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“Come in and shut the door behind you!” snarled the woman André had come to see.

Astonished, yet obedient, André Chevalier strode into the office and quietly closed the door. He turned to discover the identity of the person responsible for rudely barking the order. Head down, the woman with whom André had an appointment remained intensely absorbed by the papers on her desk.

Hand to his abdomen, he assayed her a small, respectful bow. “Bonjour, mademoiselle,” he said, in his most soothing manner. André’s voice a deep, rich baritone that was irresistible to women.

This woman resisted. 

In fact, she said nothing, nor did she bother to even look up at him.

André paused for a moment, still waiting to be addressed further. Finding himself utterly ignored, he quietly sat down in front of her desk, in a rather uncomfortable metal folding chair. 

Minutes passed in awkward silence.

André Chevalier crossed his leg over his knee, carefully maintaining the crease in his pant leg. He was suffering from an array of emotions he rarely experienced: disquiet, irritation, and worst of all—boredom. Glancing across the desk, he studied the rather severe looking female seated behind it. 

The exceptionally curvaceous woman appeared to be in her early forties. André noted that she wore no jewelry, nor was there a wedding ring on her finger.

The nameplate on the desk read, Ms. Kim Witherspoon—IRS Investigator. Ms. Witherspoon had not once raised her head, or even acknowledged his presence. For some inexplicable reason, the woman was behaving in a particularly discourteous manner.

This was an entirely new experience for André. 

While he observed many, oh-so-many people who were rude, no one was ever rude to him—particularly not a woman. His thoughts went back, examining his behavior thus far. To his mind, he had comported himself faultlessly: he had dressed with care, arrived on time, greeted her respectfully, and obeyed her instructions to the letter. 

Mon Dieu! How was she able to so completely resist his charms? 

As a refined gentleman, one who scrupulously practiced the common courtesies of civilization, André didn’t quite know what to make of her.

Ms. Witherspoon’s neck was angled downward so that her face hovered closely over the papers strewn across her desk. Apparently, the testy woman had poor eyesight. This posture limited André’s view of her to merely the taut bun of brown hair atop her head, which gave him only a vague impression of her sturdy shape and form. 

André’s fingers flexed with a powerful desire to pull every one of those bobby pins out of her constraining chignon. Just as removing a pair of nipple clamps will cause sharp pain and then a deliciously sensual ache, André knew that Ms. Witherspoon’s scalp would hurt with pleasure the moment her hair was set free. 

He wanted to set her hair free.

Jaw clenched, his lips compressed into a straight line that echoed the woman’s severity. What he really longed to do was to set her free. Her chignon, like the rest of her, was wound entirely too tight. 

André studied her with strong interest. Perhaps her choleric temperament derived from unsatisfied desire. Did she require sexual release? “Bon, eh bien alors.” Right, well then. If so, he was just the man to assist her, for he knew the cure.

Ms. Witherspoon, even wearing the boxy suit jacket that covered her austere, off-white blouse, was unable to hide her assets. The somewhat daunting female was amply endowed. Like many women of shorter stature, her breasts seemed particularly bountiful.

André adored women.

In fact, he loved all women—introverted, extroverted, tall, small, slender or robust. He enjoyed them when they were shy, and he adored them when they were talkative. He prized women with small breasts and large nipples, and women with large breasts and small nipples. 

In fact, André had never met a woman he didn’t like—except perhaps, Ms. Kim Witherspoon.

Since the irritable woman was still deeply engrossed in the forms before her, André took the opportunity to peruse the small office. The walls were painted a dingy, two-tone green, and the grey carpet was threadbare. It was decorated, if such a term could be used, in typically utilitarian, civil service fashion.

His eyes were next drawn to her desk, which was of plain grey metal, as were the filing cabinets in the corner. A low table held a coffee maker, and on the far wall were a number of coat hooks, upon which hung a single grey jacket and a long, grey woolen scarf. Directly below those two items, was an umbrella stand. It bristled with an array of handles. 

There was not a single splash of color or even a pretty picture on the wall to enliven this dreary office space. Ms. Witherspoon’s workplace was a clear reflection of the monotonous and at times, menacing work of the IRS. 

André’s stomach roiled at the thought. 

He hated having to deal with taxes. He considered the arcane rules and obscure variances to be the hobgoblins of those who enjoyed such singular and tedious pastimes. 

The Frenchman much preferred to concern himself with matters that he felt were of far greater importance. 

Usually his staff of competent attorneys and accountants shielded him from the annual mundanity of this type of government intrusion. However, today’s events made his personal attention mandatory. 

His presence had not simply been requested—it had been required. Instructed. Commanded! 

André was highly accomplished when it came to giving orders. Receiving them without prior agreement to act in the submissive role seemed to be testing his customary patience.

Shifting restlessly in his seat, he hoped to gain her attention. The infuriating female continued reading a ream of printouts, as though completely oblivious to his presence. 

Oblivious! Had he ever suffered such an insult from a woman? 

“Bien sûr que non.” Certainly not. Never!

Droplets of perspiration prickled along his hairline. A trickle of sweat traveled down the center of his back.

The lifeless room was oppressive and claustrophobic, while Ms. Kim Witherspoon still had not bothered to look at him. Apparently, accustomed to the authoritative position behind her desk, Ms. Witherspoon enjoyed her power. She must be well aware of the poor souls who had the misfortune of sitting opposite her, as she held them by their financial balls.

André restrained himself from sighing aloud, pointedly clearing his throat, or making some other unseemly sound—such as screaming. He briefly wondered how long it would take the woman to notice if he quietly snuck out of the room. Edgy and impatient, he knew he was obliged to wait.

André hated waiting. 

Continuing his perusal of the room, he noticed a low settee was positioned against one wall. The table beside it was piled high with folders and papers of all description. A bulletin board hung above the table, covered over with memos and announcements, most pertaining to various tax matters. On another wall hung a nondescript calendar. 

His mind drifted. 

André began to consider the various methods with which he could use that settee with a willing submissive or, more pertinent at this moment, how he might punish a discourteous one. 

Tilting his head, he curiously studied the sturdy iron coat hooks. They were the perfect height to be used for restraint, in any number of delightful and exciting positions.

The woman cleared her throat. 

At the sound of it, André turned his head to face her. At last, he was finally able to regard the ill-mannered IRS investigator who had chosen to personally plague him.

Ms. Witherspoon’s spine and shoulders had straightened. Her pale, round face, glared back at him, a kindling light in her gaze. The pupils in her brown eyes seemed very, very large behind her horn-rimmed glasses. 

Her expression was one of... annoyance. 

"MISTER Chevalier," she said, sounding like a teacher about to discipline an unruly child.

André winced at the discordant cacophony of sounds, but he did not correct her. Her disdain was evident in her mispronunciation of his name: "Shev-ayl-yer."

Ms. Kim Witherspoon kept speaking, heedless of the oral annihilation of his surname.

She sniffed. "Your records indicate purchases of some highly spurious items, which I cannot believe fall into the category of valid, deductible business expenses." Her lips pursed disapprovingly.

“I am desolated to hear it,” he said, but he thought that at last, they were getting down to the reason his presence was required today. 

André uncrossed his legs, setting his feet flat on the floor. The wool fabric of his trousers seemed to cling and drag at him in the stuffy room. He could feel the clammy touch of the French silk shirt he wore, now damp with his sweat. 

“The paperwork is not definitive,” she accused. “It is flawed. Erroneous. Imprecise!” The last word was growled as though condemning him as a murderer.

“Mille pardons,” a thousand
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