any longer. I step closer, positioning myself in front of him, and lean down, giving him a long, possessive kiss. He shuts his eyes, a soft sigh escaping his lips, surrendering to the moment. 'Stand up!' I command, my voice low and firm. And he obeys, rising swiftly as we finally make our way towards the high point of our day, our ultimate release. I begin to unbutton his shirt, a thrill of joy coursing through me, rising with each revealed button, as the first striking rhombus of the red rope artwork appears, taut against his chest.

Oh, yes! Two more buttons, revealing another diamond, and then a third, etched against his sculpted abs. My hand glides down, reaching for the button of his suit trousers, poised for release. One rhombus of the rope now perches intimately at the base of his rod, the other tightens around his testicles, a delicious, agonizing constriction. Unable to resist the overwhelming urge, I reach out and lightly touch him.

'Good boy,' I murmur, my voice husky with desire, as I grip his hot, eager tail, feeling it swell even further beneath my touch. I place a soft, lingering kiss directly in the center of the diamond formed by the ropes on his chest. His entire body shudders, a delicious tremor. 'Not yet,' I tell him, pulling away, and he squeezes his eyes shut in a silent agony as I release my grip. I swiftly take off his shirt and toss it casually onto the bed, a discarded formality. I turn around, stepping back a pace, and admire him fully, my gaze sweeping over the intricate art. Oh, yes. I tied this on him, each knot, each line, a testament to my power. I slip my finger gently under the rope at his side; it's quite tight now, pulling at his skin. 'You've been walking a lot today, haven't you?' I ask quietly, knowing the answer, and he just mumbles around the gag in his mouth.

'Yes, mistress,' he finally manages to articulate, his voice muffled. I lean close to his ear, my breath warm against his skin.

'Did you enjoy it?' He closes his eyes again, a soft hum of affirmation escaping him.

'Now I'll finish my work!' I declare, my tone playful yet decisive. I step towards the drawer, retrieve the shorter red rope, and expertly loop it. The first loop encircles his neck, a silent, firm command. He follows my every move, his eyes fixed on me, a desperate devotion in their depths. 'Hands!' I command, and instantly, his hands are placed behind his back, ready for binding. I step behind him, pressing close, and give him a possessive kiss on his shoulder. Oh, my God! I cannot resist him! These firm muscles, this warm skin, and this incredible art upon him—it’s utterly intoxicating. He shivers beneath my touch as I gently bite his shoulder, a low hiss escaping his lips. I continue threading the rope through the rhomboids on his back, down to his waist, from where it trails directly between his taut buttocks. Pulling it further, I know, would make him scream in exquisite pain, because the rope around his testicles would be the very first sensation he feels, a brutal, intense pressure.

Hmm, I muse, momentarily tempted, but I simply run my finger along the rope, testing its tension. It’s chafed enough, almost bleeding in places, a testament to its long wear. I grin, a triumphant, satisfied expression, and then firmly tie his hands together behind his back. Four meticulous loops, then a tight knot. Done!

Once again, I turn around, stepping back to admire my handiwork. Oh, my God! I am truly the happiest woman in the world. My smile is so wide, so all-encompassing, I can hardly breathe! I continue to watch this god before me, as he kneels, his body a magnificent sculpture, adorned with that beautiful, blazing grid of rope. As his muscles swell and contract, his chest heaving as he gasps for breath, he stares at me with dark, glittering eyes, eyes filled with raw longing. I playfully touch my foot to his stiff, eager rod, and his eyes sparkle even more, a deep, guttural hum vibrating in his throat. He is very close to orgasm, poised on the brink. However, he understands, intimately, that the longer the pleasure builds inside him, the more intense and explosive the eventual release becomes.

'Are you close?' I whisper, my voice thick with anticipation. I then slip my legs under his testicles, a deliberate, sensual pressure, and the air rushes out of him, his head snapping back in a gasp. His eyes narrow, and the only sound escaping his nose is a primal grunt. He has worn this perfect frame, this intricate web of rope, all day today. It stretched luxuriously, beautifully, against his exquisite body beneath his suit for more than ten hours. Hmm. Isn't it truly wonderful?! Oh, yes, I can't bear it any longer. I slowly slide my skirt down, allowing it to pool at my feet, followed by my panties and stockings. My gaze remains fixed on him, observing the way he watches me, his eyes burning with an almost feral hunger that threatens to burst forth from him.

'You'd touch me, wouldn't you?' I murmur, caressing his cheek, my touch light as a feather, then lean down, slowly licking the bullet of his gag as he bites down hard on it, a silent plea. But I cannot resist his beard any longer; oh, this magnificent chin! I bite him hungrily, a small, playful nip. His breath leaves his nose with palpable effort, and he moans, a long, drawn-out sound of pure agony and pleasure. I stick my finger under the loop of rope at the nape of his neck, feeling his entire body ignite, radiating an intense heat against my touch. I love it so much! I grab his thick hair, my fingers tangling in the dark strands, and squeeze it gently. His body trembles violently, and tears well up in his eyes, glistening, as the red rope tightens even further over his body, and he lets out another long, desperate moan.

'My mistress!' His muscular arms strain, tightening at his back, testing the bounds of their restraint. He cannot hold on any longer, his control slipping, yet he restrains himself, knowing he cannot climax without my explicit permission. He glances up at me, his eyes wide and desperate. Oh, this gaze! It turns me on completely!

'Oh, my God, Ira!' I pull the ball gag from his mouth, freeing his lips, and immediately press my own to his, kissing him deeply, passionately. 'How can you possess so much power within you?' I whisper against his lips, my own breath ragged.

'I can't hold it back anymore!' he pants desperately into my mouth, his words punctuated by frantic breaths. Breathing hard, I cup his face in my hands, my mouth still fused with his. I kiss him hungrily, wildly, a primal urge driving me. I feel the blood rushing through me again, a surging river of pure sensation. My body heats up so intensely I can physically feel it: I'm alive! I bite his mouth, a sharp, possessive nip. I need to taste his blood, and as he moans in exquisite agony, the sensation shivers down my spine, electrifying me.

My God! I breathe!

I grip his hair hard and pull his head away from mine, separating our lips. He looks at me, his eyes wide with a mixture of terror and desire. I stand up and swiftly take off my shirt, the fabric peeling away, my body still tingling with sensation. I'm still stuck in the throes of it. He stares at me with a pensive, almost dazed look. Grabbing his shoulders, I slam myself into him, spreading my legs, so hard that my knees buckle under the impact. He whimpers in pain against my mouth, a soft, broken sound.

'Tight!' I gasp, the word torn from my throat. Yes, it is. I'm in pain too, a glorious, exquisite pain, but I am utterly carried away by the god of fervor, swept into a vortex of sensation. I know I’ll have to take a pill again afterward...

'Oh, my God...' I kiss him, my lips pressing fiercely against his. I feel like a virgin all over again; he fills me so completely, burning within me like a red-hot iron, searing my very core. But I love kissing him so intensely! So much so that I never want to stop. I turn his head to the side and sink my teeth into his strong, corded neck, a possessive bite. His arms instinctively tighten at his back, constrained by the rope, and he moans painfully as I thrust against him, grinding our bodies together. I know he can’t take much more. He gasps for breath, ragged sounds escaping him, and I can feel his skin tautening, almost cracking beneath my teeth, and he hisses, stiffening inside me as he nears his climax.

'Let me cum,' he moans in anguished pleading, and I finally release his neck, pulling back slightly. I take his breath, as much as I can, consuming his desperate gasps, and lightly strangle him, just enough to heighten the sensation. I move a little, a small, teasing shift of my hips, and he shudders violently. I stop, holding him on the edge. He’s so close, utterly breathless.

'Don't hold back,' I whisper against his lips, my voice a breathy command, and he finally moves. Wildly, deeply, and fast, his body responding to my unspoken permission. He kisses me long and desperately, then he releases my lips and throws his head back, his throat exposed, a silent scream of impending ecstasy.

THIS IS IT! I tighten the rope around his neck, a final, definitive command, and he surrenders completely, his body abandoning all restraint. A tidal wave of pure ecstasy rushes over his choking, convulsing body. He stretches and shudders, every muscle taut, as he fills me, his essence pouring deep inside me. The sounds that erupt from him are raw, guttural, rising from deep within his chest—the voice of ancient animal power, unleashed. It sets me on fire, electrifies my very being, so much so that the sight of his ecstasy is seared into my soul, an indelible image. He burns me, consumes me, as he comes deep inside me, his body tensing, shuddering, and this subtle, lingering tremor carries me away into a realm of pure bliss.

The slow, lingering release of pleasure ripples through my body, a gentle aftermath. It washes away everything inside me, leaving a profound sense of emptiness and fulfillment.

'Ah,' I sigh softly, a sound of utter contentment, and I gently loosen my grip on the rope around his neck. I crave more, always more, but I feel it slowly shrinking inside me, his body returning to its resting state. He touches my face gently, his fingers tracing my jawline, and smiles, a soft, tender expression. 'Did you get out of the closing loop?' I tease, referring to the intricate binding.

'Experience... Mistress,' he murmurs softly, his voice hoarse with exertion, and he pulls me closer, kissing me softly, tenderly. He holds me securely in his arms, his head resting heavily on my shoulder. He gasps for air, a slight drool at the corner of his mouth, utterly depleted, completely letting go. I cup his sweaty face in my hands and lift his head, gazing into his eyes. 'I worship you, my mistress,' he says in a low, broken voice, and I burst with a fierce, overwhelming joy as I press my lips to his for a long, tender moment.

We have been playing these insane, exhilarating games for months now. I can never tire of him; I never will. It’s simply impossible. After all, isn't this what every man truly desires: a relationship? A perfect relationship. Ours is merely more spiced, more intense, more profound. I find myself smiling, a small, private smile. A couple of toys, a few unbreakable rules, and perfect, explosive chemistry.

Oh, God, I love this man so intensely...
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August 27th, 2022.

7:00 AM

The phone emits a long, insistent beep. A perfectly manicured hand stirs, then swings, and she shifts in bed, her body protesting the intrusion. She sleepily glances at herself in the mirror, her reflection a soft, unfocused blur. Unimpressed by the sight, but knowing this state cannot persist, she pushes back the covers and heads directly for the shower.

Five minutes later, she emerges, transformed. She deftly combs her professionally dyed blonde hair, each strand falling perfectly into place, then applies her makeup with practiced, precise movements. Creamy, cyclamen-hued lipstick is swept across her brush, a touch of subtle eyeshadow, a dash of paint—her daily costume. She steps into matte black heels, their quiet click echoing in the pristine room. Finally, she reaches for her phone. She always needs the phone... After all, she is Dr. Rumina Green, the Executive Manager of L&J, and Dr. Grayson Flynn's indispensable right hand. The concept of being 'unavailable' simply does not exist in her world. Flynn, she knows, would metaphorically execute her if she were out of reach for even a moment. She must perform at 200%, constantly, relentlessly, despite being a woman, to merely stay afloat in the brutal, demanding world of men, especially within Flynn's unforgiving legal empire.

9:00 AM

Everyone is now in the office, the subdued hum of activity filling the air. Her phone starts ringing the precise moment the elevator doors slide open.

'Good morning, sir,' she answers, her voice crisp, professional.

'I need the new Boston cases right away.' And with that sharp, succinct order, the call ends. There is no time to respond, no space for pleasantries; her boss has already hung up.

Hurrying to her office, she sweeps past Roger and Angelica's desks.

'Morning!' the two analysts simultaneously greet her, their voices a polite chorus, but Rumina ignores them again, her focus singular. As always. She pushes open her office door, strides in, and immediately begins a frantic, nervous search for documents.

'No, no! It was right here the day before yesterday!' she mutters to herself, her frustration mounting as she frantically rummages through files.

'Can I help you?' the short, brunette woman, Angelica, opens her door, her voice calm and steady. Rumina forces a tight smile.

'Morning, ma'am!' she replies, the formal address a deliberate distance.

'What are you looking for?' Angelica asks, stepping further into the doorway.

'Oh,' Rumina says, poking a perfectly curled strand of her hair, a nervous habit, 'for yesterday!' she laughs, a brittle, strained sound.

'What did Ira ask for?' Angelica begins to move towards her, a helpful gesture, but Rumina’s hand swings sharply in front of her, an emphatic 'No!' At the unexpected gesture, Angelica halts, a knowing grin spreading across her face. Rumina offers a nervous smile in return, but a hint of sarcasm underlies it. 'I can handle it!'

'I hope so!' Angelica says, pursing her lips, then turns and steps out of the office, leaving Rumina to her frantic search. But even from the hallway, Angelica can still hear Rumina's phone ringing, a persistent, demanding chime.

'Right away, sir!' Rumina calls into the receiver, her voice strained.

13:40 PM

She endures a nerve-racking job, a constant tightrope walk that has lasted for years. On top of that, two years ago, she took three months off—a decision that still weighs heavily on her, making her feel as though she constantly has to prove herself, to justify her very presence.

She stands in the brightly lit cafe, her eyes meticulously scanning the offerings displayed behind the counter: various waters, tempting cakes, an array of teas, and, of course, coffees. Espresso, doppio, piccolo latte, cortado, shot, Americano, macchiato, macchiato extra. There's no one at the counter, a rare moment of quiet. Extra macchiato, extra iced macchiato, she repeats to herself, a mental mantra, confirming her order.

Behind the counter, a door creaks open, signaling a barista's approach, and she instinctively reaches into her bag for her purse.

'The usual?' a deep, familiar voice asks, startling her slightly.

'Iced latte macchiato extra, please!' she announces, her voice clear, as she fumbles for her wallet.

The coffee machine grinds to life with a small, whirring noise, its internal mechanisms whirring. When she glances up, the waiter has his back to her, meticulously spooning sugar into a cup. She might as well be drinking from a soulless vending machine, she thinks. There is one at work, she knows, but it’s just not the same. This cafe, despite its flaws, boasts a wide selection of coffee drinks, a minor luxury. Still, she remains fiercely loyal to her divine brew. She pays with her card, the transaction swift and impersonal, and walks to her usual table, seeking its quiet solace.

Her blue eyes immediately return to her phone, already scrolling through emails, her mind already consumed by the demands of the office. There are a multitude of new cases, each a fresh challenge, and the Boston business, she notes with a frown, appears to be faltering.

'Shit,' she mutters under her breath, a rare expletive, just as her coffee is placed in front of her.

'Is there anything else I can serve you?' she hears the voice, polite and attentive, but her phone immediately rings, its screen flashing. Rebecca’s name glows on the display.

'No, thank you,' she says, waving the waiter dismissively away, her attention already elsewhere. 'Hi, sis,' she answers the call, her tone softening slightly.

'So, how's the new life in New York?' Rebecca's voice is lively, tinged with curiosity.

'Good,' she replies, taking a long, savoring sip of her coffee and closing her eyes for a moment. Hmm! The taste is pure bliss.

'Work?'

'Yes, I'm on a coffee break,' she states, her gaze falling to the green Eco cup in her hand.

'And? Boyfriend?' Rebecca's voice brightens, a playful lilt. Rumina glances out the window, her expression unreadable, remaining silent for a long moment. 'Hello? Are you there?' Rebecca presses.

'No one yet.'

'You look so pretty, and no one? Then you can just throw yourself in the trash!' Rebecca exclaims, a dramatic flourish in her tone.

'That's fine,' she sighs, a weariness seeping into her voice as she rolls her hair up on her sleeve, a nervous habit, and takes another sip of coffee. 'That's it. I don't have time to look for someone now. This coffee is divine!' She looks towards the counter, her gaze drawn to the man in the black shirt, neatly trimmed, who is animatedly explaining something to the waitress, a stack of papers in his hand.

'Is that why you suffered so much? Seriously, Rumina,' comes Rebecca's question, to which Rumina simply sighs.

'Becca. Love doesn't come at a whistle,' she retorts, turning back to the window, her voice hardening slightly. 'No matter how pretty you are. And I don't want questions. Then dismay and the sight of a drawn mouth.' She pauses, her thoughts turning inward. 'What if he wants a baby? No! Not yet. I just want to be an ordinary woman!'

'You're not!' Rebecca asserts, a hint of frustration in her voice.

'I do want to be... I want to be accepted as I am, without questions, without doubts.' She falls silent again, a long, weary sigh audible through the phone. 'Sis. To jump at Flynn's every word and perform perfectly at this giant company is not easy.'

'Rumina. You know it's impossible to get what you want, right? One. The average American lives 70 years. Half your life is slowly slipping away. Not to mention, there will be questions! At the beginning of a relationship, definitely. While you're getting in sync. You're getting into a rhythm. I swear you're like my virgin sister.'

'Almost,' Rumina laughs softly, a rare moment of genuine amusement. 'I have to go now.'

'Kisses. I'll call you later!' Rebecca chirps, and Rumina swiftly hangs up the phone, lowering her head, and subtly wiping away the tears that have welled in her eyes. The phone in her hand immediately starts ringing again, the name 'FLYNN' flashing ominously on the screen.

'Damn it!' she mutters under her breath, a flash of pure exasperation, as she glances at her watch. Her coffee break, clearly, is over. 'Yes, sir?' She answers the call, her voice instantly switching back to professional deference, and stands up. She stomps purposefully towards the door of the cafe and, with a definitive thwack, slams it shut behind her.
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RUMINA
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September 27th, 2022, L&J Headquarters

8:58 AM

I absolutely detest running. Hate to run. I truly, fundamentally hate to run! I pause abruptly at the heavy office door, my lungs burning, forcing myself to take a deep, stabilizing breath.

Whoosh! I quickly adjust my hair, smoothing errant strands, and glance at my watch, confirming the time. With a determined push, I open the frosted glass door, stepping into the sterile, cool environment of Flynn’s inner sanctum.

'Good morning, sir,' I state, my voice clipped, as the sullen figure across the room looks up, extending a demanding hand. I efficiently pass the file to Flynn, his eyes already scanning the pages. 'As far as promotions are concerned, we unfortunately lack the necessary budget,' I explain, my words clear and concise. 'We should wait another month.'

'No,' he states, his voice flat, absolute.

'Sir, there isn’t...' I begin, attempting to argue, but he cuts me off, his words a sharp, dismissive blade.

'Get it done,' he commands, and those icy eyes glare at me, magnified by the darkened lenses of his glasses. Even though I intellectually know it's merely the effect of the glass, a chilling sensation creeps down my spine. Deep breaths, I remind myself internally, struggling to maintain composure.

'I’ll see what I can do,' I concede, my voice tight.

'Find out what’s going on with the Boston team. I don’t like their current pace of work.' His tone leaves no room for negotiation.

'Sure, sir.' My response is automatic.

'Move the people,' he adds, his phrasing stark and unambiguous. In plain English, this translates to: fire anyone who doesn’t perform to his exacting standards.

'Sir?' I question, a slight tremor in my voice, but receive no answer. He simply snaps his fingers, a sharp, decisive sound that, in this context, feels like an unseen force determining people’s lives. The Boston office is small; if I dismiss staff, they will be utterly grounded, their careers potentially ruined. 'Okay,' I sigh, the resignation heavy in my chest.

'That’s all,' he announces, dismissing me with a curt nod.

God, I truly despise this man! I place my hand on the door, my fingers gripping the cool metal, and head directly for the elevator, needing to escape his presence. I exhale deeply, a long, ragged breath, and step into the analysis section, the more open, bustling environment a stark contrast to Flynn’s isolated office. My fists clench involuntarily. I glance across the room at the petite brunette seated opposite Roger; little Angelica. Another individual who seems to effortlessly dispense instructions, despite her subordinate position, even though she is an undeniably excellent analyst. I find it so difficult to interact with her. She works directly under me in the company hierarchy, yet she is married to my despicable boss, my fucking boss. I don’t even know how to properly address her. How did she manage to twist that cold-blooded bastard's head enough to marry him, to tame him?

Ah! I finally step into the relative sanctuary of my own office. Deep breath, Rumina, relax. I settle into my chair, the familiar click of the keyboard a welcome sound, and log into the system. I simply cannot shake the infuriating idea that a man like Flynn can effortlessly find himself a 'little tweet'—a delicate, seemingly uncomplicated partner—while I, Rumina, remain here, desperately awaiting some miracle, some impossibly patient individual who will accept me and be able to adapt to my complex, demanding existence.

Well, the job, instead! I plunge into the demanding tasks, seeking solace in the relentless demands of my work.

21:54 PM

I am not complaining, I tell myself, as I unlock the door to my apartment and step inside. I am, after all, the second most influential person at L&J, a figure whose word truly carries weight. I hang up my key, then kick off my stilettos, the liberation of my feet a profound relief after a grueling day.

I seriously have no life, I admit, the echo of Becca's words ringing true.

I head directly for the shower, a grim thought crossing my mind: I might as well throw myself in the trash. Catching my reflection in the mirror, I manage a small, tired smile. I have struggled my entire life, meticulously sculpting myself to look precisely like this, yet despite all the effort, all the perceived perfection, I remain utterly alone. I step into the welcoming warmth of the bathtub.

It used to be so tough, too. But now? Now the challenge lies in finding a truly reliable, unwavering someone who doesn't merely arrive, fulfill a fleeting desire, and then depart. I yearn for a presence that stays, that truly remains.

A man who understands how to genuinely take care of me, to cherish and support me.

Oh, I want so much, I realize, a heavy weight in my heart. My gaze drifts to the flickering candle on the edge of the tub, its soft light dancing. Accepting me, truly, is a tough thing to do for anyone. Closing my eyes, I sink beneath the warm water, allowing its embrace to soothe my weary muscles. Then, I reach for the familiar weight of the brown book, its cover worn from countless readings.

"Ph.D. ROBERT FERRIS: BEFORE THE PENALTY."

Only a few pages remain. All I have to do now is simply think of myself, and no one else, quietly, in the dim light, calmly. I sigh, a deep release. No pressure to comply, no lingering worry, no physical pain.

I smile, a genuine, wistful expression, as I close the book and gaze at the picture of the author on the back cover. This handsome lawyer is truly amazing! He has worked on cases that never cease to astonish and inspire me. I wonder what he’s like in his private life? His wife must adore him. He’s a genuinely handsome man, a verifiable genius. If only there were another man like him somewhere, on my intellectual and professional level, I truly wouldn’t mind.

I place the book on top of the toilet, then sink my hand under the warm, scented foam, letting my fingers slide sensually between my legs, and close my eyes, allowing myself to drift.

Oh, yes... It would be exquisitely nice to have a man like Ferris...

22:33 PM

A sudden, insistent knock. Knock? I open my eyes, startled by the strange sound, but then I hear it again, clearer this time. I slowly emerge from the water, my movements still languid, then reach for my plush robe and soft slippers. I glance at the clock in the living room; it’s past 10:30 PM. Another knock echoes through the quiet apartment. I peer through the peephole, but it's utterly black, showing nothing. Holy God, I think, a jolt of alarm. Who on earth could it be this late?

Confused and growing increasingly nervous, I begin to search frantically for some sort of self-defense device while the person outside knocks again, more loudly this time.

'Who is it?' I call out, my voice trembling slightly as I nervously grab the umbrella from its stand, its flimsy structure offering little comfort. No answer, just another series of sharp raps. My heart begins to pound, a frantic drum against my ribs, and I feel a wave of panic rising. 'Go away!' I shout, realizing with a sinking feeling that the umbrella is utterly useless against a determined intruder.

'Open the door!' A deep, commanding voice cuts through the door, and the blood instantly freezes in my veins. I immediately recognize that dominant cadence, recalling my damn boss. I am not stupid! I will never, ever let a man like that into my sanctuary, my private space!

'I’m calling the police! Go away!' I yell, my body shaking uncontrollably like jelly, water still dripping from my hair, clinging to my face. I stand here, vulnerable, in a mere bathrobe, and behind that door is a stranger, a man who demands entry. I reach for my phone, my fingers fumbling. 'I’m serious! I’m dialing!' Silence descends, thick and sudden, then a vibrant purple, shiny envelope slips under the door, a surreal sight. What is this? 'Shadow’s Hostess Club,' I read the elegant gold letters on the envelope. Hostess as in... escort? 'I never ordered anybody from there!' I shout, my voice laced with disbelief.

'Read it!' The strong voice orders again, a hint of impatience now. Shit, I growl internally, and with reluctant curiosity, I open the envelope, pulling out the contents.
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Form: NDA/02/rev.2./20200820.1 /Ref.Shadow Hostess Club /Assignments Protocol.

Congratulations!

You have won a week of adult services from Shadow’s World. In order to use this reward safely: obey! If not, the reward has the right to punish you. Nevertheless, the club will ensure your safety and guarantee an unforgettable experience.

The position of your reward is: lord. (A qualified dominant. Aware of his actions and words.) Your reward is adapting to you and your schedule. It doesn’t ask personal questions. (If it does, please let me know immediately.)

Addressing the reward: Master / Yes, master! / My lord / Sir.

The safe word for the adult service is SANGARIS.

Please circle to indicate the style of service you wish to receive / a line out to indicate not required:

Regular. Romantic. Strict.

Kinky/Perverted. Sadistic. Playful.

Circle to indicate the type of game you want to play / line out the one you don’t want:

Oral. Vaginal. Anal.

Spanking. Bondage. Use of force.

Note: Depending on your indication, the reward may use 'toys' to enhance your enjoyment and experience. The reward will ensure their integrity and their cleanness.

Make a note of the time with your name initials and signature. This is the start of the 7 days service. (Of course, you have the right to end it at any time by paying for the time of the reward.) If there are any questions regarding this service, you must raise them strictly before signing this document. Once the signed paper is returned to the possession of the reward, he reigns, you submit!

Have fun!

The Lord of the Shadow World.
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Signature, Date, Time.

I remain utterly silent, my mind reeling, as I reread the paper, the absurd words sinking in. Adult services? Let’s just say it’s very... interesting. You can even choose a sex style.

'Who sent this?' I demand, my voice strained. Becca’s just not that crazy; she knows I’m utterly unprepared for anything like this. 'Who’s this 'Lord of the Shadow World'?'

'I can’t tell you that,' comes the serious, unyielding reply from behind the door. Hmm. Sure...

'This is such complete nonsense,' I declare, my voice edged with disbelief, and shove the letter back underneath the door with a dismissive gesture. I turn around, hoping to end this bizarre encounter, but the letter slides right back in again, a defiant purple rectangle on the dark floor.

'You haven’t marked anything, and you haven’t signed it!' a strong, unwavering voice rings out. I stare in shocked disbelief at the door and the brazen purple envelope. 'Play around with the idea; you’re a grown woman. You know what you want.'

'Yeah, no, I don’t want such things!' I retort, my voice rising in frustration.

'Pay for my time!' The strong voice demands, cutting through my protest.

'Will you leave me alone then?' I ask, a desperate plea.

'I’ll leave you alone,' he promises.

'All right, fine. How much?' I turn towards my bag, preparing to pay him off.

'45 minutes,' he states.

'What?!' I exclaim, my jaw dropping.

'Following the signature, if you don’t want the service, you have
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