
  Contents

  


  Title Page

  Punished By The Billionaire Hotel Boss : My BDSM Adventure at the Berlin Travel Fair

  A free book for you!

  About the author

  Copyright


























PUNISHED BY THE BILLIONAIRE HOTEL BOSS: MY BDSM ADVENTURE AT THE BERLIN TRAVEL FAIR




Zoe Freud






PUNISHED BY THE BILLIONAIRE HOTEL BOSS : MY BDSM ADVENTURE AT THE BERLIN TRAVEL FAIR


IT ALL HAPPENED so fast. One moment, I was sitting on the edge of my bed, with my best friend Amy sitting right next to me, comforting me and reassuring me that I would somehow find the money I needed for our trip to Australia. When my car broke down a few weeks I ago, I had to use the money I’d saved up for that trip for repairing my car instead. 

And just a few hours later I was sitting on a plane to Berlin, after Amy had put in a good word for me with her father Dwain. Amy’s was a family of billionaires, since Dwain owned a whole, international hotel chain. It wasn’t the first time my friendship with Amy had resulted in some advantages somebody like me, who grew up in a normal family, just wouldn’t get otherwise.

In any case, Dwain had just been on his way to the international travel fair in Berlin—one of the biggest travel fairs in the world. But somebody in his team had messed up when they organized the trip and forgot to book hostesses for the booth. And now Dwain urgently some young, attractive, and extraverted girls to take care of the visitors at the booth. That job was the perfect match for me, and so Dwain immediately agreed to take me to Europe with him. Sure, to handle the situation that way was very expensive, since hostesses are usually sourced and hired locally, at the place where the fair takes place. But one, this was an emergency, and two, money really wasn’t a concern for Dwain. And when he could do his daughter a favor on top of it …

And so I found myself sitting in the Business Lounge of the airport, with my suitcase and a throbbing heart, waiting for Dwain. Of course, he flew Business Class. They’d bought me a Business Class ticket as well. Why, I didn’t quite understand. It would’ve been fine by me to fly Economy. But the most likely reason was that it just didn’t matter one bit to Dwain.

Suddenly, I realized that I didn’t even know what Dwain looked like. There were no pictures of him. Every once in a while, a paparazzo would try their luck on him, but as Amy had told me, Dwain was always surrounded by his bodyguards, who made it clear in a friendly but firm manner, to anyone trying to take pictures of him, that Mr. Corrington—that was his last name—didn’t appreciate this. So I could only hope that Amy had shown him a picture of me, so he would recognize me.

But as it turned out, that wasn’t necessary: when Dwain entered the business lounge, I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that it was him: the naturally confident manner in which he moved and the vibe that he gave off, a vibe that reflected a natural expectation of getting whatever he wanted in any situation, didn’t leave any room for doubts. And then of course, there were the two bodyguards next to him. 

Stone-faced, he looked around the room and I held my breath when his gaze settled on me. His steel-gray eyes looked me up and down and suddenly I felt like I was shrinking under his strict eyes. Not only, because I felt hopelessly inferior compared to him and his wealth and power.

No, but also, because he looked impeccable: his dark hair was graying at his temples—he might have been in in his mid-forties—and his facial features were just as sharp as the look in his eyes. You definitely did not want this man as your enemy! He wore a dark-gray suit that fit him like a second skin. And he was tall—standing two heads above me, I estimated.

With no hurry, he approached me, and instinctively I rose to my feet, like a fifth grader at a highschool one hundred years ago.

“You’re Sarah.” He didn't ask a question, he made a statement. 

My reply came out quietly and in a croaking voice while I looked up at him from below. I cleared my throat, repeated my “Yes, Mr. Corrington” a little louder and nodded eagerly. My heart was beating hard as I waited for him to say something else.

He took his time with his reply, as he looked me up and down once again.

“Amy was right: you’re pretty,” he stated matter-of-factly. “We can definitely use you. That is, if you’re able to speak more than three words.”

I laughed nervously and stammered some confusing response, trying to say that approaching people wasn’t any problem for me. I listened to myself talking and trailed off after a while in shame. What the hell was I blabbering on about?

Dwain exchanged a quizzical look with one of his bodyguards. Then he looked back at me, looked me up and down a third time, and shrugged.

“I guess you’ll handle it somehow. It’s too late to find someone else now, anyway.”

And with that he turned and started towards the gate for our flight. It took me a few moments until I realized that I’d better follow him. I felt like a fifth wheel as I trailed the group consisting of Dwain and his two bodyguards.

But only a few minutes later, as I was sitting on the plane just a few rows behind Dwain, my legs propped up in my luxurious seat, looking down at the Atlantic from above and ordering a few snacks and a refreshing drink for myself, that feeling had left me again. It would be an amazing, exciting weekend, and when I’d return, I’d have enough money for my trip to Australia with Amy. And who knows? Maybe I’d even experience a little erotic adventure. I was young and single, so why not?


* * *


A gorgeous limousine adorned with the logo of Corrington Hotels picked us up. The hotel to which it then took us was huge and sat smack-dab on the Kurfürstendamm, Berlin’s most famous strip mall. I’d  never seen a hotel this luxurious in my entire life. They had everything: a restaurant, a swimming pool, a fitness room, a bar, and even a disco. ‘Well, I’m certainly going to check out that bar and the disco tonight,’ I thought by myself.

But first, I wanted to freshen myself up after the long flight. I threw the hostess outfit that somebody from the hotel had dropped off at my room carelessly onto the dresser without even looking at it. 

A few minutes later, as I stood in the shower and savored the feeling of the warm, pleasantly soft water on my skin, I couldn’t think of anything else but Dwain, and what he might be thinking of me. He hadn’t said a single word to me throughout the flight, or later on our way from the airport to the hotel. Most of the time, he’d sat hunched over his laptop, working. Sure, I hadn’t given him my best first impression. But that wasn’t the way I really was, he had simply intimidated me.

The longer I thought about it, the clearer my wish to talk to him again began to form, to show him my real personality—now that I was prepared for him. But if I wanted to do that, I’d better do it soon, since the fair was already opening tomorrow. On top of that, I owed Amy. I couldn’t let Dwain under the assumption that his daughter had recommended somebody who just wasn’t cut out for a job as a hostess! And so, immediately after blow-drying my hair and putting on make-up, I took the elevator to the ground floor of the hotel. If Amy could be trusted in this regard, there was a good chance I’d find Dwain at the bar. Before a fair, he liked to have one or two drinks, and then go to bed early.

But down at the bar, Dwain was nowhere to be found. Disappointed, I sat down on a bar stool. Immediately, the barkeeper turned to me and handed me the drinks menu. I made a defensive gesture, refusing the menu.

“So you don’t want a drink?” he asked surprised and raised an eyebrow.

“Well, I want one, but I’m only twenty.”

The barkeeper’s face lightened up. “Oh, I get it! So you’re American?”

I nodded.

“Well, here in Germany, your age isn’t an issue. You can have a cocktail if you’re older than eighteen.”

“Really?” I looked at him, amazed. I hadn’t thought about that at all! I’d never drunk alcohol in my life, but I’d often wondered what it might taste like.

“Really.” The barkeeper confirmed with a smile. Then he looked around conspiratively and leaned across the bar toward me. “And if you want to, you can even get hard liquor.” 

He winked at me and held out the drinks menu again.

“So, do you want one? Or rather something without alcohol?”

“No, I’d love to try a cocktail,” I said with a smile. 

My mood became better by the second. What other new things would I experience here? I opened the menu and found myself confronted with an overwhelming choice of cocktails: vodka cocktails, rum cocktails, tequila cocktails, cocktails with cream, juice, or with ingredients I never even heard of. Helplessly, I looked at the barkeeper who waited patiently to take my order.

“Do you need help?” he asked kindly and smiled at me.

“What would you recommend to someone who’s never had a cocktail before?”

“Well, in that case I’d recommend something light and fruity. Give me a minute, I’ll mix you something which I’m sure you’ll like.”

He got to work and only a few moments later he placed a colorful, delicious-looking drink in front of me.

The barkeeper nodded encouragingly. “Try it!”

Carefully, I sucked on the straw and immediately I felt the explosion of a veritable symphony of tastes on my tongue, made from pineapple, passion fruit, citrus, and a pleasantly tart taste I didn’t recognize. Surprised, I let the straw slide out of my mouth and stared, dumbfounded, at my drink at first, then at the barkeeper, and then back at the drink.

“Don’t you like it?” he asked with a concerned look on his face.

I shook my head vigorously. “I do! It tastes like… well, it’s the most delicious thing I ever drank.” 

I emptied the rest of the glass in a single, long gulp, as the barkeeper looked on, laughing.

“One more?” he asked at last and I nodded and slid my glass over to him. He mixed me the same drink again, and in no time, I’d emptied that one as well.

After a while, I realized that I’d needed to use the bathroom soon. But when I got up from my stool, the world around me suddenly turned blurry and shaky, and I grabbed the top of the bar so as not to fall over. Was I getting drunk? I had no idea, what that felt like. But I’d only had two cocktails! And they’d tasted so sweet, there couldn’t have been much alcohol in them, could it?

The shaking and blurring felt very unpleasant, so I decided to put off going to the bathroom for a while. Instead, I remained at the bar and ordered another cocktail. That one would be the last one, I swore by myself. 

I emptied it way too fast, as I realized that I had to go really urgently. So I wanted to return to my room as quickly as possible. How I then made it back
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