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Blurb

 

I never expected to fall for a billionaire dom. 

My conscience was saying no. But my curiosity took charge.

 

We met at a charity event.

My throat became dry as my insides thumped at his seductive tone. 

I was scared, but my body wanted to be tamed by him right from the very start.

I couldn’t resist him. So I gave in. I was addicted to his body.

But we couldn’t be together because my father, an FBI Agent, was after him.

 

I have a decision to make. Choose between my family or the naughty bad boy who owns my soul.


THE BRAND

 

NATASHA

 

The curtain blew into the room through the screenless, third-floor window. 

The cool night breeze filled our little dorm suite with sweet, fresh air that Friday night. I sat on her bed, keeping my roommate, Dani, company as she curled her hair at her extravagant makeup table.

Daniella Day was a tall girl with long, dark hair and eyes. A real exotic beauty with slender curves that made men weak at the knees and do things they wouldn’t normally do. That evening, she was babbling on and on about a party while I was studying for my midterms. With a major in Mechanical Engineering and a minor in Publications, I didn’t have one easy class. I really needed to get some studying accomplished.

I was trying to tune her out, as she’d insisted on having someone around her while she got ready in order to give her any constructive criticism necessary for her to get as close to perfect as possible, but she wasn’t taking the hint. She’d been droning on and on about the rich men who’d be at the party she was going to. Her scene was not mine, even though we were pretty good friends. 

“Tasha, it’s a fundraiser, for God’s sake! And I promised I’d bring another girl this time. I know this isn’t your kind of thing. But you know you need money, and you’ll make money doing this. The other girl I had lined up forgot to let me in on some pertinent information about herself that excluded her from going. But I know you have everything up to date, and you take care of yourself in the birth control department. Since I took you with me to our last clinic visit, I know you’re STD-free, so you’re a natural for this.” She plopped down on her bed, wearing a thin, pink silk robe. I had no idea what skimpy get-up it covered, but I knew it’d be more than a little risqué. When she donned the little robe, it meant she was headed to an exclusive place, a members’ only type of club. I’d never been to one of those places with her, despite invitations to join her almost every time she went to one of the functions. And the fact you needed to be on birth control and STD-free was a definite red flag for me.  

“Listen, Dani. I told you I have a paper to do. I swear I would consider it if I didn’t have midterms,” I said, looking over my reading glasses at her pouting face.

 “Please, Tasha! I swear I’ll do anything to repay you for this favor.” She gave me a sly grin.

 I had nothing I needed her to do for me. But I did need money. My parents had strict rules about taking care of one’s self. I was a bit short that month. The bills were coming due, and I was on the verge of begging my mother for the extra money I’d need to make ends meet. That would cost me plenty. After a lecture from her, my father and I’d have to be their slave, essentially, for at least two weekends. But still, the party wasn’t gelling with me. “I don’t care, Dani.” 

 Thinking she was done, I returned my focus to my laptop. Then I felt a ton of weight on me as Dani jumped on top of me, knocking me to the side of the tiny twin bed. “I promise you’ll only be there for an hour, two at the most!” The onslaught of tickle torture began, making me giggle even though I did not find it funny.

 When her assault ended, I gave her a look as she had her arms wrapped around me and her leg over mine. After being pestered and wanting her to shut up, as well as needing money, I gave in to her and decided to go with her to the party. A tiny part of me wanted to see what all the fuss was about. I knew it had to be on the darker side of life. I had no idea how dark it was, though. I had no idea the depth of darkness it would bring out in me, either.

 She said it would only be two hours at the most, giving me time to study more. 

I didn’t know what type of fundraiser it was, but she gave me a red silk corset with lace inlays and a masquerade mask covered in black velvet. Tossing a pair of fishnet pantyhose and some black high heels on the bed, she meant for me to get dressed for the evening, igniting my curiosity and a spark of danger inside me. 

Instead of asking questions I’d get answers to that I’m sure would’ve made me change my mind, I just went along with it, for her and the money, of course. Plus, my damn curiosity!

 “Okay, so there are some rules,” she said as she tied up the corset in the back of the sexy yet slutty outfit she’d made me wear.

 “Rules, for what?” I asked with confusion. I wasn’t a freak by any means. The get-up was one thing. 

I was prepared to be the men’s eye candy, but nothing more than that! What else could there be?

 “This is a BBC fundraiser. The reason we wear masks is so no one knows the identity of anyone there. The men wear them too. Except, you have to tell them your real name if they ask for it. And if they ask you to remove your mask, you need to do it. As a matter of fact, you should do just about anything you’re told to. Within reason, of course. It’s all up to you how much of yourself you give,” she said, which didn’t make sense.

“Wait, so you mean to tell me I have to tell some man I don’t know my name? But I can’t even see his face or know his name?” I turned around to look at her with a raised brow. “And just what does BBC stand for, anyway?”

“Billionaire Bad Boy Club.” She pushed me back around so she could finish tying me up. “It’s nothing really bad, Tasha. These men are well-to-do businessmen. Some of them have wives and families to protect, even their careers. So just go with it and play by the rules. Don’t ask any man who shows interest in you what his name is or what he does to make money. 

Don’t ask anything except maybe what he likes to drink so you can fetch him a drink. You’re to play the part of a sexy, doting, submissive woman. Kind of like a waitress, only you get to touch the handsome devils, if they let you, of course. Never touch anyone unless they tell you to.”

“What kind of fundraiser is this?” I asked as she began to apply makeup generously to my face.

 She ignored my question. “They pay handsomely for us to entertain them. The less you know, the better.”

I nodded my head in utter confusion. In hindsight, I should’ve opted out of that so-called fundraiser. Instead, I felt a sense of obligation to help her out as her friend and an obligation to myself to get the money I needed to pay the bills without getting into debt with my parents. And even an obligation to my curiosity. A thing I’d done little to appease in my life.

After she curled my hair and piled it on top of my head using hairpins with tiny diamond-like beads all over them, making me look pretty great, she pulled out black cloaks for us to wear to cover our sexy outfits. Then we left our dorm and went to a long black car that was waiting for us in the college dorm’s parking lot. 

The driver was a tall man wearing a chauffeur’s uniform. 

His face was long and pale. My instincts told me to go back inside and forget what she wanted me to do. But the money made me push that down, and I got into the car.

Dani opened the mini fridge inside the limo, handed me two short crystal glasses, and then filled some amber liquor to the top. 

“This will ease your nerves. The men do not like the women to be nervous. They prefer them supple and yielding.”

Sitting back on the long, black leather seat next to me, she took one of the glasses from me and held it up. I clinked mine to hers, and we both took long sips. The drink burned down my throat and into my stomach. “You make it sound like we’re to be some kind of hookers,” I said.

Her laughter peeled through the air, and her dark eyes danced. I saw her turn into a woman I didn’t even know. “Hookers? No, nothing that trashy. Just be nice, fun, sexy, and let them do to you what they want to. They pay nicely. A pat on the ass can earn you a hundred-dollar chip in your bra. That kind of thing. It’s nothing terrible.”

It might sound easy the way she said it, but my morals were beginning to come to the surface at a rapid pace. Then, her hand was pushing the glass to my mouth. I took the drink to dampen those pesky morals of mine, and finally, it seemed I wasn’t so worried about what some man or men might do to me. I hardly felt a thing, anyway! 

We finally arrived at a huge building that looked abandoned in the middle of nowhere, yet the parking area was full of expensive-looking cars. I instantly felt nervous. 

All the alcohol seemed to have burned off with the nervousness. I was shaking like a leaf. 

 “We’re here. Please remember what I said.” Dani looked at me with a small smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. It did nothing to comfort me. And I contemplated asking the driver to take me back home. As Dani tugged my hand, pulling me out of the car with her, I found that was not an option as the driver sped away.

“Wow, he took off quickly, didn’t he?” I asked as I could smell the burning rubber from the tires as he peeled off.

“Some women who come to these types of things get cold feet and climb back into the car. He has other women to pick up, and there’s no time to take anyone who gets a sudden attack of the morals back home,” Dani told me as she pulled me along with her to the large, rusty-looking metal door. 

She knocked three times as I stood nervously, looking around for any signs of danger. It wasn’t a place for two young college girls to be at this time of night. 

A small window opened, and a pair of blue eyes looked at us. “BBC Entertainment,” Dani said. The door opened, and a stocky guy with a falcon mask on let us inside to a dimly lit small entrance.

“Day, you brought a new friend,” he said as his eyes ran up and down the length of my body.

“Greenwell is her name,” she told him.

I held my hand the same way Dani did, and he stamped it with a black X. Our cloaks were taken, and then we walked into the darkened hall to a stairwell. Some creamy-colored candles made light, which bounced off the wet, muggy stone walls as we walked down the spiral stairwell. Our shadows bounced around as the muffled sounds of music and a draught of cool air came crawling up the stairs. 

With a few more flights, we stood outside a big red door where the music became louder. She knocked again, this time, four knocks on each upper corner of the door. “BBC sex,” she gave as another code, sending a chill through me. A small window was slid open, and a pair of brown eyes looked at us. 

The door opened. There was a small-framed woman with perky breasts which were exposed in a leather bustier. She wore a leather slave choker around her neck, and a simple black mask hid her identity. “Day,” she greeted my friend, and then her eyes turned to meet mine. 

She held her hand out, but I hesitated before taking it. 

Dani nodded in approval. “This is Greenwell,” she introduced me. “Take her hand, and she’ll take us where we need to be.” 

After taking her hand, she led us to a dimly lit room with men everywhere playing blackjack, chess, and poker. Women were at every table, half-naked with masquerade masks on, wearing lingerie like Dani and I were. 

“I’m going over here to the poker table.” Dani left me in the middle of the room, making me furious at her. She’d just abandoned me like I knew what the hell to do! 

I watched in complete shock as she was immediately fondled by a man in a tuxedo and black mask, and then she let him kiss her without so much as a word being said between them.

Someone bumped into me, bringing me out of my stupor. I walked away without looking to see who it was.

I was afraid some man expected me to allow him to touch me in private areas and put his tongue down my throat without so much as a hello said between us first.

 I made my way to the chess table as I loved playing. I still felt nervous as I was half-naked in a room full of people I didn’t know. 

I could feel the eyes on me; it was the most uncomfortable thing I’d ever felt. But I was stuck there for at least a couple of hours if what Dani told me was true, which I was beginning to doubt. 

The night had barely started, and I was ready to leave. 

I chided myself for my swift decision to make money doing this. 

It was a mistake, and my friend was into some shady shit!

But I had no choice. I had to play by the rules. 

It seemed they were obvious. Let the men do whatever they wanted to you and act like you liked it. But how I would pull that off was the constant thought that roamed all over my mind.

This wasn’t who I was!


NICHOLAI

 

 

I had watched the curvy blonde enter the party with none other than Daniella Day. She was the daughter of Supreme Court Judge Vincent Day. She had been a permanent stain on the BBC and worked the room full of billionaires. 

She would often bring a newcomer to be tainted by the men and their money. But this one she brought tonight was more nervous than the others, as if nothing could push her into comfortability, not even money. 

Her small, curvy frame was beautiful, and her creamy skin tone was accented by the red corset I only wanted to rip off her. I felt the thump in my cock as the tingling in my balls was building. 

The dirty thoughts in my mind of how I would tame her pussy to only yearn for me were clouding my judgment at the poker table. "Nic, you're drooling. Get back in the game," Tom, an elder, yelled my real name. I shot him an evil look as he knew the club's rule never to mention our real names. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see her laughing nervously as Jon D. played the whisper game, flicking her ear between his words. She gently pushed him away as his touching made her look uncomfortable.

My body raged as I wanted to wring him by his old neck and toss him in the pile of rich misfits. I was ready to blow the game to get to her and escape to a room for a personal sexcapade. 

"You're out, Bill," the dealer called over to me as I had lost all focus on the game. I grabbed my Jack Frost drink and headed toward the direction of the newbie. But she had gone somewhere, and I saw Jon D. with another woman as he sat around making jokes. 

I made my way down the hall that had old gold wallpaper and oil lamps lining it. I saw the light shining from under the bathroom door and decided to check to see if she had gone in there. 

As I approached the door, I could hear the faucet running. I twisted the knob to see if it was locked. To my surprise, it wasn't. Making my way inside, I saw her bent over the sink, rinsing her face. She was oblivious to my presence as I stood, admiring her ass in the air, ready for my taking.

I ran my hand over my hardened cock as she continued attending to her business. I supposed the makeup bothered her as she was washing it away. "You're not going to spend the rest of the night cooped up in the bathroom, are you?" I asked, her head shot up, and she stared at me in the mirror. Her ice-blue eyes looked at me with shock, and perhaps there was fear in them.

"I…um …I was just rinsing my face and chest. Someone spilled a drink on me," she explained. 

I found her nervousness quite amusing and her reason to explain why she was doing what she was doing to me, as if I were her father. Even though, at that moment, I would be whomever she wanted me to be. "Your body is beautiful," I said, then took a sip from my drink.

Her gorgeous eyes shifted around as her chest rose and fell in a rapid beat. "I'll excuse myself so you can handle your business," she said, walking toward the door only for me to stop her. 

"I want to make you my business." I ran my hand down her cheek to her breast.

She'd left her mask beside the sink, and I put it back on for her. "I've seen you, but no one else should."

This had to be her first time at one of these things, and I was going to be sure she'd be mine for the night. And no one else's!


NATASHA

 

 

I was almost speechless as the man I had seen at the poker table staring at me was now in front of me. He had scared me a bit. I hadn’t heard him come into the bathroom. 

His dark eyes were penetrating behind the Phantom of the Opera mask he wore. His dark hair was silky and shiny. He was the epitome of a handsome devil.

He chuckled lightly. I guess he found me amusing. 

“Your body is beautiful,” he complimented me.

My throat suddenly became dry as my insides thumped at his seductive tone. “I’ll excuse myself so you can handle your business,” I told him as I approached the door.

I couldn’t think of anything else to say as my mind was jumbled with inappropriate sexual thoughts for reasons I didn’t fully understand. But before I could reach the door, his arm snaked around my frame. His breath smelled of Jack Daniels and mint. 

His face was just inches away from mine. “I want to make you my business.” He ran his hand over my cheek and then down to my breast, making breathing stop for me. 

“I’ve seen you, but no one else should.” He picked up the mask I’d taken off to wash my face and tied it back into place.

“Thank you,” I said. “I forgot about that.”

 “Do you know the rules, newbie?” he whispered. 

“My name is Natasha, but you can call me…” he placed one of his large fingers on my lips to silence me.

“Natasha, it is. Now, Natasha, you will do as Bill says or suffer the consequences. Understood?” He eyed me through his dark mask. His expression was demanding.  

My conscience was saying no. But my curiosity took charge. 

I stared at him as my inhibitions were quickly dissipated by the presence of the dominating man. I had every reason to believe he was completely gorgeous and out of my league, were we in the real world. Why not have a taste of the man I’d never be able to obtain in the light of day with no masks to hide us? “Yes, I understand, Bill.” I bit my bottom lip as his demeanor changed to power and lust. 

“Turn around,” he demanded.

I did as he’d told me to and turned, facing the wall. My mind was screaming at me to run, but my body wanted to know what he would do to me. 

His hands never left my body as I could feel him breathing down my neck, planting kisses along my neckline. “You are mine for the next 24 hours, and what I request you must fulfill. Do you understand?” he asked.

I turned my head slightly to the right as I had my own question. “What if I don’t want to fulfill your requests?” I was taunting him but still wanted to see what he wanted from me. 

“Then you will be punished vigorously. No outbursts, no touching, no passionate kisses, and no talking. When I want you, you will come, no questions asked.” His warm breath tickled the nape of my neck. “Now, do as I say, and you will be rewarded.” He pressed his cock against my ass.

I could feel his hardness as it screamed for attention, pressing into me. Then I felt a cold, wet something press against the warm skin of the back of my right shoulder. “What is that?” I turned fully around, trying to reach the spot, looking at his eyes as if they held no emotion. 

“I just branded you with my stamp. So when you leave this bathroom, everyone will know you belong to me.” He moved his hands down the side of my waist. “Tell me you agree with this, and we can proceed?”

Did I agree to what he was asking me to do? Be at his mercy for 24 hours? My body decided for me as my mouth opened, and unrehearsed words came out more quickly than I’d anticipated, “I agree.” 

A moan left his plump caramel lips, and soon, he had my legs wrapped around him and my back pinned against the cold marble wall. “Reach down and pull off my belt,” he said with a commanding tone in his deep voice. 

What I was about to let happen wasn’t a thing I’d ever done or seen myself doing, but his presence was more than dominating. It was electric, and I felt nothing but like my usual self. So, I did as I was told. 

I managed to unbuckle his belt and pulled it through the loops. “Do you trust me?” he asked with a concerned tone.

“I’m pretty much at your mercy, so trust has to be key.” I gave him an even stare.

He chuckled as he used the belt to hold my arms behind my back while still holding me up with his strong frame. His cologne invaded my nostrils as I closed my eyes and thought about what I was doing, letting this stranger tie me up. It was not the time for thinking. It was the time for doing it. Things had gone too far to stop!

Our lips met, and they fell in sync with one another as our tongues fought each other for dominance. It had been a while since I had kissed anyone. His kiss was the best I’d ever had, though. I knew that much for certain. 

My hands were tied. I knew it was to refrain from any type of sexual affection. His hands found my spot as he pushed the corset to one side, and then he ripped the panties I had on at the seams and placed a bigger hole in the crotch of my fishnet stockings. “Open your eyes.”

I did as he told me to and felt his fingers maneuver in and out of me while tugging on my clit. “Oh my…” he stuck his tongue back into my mouth to muffle my chiming pleasures. 

I bit his lip as he shoved his massive shaft inside of me without warning. “Natasha!” he groaned in the crook of my neck. My walls caved around his intrusive entrance. 

He pumped in and out of me faster and then slower. “Your pussy feels so good wrapped around me,” he cooed in my ear.

I couldn’t speak as my body was his captive, and so was my mind. His hips swirled around in a circular motion as he found a rhythm we both could dance to. I moved up and down as he continued pushing his way in, and his balls smacked the cup of my ass as he stiffened inside me. “Awww...yessss...” he groaned as I tightened my muscles around him and kept my pace as he slowed his own. 

I was at my peak, and so was he. “Fuck me harder, Bill.” I moaned as I bit the bottom of my lip in a fever. He did as I demanded and wrapped my legs around him more like he wanted to bury himself inside me. “I’m…uhmmmm…I’m!” I bit into the crook of his neck as I came undone. 

“Bad girl,” he whispered as his cock jerked with heated bursts inside me. 

Our bodies collapsed together as sweat beads rolled down my breasts. My legs were still cuffed in his arms fold as he regained his composure. 

“You are to be punished for your outbursts,” he said in an even but stern tone. I looked at him with confusion as he let me down gently. “Now turn around.” His tone was now cold. 

I turned around, hoping he was going to fuck me from behind this time. But my hopes soon crashed down with a slap to the ass twice, then he explained, “Those are for your sexual outbursts.” He flicked my ear with his tongue. I wanted to let out a curdling cry, yet I knew then that it would cause another slap. Even so, there were two more that followed. “Those are for talking.” He flicked his tongue at my other ear. I felt as though he was enjoying this type of obedience he was getting out of me. “One more for good measure.” I felt his tongue lick the lining of my neck. 

Before I could turn around, he had slipped out of the bathroom as I stood there, my ass sore and completely wet between my legs. My mind was a whirlwind as I had just fucked a stranger. I didn’t know his real name, nor did I know what his face looked like. I could pass the man on a sidewalk someday and never be aware he was the one who took me as he owned me, then paddled my ass for enjoying it!

What was worse was I had to obey his requests for 24 hours. I had midterms to study for. If he really kept me for 24 hours, I’d leave with only a few hours to rest and study before my classes started on Monday. 

He didn’t know me from a can of paint. My mind was set. That little rendezvous wouldn’t go beyond that building. Or so I thought!


NICHOLAI

 

 

I saw the lust in her eyes, and the feeling of her wrapping around me made me want her even more. She had so many things to be desired, but the main one was her rebelliousness. 

Her breasts were beautiful, and I managed to get her ID from her corset bra. We had a deal, and I would make sure she was mine the entire 24 hours for whatever I desired from her. 

I grabbed another drink and sat in the back at the blackjack table and watched as she soon emerged from the bathroom. Her corset was snapped closed, and her panties were ripped in my pocket. 

I took them to remind me of her and the way she felt. 

She took a drink from one of the servers and walked toward the poker table. I knew she was looking for Dani. I gave her Natasha’s ID. But her friend was nowhere to be found, and I knew why as I had seen Dani disappear into the dark to a private room under a man’s arm. 

The place was still in full swing, and men watched Natasha, marveling at how she kept her head high. You couldn’t tell she’d just been fucked a mere five minutes earlier by how she carried herself. 

Her blonde hair had a few more tendrils escaping the loose bun she had it in. I sipped my drink, threw another green chip on the table, and waved to the server. 

I grabbed a Jack straight and gave the waitress a blue chip to give to Natasha with a small note. I watched as she gave it to her and whispered in her ear.

 Natasha looked around but didn’t see where I was sitting. Before the server could walk off, she grabbed her lightly by the arm and gave her what looked to be the chip back. I knew she would be one hell of a newbie to tame, but I was up for the challenge. 

The fact was her turning down the money enticed me immensely. She’d allowed me to fuck her and wanted nothing in return. That wasn’t a thing the women there ever did. 

I saw many men wanted her, but they saw my stamp and refrained from approaching her. I had plans for the both of us the next day, so I texted my assistant the information I got off Natasha’s ID. My drink was finished, and I was up 6 million in the game, so I focused on it and let her be.


NATASHA

 

I could feel his eyes burning a hole through me, but I didn't know where in the room he was. Every man gawked at me, but they didn't dare make their move as I'm sure they saw his brand on me and knew I was off limits. 

My wrists were sore from the tightness of the belt, and I still felt the flutters of the butterflies in the pit of my stomach. Every thought, every movement, I could still feel him playing in my pool of ecstasy. 

I wanted him to plant himself back inside me, but that was a one-night thing I would keep stored in my brain's special memories section. 

I did want another taste of the man before I made my escape. But I couldn't pick him out of the crowd of similarly dressed men in the dimly lit room. And he didn't seem to be seeking me out, even though he'd claimed me with his brand.

A few drinks later, a waitress approached me with a note and a chip wrapped inside it. 'You'll need some much-needed rest for 24 hours of the unknown.' it read, and I looked around the room again, to no avail. I handed the young woman the chip back. "Tell him no thank you for me, please." 

She nodded and looked at me with some confusion. I supposed most women kept the money they were given. But his claiming me and then ditching me had me pissed off. I didn't want money from the man; I wanted another round of mind-blowing sex from him, but he seemed to be hiding from me for some reason. So fuck him was my only thought.

The liquor had me in a haze as I stuck to wine daily at home. I knew it was time to get home and finish studying. I pulled my cell from my side pocket and called a taxi, pinpointing my location to the cab driver's cell. 

This was the last party I would attend at any BBC function. Or encounter any of their members. I hoped the man wouldn't chase me down to try to keep me there for 24 hours. He had to know that would be a criminal act. 

After I finished my last whiskey sour, I set the glass on a table and headed to the big red door. The same woman greeted me with a flashlight. "See you soon, Greenwell." She gave me a grin, noticing my brand. "That Bill is one hunk of man meat. You're one lucky female." 

I nodded in her direction, unsure of anything, as the amount of alcohol I had consumed took over my train of thought. I stumbled up the steps, my hands slipping on the wetness of the walls as I fumbled with my composure.

My body quivered with the draughty wind. A hand snaked around me. "You had too many, too fast." The sound of the voice was so familiar. But my stomach was quaking at the unsettling of the drinks and the absence of food. 

"I can make…" I began to say before feeling the overwhelming amount of saliva filling my mouth. 

The hands still snugged around my waist. We made it to the second door. The door swung open, and the air was cold and brisk as my overheated body was now shivering. 

"I'll take you home." The guy said as he picked me up, bridal style. Sometime in between, I passed out and could only see street lights every so often when I tried to fight the sleep. 

My night had been stranger than fiction, and in hindsight, it had only just begun. 

 

I woke up in my bed, naked. My head was pounding from an evident hangover, and I only remembered things that happened before I left the party. I was sore from top to bottom and, especially, the place in between. 

I sat up slowly, trying not to move too fast and make anything hurt more than it already was.

I slid out of bed and made my way to the bathroom to wash up. I stepped over the little of nothing I had worn that night that had been tossed to the floor. After washing my face and brushing my teeth, I found my reflection revolting. I heard the sound of music coming from Dani's room, so I wrapped my housecoat around me and went to knock on her door. It swung open to a cheerful and happy Dani. "Good morning!" she said, stepping aside for me to come in. 

I walked in and lay on the foot of her bed as she danced around, singing and packing. "Where are you going," I asked, sitting up on my elbows. 

"To see a man about a dog," she said, sticking her tongue out at me. 

"That's one special dog, I see," I said, annoyed with her sarcasm. 

"Oh, you, big baby. I'm going to another party, but it's in Boston this time." She smiled widely. 

I got up to leave. "Well, good for you. I'm going to take a much-needed shower and look for some aspirin to take away my headache. Be safe," I said, walking to the door. 

"Tasha, you should come." She pulled me back by the back of my robe. I felt the chill of cool air hitting my bare shoulder. 

"No way! I went with you last night, and I'm not going to any more of those fundraisers." I held my ground. 

She jerked the robe down. "Let me see your brand. Who's is it?" she asked, turning me around. 

"He said his name was Bill," I said as I pulled my robe back up.

"Bill. Which one?" she asked as if I knew. 

"You tell me. You're the one who knows those people. And who was that old man you were with last night?"

"Jon D. He's so nice. But he's never seen fit to brand me."

 "He was the old guy who spilled his drink on me last night." I shuttered in disgust. "He's old enough to be your grandfather's grandfather." 

She gave me a grin. "Yeah, well, he has way more money than my grandfather's grandfather ever had." She shrugged her shoulders and resumed packing as I rolled my eyes in her direction and then walked out the door.  

Dani was all about money and only attended college to keep her father happy. He was a hard ass in the courtroom but a softy when it came to her. 

Something had to have happened to Dani. She was broken by it and didn't care to talk about it. I loved her all the same, though.

Whatever this BBC was she attended, it had some deep roots in what she wanted to be. May it be a wife or a mistress, she cared not for the wives and children of those men. On the other hand, I didn't care to be bought as a plaything by any married businessman. Billionaire or not! 

After showering, I heard the front door close and knew Dani had left, and the small apartment was all mine. It was no luxury as she was barely there anyway, to begin with. I put on a pair of jogging pants, a tank top, and my tennis shoes. It was going to be a casual dress day for me as I was going to do nothing but study. But first, I needed coffee. 

I grabbed my keys and headed to the door. Before I opened it, I noticed a box sitting on the table with my name on it. Putting my keys down, I opened the box to find a note. 'Let the 24 hours begin. Take the mask and meet me at the BBC building at 1 pm. Don't be late.'

I looked at the mask and the bra and underwear set in black silk that was wrapped in pretty gold paper. A smile crept over my face as I knew exactly who it was from. 

Oblivious to how he obtained my address and too excited and nervous at the time to care, I went back into the bathroom to put on the lingerie and some decent clothes to cover it. 

My gut and brain were telling me to forget his request, yet the butterflies were screaming for action. I put on the pieces and a pair of white jeans. Adding a navy blue blouse and a pair of navy blue heels. I snatched my messy bun out and put some curls in it, applying some nude makeup to set off my look. "We'll see how this goes." I winked at myself in the mirror.

I didn't know why I was doing what I was doing. The unknown man had me under his sexy spell. All I knew for sure was he wanted me, and I wanted him.


NICHOLAI

 

My assistant, Jennifer, sat with a folder in front of her with a photo of Natasha Greenwell and her life story in it. It seemed Natasha had grown up in Nantucket and moved to New York for college on a scholarship.

Her father was an FBI agent. Little was known about her mother. She was attending New York University with a Major in Mechanical Engineering. I knew just the tactic to get to her, and it was going to be a gamble at best but worth a try. But that plan was only if she tried to ditch me. 

"So you're back at it again with these BBC newbies," Jennifer snickered. She was my younger cousin and assistant, and I loved her dearly. 

"That's my business, Jen." I kissed her forehead as I took the folder and left her office. I put the folder inside my vault for safekeeping. 

Natasha worked in disguise, and I wanted her in every which way for my pleasures and desires. My watch read twelve-thirty, so it was nearly time for us to meet at the BBC building. I left the office and headed to my town car, where my driver was waiting. 

It took all of an hour to get there due to New York traffic. I hated being late for anything, whether it was a business meeting or a pleasure meeting. 

"Josh, take the back way," I called out to my driver. He did as I said, and we drove up to find no car in sight. "She should've been here by now."

Moments later, my eyes landed on a white Toyota Camry pulling in. I was shocked a bit as my heart skipped a beat when I saw her gorgeous face and knew she was there for me. I had been afraid she'd blow me off.

I pulled on my mask as I got out of the car and pulled the keys to the club out of my pants pocket. No one else was there. We'd be all alone. She saw me coming but waited by her car. After unlocking the door, I waved for her to come in and waited for her to put her mask on. 

She still had nervousness all over her, and I found it sexy that she was nervous. "Natasha, glad you made it." I smiled at her. 

"I almost didn't," she said as she walked past me. 

"I'm glad you did." I gave her a bigger smile, which she didn't seem to notice at all. 

We made our way down the stairwell and to the red door in silence. I opened it for her; it was empty, and no evidence of last night stood out except what was in my memory. I took her hand and led her to one of the rooms. 

"What am I doing here?" she asked. 

"You belong to me for 24 hours, Natasha. Remember?" I asked, leading her to the bed.  

She looked around until our eyes met. "Don't patronize me. I know what you wanted. I just don't get why we're here." She stood next to the bed. 

I inched closer to her, closing the gap between us as my height towered over her small frame. "Like I said, because you belong to me right now." I gently pushed her onto the bed. 

She eyed me as if she wanted to protest. I pulled my shirt off first. Then I pushed her shirt up, further and further to her neck, as I planted kisses and sucked marks on her body.

My body was aching for her, so I took her shirt off and then the bra I'd bought for her. My hands slid over her plump breasts, and I leaned over to take one in my mouth and found a nice-sized scar under her left breast. 

She pushed my hand and closed her eyes as if in shame. "Don't," I said, moving her hands to her sides. I ran my fingers over the old scar. "What happened?"

"It's a long story with a bad ending," she said as she stopped struggling to stop my attention to the minor imperfection on her otherwise flawless skin.

"Maybe you'll tell me about it next time," I said, then kissed the scar. 

My hands roamed down to her crotch as I unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them off. Her right nipple was between my teeth as I probed and played with her breasts. My tongue swirled around her nipples, sucking them as her body vibrated. 

The panties I bought her would look more enticing on the floor than on her. I ripped them at the sides and pulled them off of her. My cock was pulsating so much I thought it would burst through my slacks. But I maintained my self-control as I continued to tease her. 

Her moans began to fill the room. "Do you remember the rules?" I asked her.

 She nodded. "Yes, I remember the rules," she panted, out of breath. 

"Recite them to me," I demanded. 

She gave me a look as if to ask if I were serious. My expression was stern, and she caught on quickly. "No touching, no passionate kissing, no talking, and no outbursts. But why no outbursts?" she asked. 

I sat up to look at her at eye level. "Because I said so," I told her evenly. I'd rather watch a woman's sexual emotion than hear it because anyone can make a sound, but the face doesn't lie. "Take off your mask."

"You first." She sat up on her elbows, only for me to lightly push her back down.

I knew she was getting frustrated with my antics, but I loved seeing her flustered. "Now, Natasha," I said sternly. 

She did as she was told but added a bit of sass when she said, "There!"

"You will obey me today," I told her as I caressed her left cheek, trying to entice her into doing anything I told her to. I was trying to show her I meant to have her the way I wanted to, with no backtalk or sass. 

Her eyes looked at me with a purity that I couldn't explain. She never spoke a word. She became mute, which I wasn't sure I liked. But I forged ahead. I stood up and held out my hand to her. "Stand." 

She did and grabbed onto my hand, allowing me to pull her up. Her mouth stayed closed in a loose expression that told me she was allowing me to do this; she was not afraid, and it was obvious she thought she was in some sort of control. Which she was not! 

"Now, walk over there," I said, pointing to a spot in the far right corner. Before she could go, I took her by the chin. "Do you trust me?"

 "Yes, I trust you," she said in a whisper. 

Her breasts were nice and perky, ready to be tamed and teased. She had goosebumps along her body and a look of innocence and purity. I took her to the corner of the room. "Hold your arms straight out to the sides," I said, cranking down the holster. Her eyes widened as she saw the black leather straps that would soon hold her naked body in them while I fucked her into oblivion. "Don't be afraid." 

I caressed her right cheek, trying to comfort her before I buckled her arms into the straps and then her thighs and feet. I cranked it up to the level where our midsections would meet. She had a frightened look in her eyes. Then I put on a mouth strap to help her with the outbursts, as I knew she would rebel on that one. 

I cranked the straps, holding her thighs until she was in a sitting position. With her in place, I unbuckled my pants and was fully naked, and the sight of my cock made her eyes fill with lust instead of fear. I grabbed a feather and tickled her intimately until she squirmed in the holster. "Do you want me inside of you?" I asked, taunting her.

 She nodded as she couldn't speak. I put the feather down and moved in between her thighs, and pressed my cock to her clit, rubbing it gently as her clit pulsated. The wetness had me ready to plunge in, but I wanted her to beg. Her eyes rolled, but she wouldn't beg me. 

I backed away and kneeled down and flicked my tongue at her clit, and her body jumped as my tongue vibrated and swirled around her clit. Seeing the want in her eyes, I let my tongue dive into her canal as I moved it feverishly in and out. 

A muffled scream escaped her, and I knew she was begging me then. I stood back up and sucked on her right nipple while pinching the other. My tongue flicked back and forth over her nipple, and I held my cock in the other hand, rubbing it against her wet folds. 

I stuck just the tip in, and she tensed up, I guess from some residual pain from the last night. I slowly guided my way into her tight walls as they gripped me, compromising my composure. She felt better than anyone I'd ever had. Probably because she was so inexperienced, is what I chalked it up to at the time, still tight from lack of use. 

Moving in a steady motion and playing with her nipples, she slowly relaxed her muscles, and I picked up my pace. "I'm going to fuck you so good you'll only think of me." I eyed her as I spoke. 

She moaned, and I continued to maneuver inside her. "I want you to orgasm at my command every time I invade this pussy from now on." I rocked her back and forth as my momentum was now a forceful motion. I could feel my balls sticking to her ass as I entered her. "You like the way I fuck you?" I asked her with a lustful tone. She nodded as her eyes tried to stay open and focused. But her grip tightened around me as she was almost there. I quickly pulled out. "Not yet." She groaned in frustration until I pushed it back inside her all the way. 

Her head fell back as if she was in pure bliss. I was ready to climax, so I pulled out again and unstrapped her. But I left the mouth strap on
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