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"Why didn't you tell me you're a virgin?" he asked. His eyes looked dewy. I almost believed he was kind. Except he had tied me on the floor and fucked me even though I told him to stop. In fact, I knew all my pleas made him harder and more aroused.

"Would it have made a difference?" I asked, quiet, almost embarrassed at being found out.

"I would've offered more money," he said, grinning, drinking in the sight of me on the ground, sweat and tears wet on my face, his cum leaking from between my legs. "You're even better than I thought you'd be," he squatted down and leaned towards me, his hand grasping the bondage that was starting to make my back ache.

He pulled me to him and kissed me again. His hand cupped me between my legs and his finger plunged into my overheated sex. The combination of pain and pleasure was so intense that I reacted without thinking. I clenched my jaw and bit him hard enough to draw blood. He laughed as he pulled back, the red speck of blood on his corner of his lips, almost beautiful.

"So fucking perfect," he hissed, then slapped me hard across the face. "I want to fuck you again," he said and pressed three fingers inside my pussy. It was still pulsating, oversensitive and still sleek with his cum.

"Stop! Please! It hurts! Wait- Just wait-"

He ignored me, plunging his fingers in and out of my pussy as if trying to tease another orgasm out of me. It was impossible. I was still trembling from the aftershocks of the first one. His free hand found my breasts and pinched my nipples and pain lanced down my spine. I arched into his touch, gasping for breath.

I cried out as the pain from my nipple racked through my body and tried to wriggle out of his grasp, but he only tightened his fingers on my nipple a little more and I let out soft whimpers of 'no's as the confusing combination of pleasure and pain took hold. My body was going to fall apart if he kept going on like this and I whimpered, easing my struggled as he teased the erogenous zones on my body, fucking me with his fingers as he held me to him.

His cock was pressed against my back, hot and wet, ready to go again.

"The more you struggle, the harder I get," he whispered, almost a soft confession as he released my nipple and worked to free the bindings on my wrists.

The moment I had my hands free, I tried to push him away, desperately flailing around as if that could free me. He grabbed my arm and stood up.

"But as much as I like having you struggle, I think I'd like you a little... mellower," he said, dragging me towards the couch, and then moved away from it.

"Where're we going?" I gasped. I thought he was going to throw me to the couch. It would be a welcomed change to being fucked on the floor.

He grinned in a way that said, 'you'll see.'

My eyes widened when he slid open the balcony door, then threw me outside. The cold bit my skin and I tried to move back inside the moment my back hit the balcony railing. "Let me in!" I gasped. "You can't leave me here!" I cried even though I knew he could - and was going to - do exactly that.

He grabbed the end of the tie that was still bound to my neck and hung it over the hook on the ceiling, cinching it tight so I had no choice but to stand up straight, as if presenting my naked body to the world. We were on the top floor of the hotel, but it was a peculiar feeling to be so naked up here. "If you behave, I'll have you back in the room quickly," he said, his eyes dark and threatening. I had a feeling there was nothing he would love more than for me to fight back. It filled me with a sense of foreboding.
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I drew a deep breath at the door of the elevator of the penthouse suite I had just entered and tried my best not to fidget. There was a video camera at the corner of the room that told me I wasn't completely alone. Someone was watching.

The hotel was the fanciest one in town, one that was in the district where all the rich kids lived. I had never been near the hotel, let alone inside it, and now I was on the top floor, waiting for something to happen. I knew it was just one of the many new things I would be experienced for the night.

I looked up again at the man sitting in the middle of the room. He looked a little out of place in the large parlor between the entrance of the suite and the bedroom. It had been five minutes since I entered. He had taken the envelop I had brought along with me and started reading it without so much as a word. The silence was killing me. That, and the tension of the situation was making me jumpy.

"Are you done?" I asked finally, taking a small step forward, unable to stand the awkward silence any longer.

"Almost done," he answered.

I resisted the urge to roll my eyes, unhappy at how long it was taking to get started. The sooner I could finish this, the faster I could get out of here and pretend the night never happened. "You gave me the damned thing, surely you know what it says," I scoffed.

"I need to make sure this is the document I sent you," he said without looking up. "Nondisclosure agreements rely on being airtight." He looked up at me when he was finished with a page, using the time to flip to the next page to study me. His burning gaze dragged up and down my body, as if trying to undress me by using his eyes alone.

I resisted the urge to cover up. I was wearing the university hoodie and sweatpants, not exactly the best clothes to be wearing to something like this, but a part of me wished he would change his mind once he saw how sloppily I was dressed and I could quit without actually quitting. "Sit," he offered, only it sounded more like a command than an offer.

I swallowed the lump in the throat and reluctantly agreed to shorten the space between us, knowingly moving further and further away from the exit as I moved towards him. I walked slowly to the couch and sat at the opposite side of the furnishing, as far away from him as physically possible while still being seated. The corner of his lips curved just a smidge, as if he enjoyed how much power he had over me, even though all the power was only in the pieces of papers in his hands.

I took the opportunity to study him in detail while he read through the contract in painstaking detail. He was an older gentleman, probably in his forties. He was very handsome and had a sort of intensity to him that was hard to miss. He flipped to the next page and I caught the glimpse of the watch on his wrist as he did. It look offensively expensive.

Finally, he appeared to be happy, opening his briefcase and slotting the five-page document into the portfolio. He looked pleased that everything was in order, which insulted me a little. Why would I tamper with the document? I merely signed at the bottom of each page as indicated.

"I apologize for the wait, Ms. Olivia."

"It's alright," I said curtly, regretting the decision to go with my real name rather than choose a fake one. The legal document needed my actual name, so it felt ridiculous to have an alias.

"Now that the paperwork is all in order, I would like to introduce myself. My name is Eric Steel. Have you heard of me?"

I shook my head. A half-lie, the first of the night. Everybody knew who Eric Steel was. He was one of the richest men in town. He owned half a dozen apartment complexes and at least three supermarkets. I recognized his face because I'd seen it in papers during supermarket openings, but I didn't know much more about him than what I'd glimpsed in papers.

"That's fine. I don't suppose you have, but it would make things a little easier."
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