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Chapter 1: The Breaking of a Fateful Arrangement 
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Excitement has turned into a crestfallen glum. 

“What do you mean you’re dropping me?” 

“After our last session I just don’t think this arrangement is healthy for either of us. So, I’m ending it.” He’s using his firm voice, the one usually reserved for behind closed doors. The one that means his words should not be questioned, that the order is definite, and nothing I do can change his mind—except maybe to increase my punishment later if I defy anyway. Except this time there will be no more... well anything. 

“Davie, if it’s because I used my word I’m sorry but you can’t just break—”

“No. There are no arguments to be made here. Our arrangement is over.” 

“But you’ve been my sir for three years?” Confused, I say it like a question.

In the background of his call I hear a high-pitched voice, a woman as far as I can tell, and she’s giggling. 

She says something like get back in bed, hot stuff. 

He puts his hand over the phone mic, though I can still kind of hear him when he says back, I’ll be in with drinks in a second, love, just be patient for me. 

She giggles again, you better! She teases. 

When the mic shifts again and the background noise of the TV running some cooking program becomes clearer, I know she’s left the room and he’s turned the volume up. I blink to myself, realization dawning on me. Oh, he must have gotten a serious girlfriend. 

Or a new client. 

“You’re a good sub, Alice, you’ll find another dom in no time.” 

“Thank you...” I stop before I say sir. Not wanting to leave things on a bad note, I try to keep the emotion out of my voice as I continue, “Well congratulations on finding a girl, she sounds nice.” 

“It could have been you; you know.” David reminds me. 

I’d be madder at him if his sultry voice didn’t have that thick London accent. If I couldn’t remember what that sly tongue of his feels like, or the thick of his burly arms and how they curl around my body when I spasm and cum too many times on his damn machines and toys. Because I know that while he might say that as easily as some people sigh, he didn’t mean it. It was because we’d kept our relationship professional that our arrangement had lasted as long as it did. 

I knew what David did to the flings he kept on a rotating schedule in his life. If this one was lucky, she’d be in his bed two weeks before he got bored again. But hey, maybe she was his forever. It wasn’t my business now anyway. 

Still, those words sear my pride. No, I never thought I’d be his forever either. But I did think that if he was ever done with me, I’d get more than a twelve-hour notice before our next appointment that I was never going to see him again. That probably made me foolish. Really, I should’ve known better...

My voice wavers. “Well, do you still want payment for last week’s session?” 

“No, love, don’t worry about it. We didn’t finish anyway.” 

Maybe the new girlfriend was rich, that could explain this too. 

“So, it’s goodbye then.” 

“Yes, I’m glad you understand.” God, I can almost hear him smiling. “Goodbye.” 

And just like that the call is over. 

What a way to start the day, and I haven’t even had my morning coffee....

...

I try to go about my days like everything is normal. And at first, I do a good job of it. As far as anyone in my job is concerned, my personal life is the same as ever. Which means boring. 

It’s driving me crazy. 

David lied to me, or maybe he went as far as to sabotage me, because I was having no luck finding a new dom to work with that fit my needs and schedule. Nor did I have the time or energy to find a “real” boyfriend, let alone one who’d be willing and able to do what I needed them to do, which was difficult to ask for and harder to learn how to do right. 

My job required a lot of time, and mental fortitude. The kind it takes to remember long lists of often tedious tasks which fell on me, as a secretary at a Fortune 500 level corporation, to complete. If my work wasn’t done correctly, and I didn’t ensure that everyone else’s work was just as perfect as mine, it reflected poorly on the company and my Boss—whose stature and work I respected immensely. 

I had to be endlessly reliable and pleasant. A bottomless pit of helpfulness. And usually I was very good at that. In fact, I was one of the best in the world, which I knew because I’d won the last three annual Best Secretary of the Year awards which were hung with pride behind my desk. I was dedicated to my job, or maybe just to my boss, though it was hard to separate the two. 

Silas Worth was the Boss, in charge of Xcross Tech. He was a man who was born into money, but also into talent. With the help of his father’s backing, he’d launched his first successful technology company when he was in his early twenties, which helped to revolutionize the way computers shared bandwidth in order to maximize network capabilities without overloading the pre-existing systems, fixing a flaw which before prevented large numbers of individuals from accessing the same network at once. And all without hardware upgrades. 

It was an innovation everyone needed, from small town hotels, to government facilities, and so with his first success he’d gained financial freedom and set out to start two more companies over the next ten years centering on manufacturing hardware like computer chips and more mundane parts. Now he spent most of his time managing the assets he had, and expanding the influence of his hard-and-software’s to new markets as a business owner instead of an inventor. Though even as a CEO I often argued with him that his practices were exceedingly innovative, compliments he never seemed to take seriously.

Most people did not care about the Boss because of the wonderfully helpful things he made or the easy efficiency in the way he did everything—which I suspected was what made him so good at identifying inefficiencies he saw in technology. 

No. 

They cared about him because he had money. Or hated him because he had money. Many of them doubted that he’d invented anything at all, though anyone who saw him working at a computer instantly knew that to be a terribly false rumor. Boss might have been born well off, but he earned his success. 

The only other reason why anyone ever cared to think about my boss, was because of how strange he was. He had a tired look about him and dark eyes that he rarely used to look anyone in the eye. Though he kept himself looking clean, always in bespoke outfits mostly of well-tailored suits, and his blonde hair slicked back, he also often forgot to shave leaving a five o’clock shadow along his jaw line. 

He was tall, but not abnormally so at just a few inches over six feet, and thin in a lanky way. But to most people he came off as a dark and intimidating man of ill-humor and overly traditional morals. 

To me though, Silas Worth was something the world needed more of. A good man. Principled, smart, resourceful, and dedicated. It didn’t matter to me that his manner was a little gruff and that he didn’t get along very well in social settings. For my boss, I would do most anything he needed, if it would ensure that his day was just a bit easier. 

Outside of work it took very little to fill my battery. I ate simple food, lived in a simple apartment on the nice side of town, and didn’t often want for things besides bouquets of pretty flowers and new organizational equipment. 

There was only one thing that might be considered unusual that I needed to function my best—and that was an at least bi-weekly session where I could completely de-stress. Someone to just take all those thoughts away for a while. This is the service which David had consistently provided me. I’d become admittedly too comfortable in our arrangement, when I knew full well that he wasn’t the kind of person to be relied upon. And yet I had, and now I was left wanting.  

To myself I sighed quietly, shifting uncomfortably in my chair. There was a distinct need building in me. One that was itchy with nothing to itch. Aching with nothing to ache for. Needy but not for the touch of my own hand or the buzzing of a toy which could never push hard enough.

The constant pattering of my fingers on the keyboard pauses as I glance at the time. It’s late. I've been so pent up I've been working later and later though the Boss doesn't like it. Though working sounded better than heading home and moping, it’s not really my choice. He’s right anyway, it’s not good to overwork before the end of the quarter when it will be busy enough already. 

So, another day passes, in a new unsustainable normal. 
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