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Tracy stared out the window of her Brooklyn apartment
and tried to calm her nerves. Focus, she told herself. It’s just a
transcription job, for God’s sake, not an audition for a Broadway
play.

But this wasn’t just another transcription job she
was preparing for. It was a short-notice, traveling transcription
job for Steve Robbins, billionaire hedge fund manager and bachelor
extraordinaire. Argus Staffing, the temp service that Tracy worked
for, had called earlier that morning asking if she was available
for an assignment that involved said Mr. Robbins, and was she
available today?

“Absolutely,” she’d told Martina Johnson, her
recruiter at Argus. “My calendar is open the rest of the week.”

“Good. Mr. Robbins is flying to Los Angeles this
afternoon on his private plane, and he needs someone to transcribe
a speech for him en route.”

“Doesn’t he have a secretary for that sort thing?”
Tracy blurted out without thinking.

“She’s sick, apparently,” Martina told her. “That’s
why Mr. Robbins’ personal assistant called us.”

Tracy paused a moment, thinking. “Okay, so how do I
get back from LA?”

“We’ll book you on a commercial flight back tomorrow
morning.”

“So where will I stay tonight?”

“We’ll put you up in a hotel,” Martina said. “Mr.
Robbins isn’t concerned about the expense, apparently, so we’ll
find you something nice close to LAX.”

The job was sounding better and better by the minute.
Tracy needed an adventure in her life -- even a small one -- and
flying across the country in a private jet with a billionaire
bachelor sounded like just the ticket.

“What do I do?” she asked. “Where do I go?”

“You need to be at Teterboro Airport no later than
three o’clock this afternoon. Find Hangar D and tell them you’re
with Argus and you’re there to board a flight with Steve Robbins on
his private jet. They’ll show you to his plane.”

“Teterboro Airport? Where the hell is that?”

“It’s in Jersey, in the Meadowlands. Look it up on
Mapquest. Take a cab and save the receipt, and we’ll reimburse you
when you get back.”

“Okay.”

“And one more thing.”

“Yes?”

“If you do a good job, and Mr. Robbins is satisfied,
there will be a $300 bonus on top of your regular
compensation.”

“Okay, great,” Tracy had replied, and rang off.

Now, two hours later, she was sitting at her kitchen
table and trying her best not to turn into a nervous wreck. After
she’d got off the phone with Martina, she went online and looked up
Steve Robbins’ Wikipedia page. In addition to being the 726th
richest person in the world, Robbins was also quite handsome,
divorced with two kids, and was a philanthropist who had given
millions of dollars to a variety of non-profit organizations around
the country.

Holy shit. I’m about to spend several hours on a
private jet with the 726th richest man in the world, and I don’t
have a fucking clue what to say or how to act in front of this
man.

She glanced at her watch. She had almost an hour
before she needed to leave, and she felt like jumping out of her
skin. She wondered if the knee-length black skirt and matching
jacket she picked out was the right outfit for the job. She wanted
to look professional, of course, but she also wanted to make a
deeper impression on her employer for the day. Billionaire or not,
he was still a man, and if she played her cards right maybe she’d
get a bonus from Mr. Robbins that they’d both enjoy.

Although she’d never been with anyone that rich,
seducing men was something that Tracy was pretty good at. She was a
tall brunette with a pretty face and a shapely figure, and she’d
even done some part-time modeling work to fill in when things got
slow at the temp agency. Boyfriends had never been a problem,
either, although choosing the right boyfriend was another
story. She was attracted to the kind of brash, sexy, self-centered
men who made her feel great for awhile, but then left her angry and
depressed when the party was over and the relationship inevitably
flamed out.

Take Nathan, her musician ex-boyfriend, for example.
Nathan was a lot of fun to hang out with, and he was wickedly
handsome with his shoulder-length black hair, dimpled chin and
chocolate brown eyes that had a way of cutting right through her.
He’d been great in the bedroom as well, and they’d had more than a
few post-gig marathon fuck sessions that had left her seeing stars
and walking crooked the next day. Nathan had a way of making her
feel special - beautiful even - and he’d been the best thing about
her life in New York before he got hooked on Meth and things
started to go sour in their relationship. In the end she’d moved
out of his apartment when his paranoia and angry rages began to
turn violent.

But Nathan in the sack, wow. Just the thought of it
made that place between her legs twitch with pleasure. She glanced
at her watch and wondered if she had time for a little self-love
before her taxi arrived. A sexual release might be a good thing,
she told herself, it could help calm my nerves and ease my
performance anxiety...

Tracy stood up from the table, unbuckled her belt,
and stepped out of her skirt. She folded it neatly over the back of
a chair, then went into the livingroom and sat down on the couch.
With a sigh she let her right hand wander down to the waistband of
her silk panties, which were getting wetter by the second.

A deeper, more urgent sigh escaped her lips as her
two fingers worked down through the landing strip of pubic hair,
and then into the soft folds of her pussy. That’s it, that’s
what I need. She felt the tension in her shoulders melt away,
and her stomach muscle relax as her fingers slipped in and out of
her moist folds, then circled the hard nub of her clit.

She thought of Nathan then - the good Nathan - home
at three in the morning after a head-banging gig and horny has
hell. She thought of him throwing off his clothes and climbing onto
her, his stiff cock finding her pussy and then ramming into her,
again and again, low animal grunts escaping his lips.

Just the thought had her on the edge of climax, and
she rubbed her slick fingers around and around her aching flesh.
When she came, she let out a stifled wail and almost fell off the
couch, her thighs clinched together and gripping her hand in
pulsating contractions.

Breathing heavily, thankful for the momentary
release, she sat up and tried to think straight through the
receding cloud of her orgasm. The transcription job. The thought of
it excited and terrified her, and she considered blowing the whole
thing off. She could call Martina and tell her that she’d come down
with a case of food poisoning, and couldn’t she find another
transcriptionist to fill in?

But frankly Tracy needed the money, especially if
there was a $300 bonus included. New York wasn’t a cheap place to
live, and the money she made doing temp work and as a part-time
model barely covered the bills, and she had to cover the rest out
of her meager savings. Once that was gone, and with no boyfriend to
help out with the expenses, she’d be in a tough spot. And moving
back in with her parents in Kansas City was something she told
herself she would never do....

After a few moments she got up off the couch and
padded into the bedroom to fetch a fresh pair of panties. Then she
retrieved her skirt from the kitchen, put it on, and went into the
bathroom to put on her makeup before the taxi arrived.

 


* * *

 


Teterboro Airport was a general aviation airport
about fifteen minutes from Manhattan. Large commercial airlines
weren’t allowed to land at Teterboro, only smaller private and
corporate jets, which made it a popular hub for wealthy celebrities
and business executives who liked to travel without mixing with the
general public.

The taxi driver pulled up to Hangar D and dropped
Tracy off at the office door. Inside, she stepped over to the
service counter and smiled at the middle-aged receptionist.

“Hi, I’m Tracy Tompkins. I work for Argus Staffing,
and I’m here to catch a flight with Steve Robbins on his private
plane.”

The receptionist, who was busy writing something down
on a clipboard, ignored her. Finally he finished what he was doing
and glanced up at her.

“You’re late, Ms. Tompkins. They started boarding Mr.
Robbins’ plane half-an-hour ago. It’s fully fueled and ready to go.
Another ten minutes and they would have left without you.”

Tracy glanced at her watch. “I was told to be here no
later than three o’clock. I’m early, not late.”

“You were misinformed,” the man said dryly. Tracy was
about to tell him to go fuck himself when suddenly he cracked a
smile and said, “Come on, I’ll show you to the plane. Do you have
luggage?”

“Just this backpack,” she said, raising it to show
him.

He came around the counter and took the bag out of
her hand, then led her through a side door and into the hanger.
Tracy had expected to walk through a metal detector or some sort of
security screening station, but apparently private flights had no
such requirements. She wasn’t sure how she felt about that, but it
was too late to turn back now.

The hangar was brightly lit, and contained several
private jets of different shapes and sizes. Tracy had expected
Steve Robbins’ plane to be an average-sized Learjet or something
that seated six or eight passengers, but the jet that the
receptionist led her to was much larger, almost the size of a
commuter jet flown by the airlines.

“Wow,” she exclaimed. “That’s a private jet.”

“It’s a Boeing business jet,” the man told her. “Very
quiet, very comfortable. You’ll think you’re on a 737.”

“Awesome.” No matter what else happened on this
flight, at least she wouldn’t be crammed into a small plane that
bounced around and had her gripping the armrests in terror.

A middle-aged woman in a grey business suit was
waiting at the stairs leading up to the plane.

“Hello Myra,” the receptionist said, handing the
woman Tracy’s backpack. “Here’s your late arrival.”

The woman was clearly annoyed. She looked Tracy up
and down, as if mentally appraising her, and then extended her free
hand. “Ms. Tompkins, I assume?”

“Yes,” Tracy said, giving her hand a quick shake.
“From Argus Staffing.”

“I’m Myra Nolan, Mr. Robbins’ personal assistant. We
almost left without you.”

Tracy frowned. “Apparently I was given the wrong time
for the flight.”

“Apparently.” With a frown Myra turned and headed up
the stairs, and Tracy followed close behind. She was irritated by
the fact that no one seemed to believe her, and that the trip was
starting off on a bad note before they even got off the ground. She
made a mental note to give Martina a piece of her mind when she got
back in the morning.

Inside, the plane was quite spacious, with twenty or
so large leather seats arranged so that they faced each other with
small tables in between. Myra said something to one of the pilots,
and he nodded and sealed the door behind them, then disappeared
into the cockpit.

“Mr. Robbins is in the back,” Myra said, nodding at a
door that apparently led to a private compartment at the rear of
the plane. “Once we’re airborne he’ll join us and you can get to
work on his speech.”

Tracy nodded and climbed into one of the seats.
Outside, the jet engines roared to life, and the plane shuddered
and then slowly taxied out of the hanger and onto the runway. The
“Fasten Seat Belts” light came on overhead, and Myra sat down in a
seat opposite Tracy and buckled in. Again the engines roared, and
Tracy gripped the hand rests as the plane shot forward, gathered
speed, and then lurched into the air.

Five minutes later they were climbing above the
clouds, and a brilliant blue sky appeared in the window at Tracy’s
shoulder. Myra was on her cell phone now, her brow furrowed as she
focused on what the caller was telling her. Tracy sat back and
tried to relax. She wondered when the remarkable Mr. Robbins would
make an appearance, and what it would be like to meet the 726th
richest man in the world.

“Mr. Robbins is in the shower,” Myra said, as if
reading Tracy’s mind. She put her cell phone down on the table
between them. “He likes to get cleaned up before he sits down to
dictate a speech. It clears his mind, apparently.”

“This thing has a shower?” Tracy said.

Myra nodded, and to Tracy’s surprise the older
woman’s lips curled into a smile. “There’s a lounge and bedroom
back there, complete with a full bathroom. It comes in handy on
long flights abroad.”

“What’s he like, anyway?”

Myra arched an eyebrow. “Excuse me?”

“Mr. Robbins,” Tracy said. “What’s he like? I mean
I’ve never met one of the richest men in the world.”

“He’s like anyone else,” Myra replied, and Tracy
thought she detected a slightly defensive tone in her voice. “Mr.
Robbins is a wealthy and powerful man, but he isn’t all that
different from you or me. He has a few...eccentricities, I’ll
admit, but nothing you should be concerned with.”

“Okay,” Tracy said. There was a long, awkward pause.
Then she reached into her bag and brought out her laptop. Setting
it on the table in front of her, she flipped open the cover and
turned it on.

“There is something you should know,” Myra said.

Tracy glanced up from the computer screen.
“Okay.”

“Mr. Robbins is...I should say he likes...being in
control of the situation. He’ll demand your obedience, and he won’t
treat you like a equal. He isn’t abusive, he isn’t rude, but he’s
been in a position of power for so long I think it’s colored his
perception to some extent. Don’t take it personally, it’s just how
he is.”

Tracy nodded and said nothing. She didn’t have a
problem with men who were a little on the controlling side. In
fact, she found strong, confident, take-charge males extremely sexy
most of the time, which was probably one of the reasons her
relationships typically ended in disaster.

Myra took another call, and Tracy turned her
attention back to her laptop. To her amazement, the plane had it’s
own WiFi network, and she was able to log onto the Internet and
check her Gmail account. There was an email from her mother, and
another from Rhonda, her best friend who had dropped out of college
and was working as cocktail waitress in Boston. Tracy was in the
middle of replying to Rhonda’s long and rambling message when she
heard a door open behind her.

She turned as a man stepped into the forward cabin.
If Steve Robbins was handsome in his Wikipedia photo, then he was
absolutely gorgeous in real life. Dressed in tailored grey slacks
and a blue silk shirt open at the collar, his fit muscular body was
evident beneath the expensive imported fabrics. His thick brown
hair was damp from his shower, and had just a tinge of grey at the
temples. He had high angular cheeks, a square chin and full lips
that would have been considered “pouty” on a woman.

He walked over and dropped into the seat next to
Myra. He looked over at Tracy with his piercing brown eyes, and
again she had the feeling of being appraised, and not just in a
business sense. His eyes seemed to penetrate her in a way that made
her uncomfortable, curious and aroused all at the same time.

“Well,” he said finally. “You must be the
transcriptionist.”

“I am.” She pulled down on the hem of her skirt, then
reached across the table to shake his outstretched hand. His skin
was warm and moist to the touch. “I’m Tracy Tompkins, and I’m very
pleased to meet you Mr. Robbins.”

“Please, call me Steve,” he said with a smile that
revealed a perfect set of gleaming white teeth. Tracy caught a
scent of after shave or cologne, a musky, masculine aroma that she
found most alluring.

Steve turned to Myra, who was off the phone now and
looking at him. “I spoke to Tom on the intercom. We’ve got a good
tailwind, so we should be setting down no later than five-thirty
local time. Call Nathan and make sure he’ll be there to meet us on
the runway.”

Myra nodded and tapped a number into her phone.

“As for you,” he said, looking back at Tracy. “Grab
your things and let’s go back in the lounge. I feel more
comfortable working in there.”

Myra shot him a disapproving look and lifted her
phone to her ear. Jesus, what have I got myself into? Tracy
wondered as she gathered up her laptop and her backpack and
followed the 726th richest man in the world toward the back of the
plane.

 


* * *

 


They stepped into the lounge, and Steve closed the
door behind them. The room was about half as large as the forward
cabin, with an oval, polished wood dining table in the center and a
half-dozen leather chairs arrayed around it. There was a small
kitchen area to the left, and beside it a well-stocked wet bar. The
back wall held three large TV screens, all turned to different
channels.

“Wow,” Tracy said. “Cool.”

Steve shrugged. “You should see the bedroom.”

He walked over to the bar and poured himself a scotch
and water. “You want a drink?” he asked.

“Just water, thanks.”

Tracy went over to the table and sat down. Being
alone with this man made her nervous and excited at the same time.
The way he moved, the way he smelled, the air of confidence that
seemed to float like a cloud all around him. Here was man to be
reckoned with, and it was all she could do to keep her knees from
banging together beneath the table.

She admired his ass as he bent down to retrieve a
water glass from beneath the bar. He definitely finds time in his
busy schedule to work out, she thought. Focus, Tracy. This is a
business trip. Do a good job and you’ll have a nice little $300
bonus waiting when you get home.

“Here you go,” Steve said, placing a glass of water
in front of her. “I guess you’ll be our designated driver for the
evening.”

“Great, thanks.” She took a sip from the glass, then
opened up her laptop on the table in front of her. With the tip of
her finger, she quickly closed out her web browser and replaced it
with a blank Word document. “So, what will I be transcribing, Mr.
Robb... Sorry, Steve?”

“A speech,” he said. He took a long gulp of his
scotch and set the glass down on the table. “I’m giving the keynote
address at a fundraiser in Long Beach this evening.”

“Okay, great.” She moved her hands to the keyboard.
“I’m ready when you are.”

Steve rubbed his eyes and said nothing. There was a
long pause, the only sound the muted humm of the jet engines
toiling outside the window. Tracy couldn’t imagine this man at a
loss for words, but here he was, his mind an apparent blank. Maybe
it’s the scotch. Or maybe he needs another one.

“All right,” he said finally. “Let’s get
started.”

Climbing out of his seat, he stepped over to the bar
and poured himself another drink, only this time it was sparkling
water instead of scotch. He gulped half of it down, then cleared
his throat and said, “Ladies and gentlemen, distinguished guests,
we’re gathered here this evening to open our minds and our hearts
to this amazing organization....”

Tracy typed his words, verbatim. Now that he was
going, the words poured out of him in a highly structured stream,
almost as though he’d given a version of this same speech many
times before. He only paused once to refer to some notes on the
non-profit organization that he was endorsing, but everything else
was so tight and well organized that it would require little
editing.

As she typed, Steve paced the floor behind her, his
leather loafers quiet on the thick carpet. Tracy got lost in the
words for a time, focusing on one word and then the next as they
entered her ears and appeared an instant later on the computer
screen. Steve’s strong, disembodied voice moved around her like
sound effects on surround-sound speakers.

At length he paused, and leaned over her shoulder to
look at the text on the laptop screen. The heat of his body sent a
tingle up her spine, and she tried to keep her fingers from
trembling on the keyboard.

“Good,” he said. “You type very well.”

“Thanks,” she said. “But really, Steve, I’m not sure
why you need this transcribed. It sounds like you could give this
speech off the top of your head.”

 

“Perhaps,” he said. “But I’ve learned never to step
in front of an audience without a written speech in front of me -
or at least the outline of one. Which will be your next task, my
dear, turning all this into a point-by-point outline that can be
written down on index cards.”

His hand was on her shoulder now, and she could feel
his gaze on her hair, on the back of her neck.

“You’re a very lovely young woman, Tracy. But I’m
sure you know that.”

“Thanks,” she stammered. Christ, what am I doing? I’m
acting like a nervous schoolgirl. Take a deep breath, relax. Rich
or not, handsome or not, Steve Robbins was just a man, and Tracy
had never felt uncomfortable around men before. In fact it was
usually the man who was nervous around her, as they debated whether
or not to ask her out and risk the painful rejection that could
come with it.

If only he didn’t smell so damn good. And have
those chocolate brown eyes that seem to bore tunnels right through
me.

“How old are you, Tracy?”

“Twenty-four,” she said. “Young enough to be your
daughter, in fact.”

He laughed then, a soft sweet rumble in his throat.
His hand moved off her shoulder and then down her arm, and he
leaned closer until his crotch was pressing against the back of the
seat.

“I have two daughters,” he said softly. “But they’re
both in their early teens. Although you could make the argument
that I got a late start at the whole procreation thing.”

“Really...” Tracy’s attempts at staying calm were
failing, and she felt her nipples tighten as a shiver shot down
between her legs. Being seduced by a billionaire wasn’t just a
hypothetical anymore, it was really happening, and she felt herself
getting very wet at the thought of it.

“Well, Steve, do you want me to get started on the
out–-”

Grabbing the seat back, he spun her around in the
chair. She looked up at him, and now that he was close enough to
kiss, she become a tangle of flustered desire. She tried not to
show it, but he must have seen it in her eyes, and the corner of
his full lips twitched with amusement.

“You’re fired,” he said.

“What?” In an instant her lust turned to confusion,
then to rage. “Fired for what? Transcribing your fucking
speech?”

“Don’t worry, you’ll get a nice severance package,”
he said. “But I don’t fraternize with employees, temp or otherwise.
If you want to fuck me, you’ll have to stop working for me.”

“Who said I wanted to fuck you?” Tracy asked, but the
words came out insincere and hollow. She did want to fuck him,
right there, thirty-thousand feet off the ground, and she had the
wet panties to prove it.

“You’re used to getting what you want, aren’t you?”
she said after a pause. “Myra told me you’re a control freak.”

“She did, did she?” He took a step back, his grin
disappearing. Just then the plane hit a spot of turbulence, and
Tracy gripped the chair as the floor dropped away, righted itself,
then dropped again.

“Look, I know what you must be thinking,” he
said.

“Do you?”

“I don’t make a habit of seducing my employees on
their first day of work,” he said. “A man in my position wouldn’t
last long playing those sort of games. But there’s something about
you...something I saw right away. I felt a connection...”

Tracy had felt it too, had written it off as lust and
the idea of bedding a man who was worth as much as a small South
American country. But there was something more there, something
deeper that she couldn’t deny.

“So,” she said, “what kind of severance package are
we talking about?”

“How about ten thousand dollars for starters,” he
said. “Call the temp agency you work for and tell them you’re
taking a leave of absence. You can stay with me for the rest of the
week while I finish up my business in LA. I you don’t like the
arrangement, I’ll fly you back to New York and you can keep the
severance with no strings attached.”

Tracy tried to find the flaw in his proposition, but
she couldn’t. Ten thousand dollars would look very nice in her bank
account, and spending a few days relaxing in LA and having
recreational sex with a handsome billionaire sounded like just the
adventure she’d been hoping for.

“No strings attached?” she repeated.

“Absolutely none,” he said. “We have some fun --
without the drama of a committed relationship -- and see where it
goes from there.”

“Okay, you’ve got a deal. But I only brought clothes
for one night.”

“Don’t worry about that.” Turning, he opened the door
and went back into the forward cabin. Tracy could hear voices as he
spoke with Myra in the other room. She couldn’t make out the words,
but older woman sounded none too pleased. What is she, his mother?
But a moment later Steve returned, a piece of paper in his
hand.

“Here,” he said, placing the paper on the table in
front of her. “This is the contract that was emailed to us by Argus
Staffing. You just need to sign it stating that you’ve successful
completed your work with us, and fill out the date and time.”

Tracy had the nagging sense that she was being
purchased somehow, like a suit being bought off the rack at an
expensive men’s store. And maybe she was. But at the same time she
trusted Steve Robbins -- even though she barely knew him -- and her
intuition told her that despite his impulsiveness and control
issues, he was basically a good man at heart. With a shrug she took
a pen out of her bag and signed and dated the document.

“Good,” Steve said. “Good.”

“You’re used to getting what you want, aren’t
you?”

“Most of the time,” he admitted. “But with power
comes great responsibility, as the old saying goes, and I try not
to abuse my little corner of the world. I mean you don’t read about
a lot of ex-girlfriends trashing me in the tabloids, do you?

“I don’t read the tabloids,” she said, spreading her
hands on the table. “So what happens now, Mr. Robbins?”

“Now, we have a drink,” he said, moving over to the
bar. He poured himself another scotch, then looked at her.

“I’ll have a rum and Coke,” she said.

He nodded and mixed her one, then carried the heavy
tumbler glasses over and sat down beside her. Tracy took a sip of
her drink, the rum settling like a warm fog in her stomach. Wow, I
sure didn’t expect my day to go like this when I got up this
morning. If only Mom could see me now.

“What are you thinking?” he asked her.

She smiled at him. “I’m thinking that this is really
fucking weird. I’m also thinking that I’d really like to see what’s
in those expensive imported pants of yours.”

“That can be arranged,” he said. He leaned over and
kissed her then, firmly and confidently, and before she knew it her
arms were around him and she was kissing him back. He got out of
his chair and practically climbed on top of her, his erection
grinding into her clit. Tracy let out a moan and pulled him closer.
He cupped one of her breasts, with his free hand, his fingers
slipping over the raised bump of her tightening nipple.

“There’s something I need to tell you,” he said,
pulling out of their kiss.

“What? That you’re married, and your wife will be
meeting us at the airport?”

“No.” He chuckled softly, then turned serious. “I’m
not a typical guy, Tracy. I have...eccentric tastes when it comes
to sex.”

“Okay,” she said. “What are we talking about
exactly?”

“Normal, vanilla sex doesn’t do it for me,” he said.
“It bores the shit out of me, if you want the truth. I need more. I
need a partner who will be...submissive. A partner who will do what
I want, when I want, and like it.”

Submissive partner? Tracy had had a girlfriend
in college who was into BDSM and other kink, and she had raved
about how liberating it was to give up control to another person
during sex. The idea of role playing and being tied up and spanked
or flogged or whatever had never sounded appealing to Tracy. But
still she was curious, and the tingle between her legs urged her to
go exploring. Perhaps Steve Robbins was just the man to show her
through the door into that other, darker world.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I’m a straight girl from
Missouri. Giving a guy a blow job is about as submissive as I
get.”

“I think you’re ready for more.” He leaned down and
nuzzled her neck, his hot breath burnishing her skin. He touched
his lips to that sensitive spot below her ear, and she bit her lip
as a tingle shot up her spine.

“Show me,” she said.

With that he climbed off of her and stood up. He
reached out his hand and helped her to her feet. The rum was
starting to kick in, and she felt a little unsteady on her feet,
especially with the rocking of the airplane.

“Let’s take this into the bedroom,” he said, and led
her toward the back of the plane.

 


* * *

 


Tracy had half-expected the bedroom to be a portable
dungeon full of whips and harnesses and torture devices, but it was
just a small, well-furnished bedroom with a double bed on the
right, a mahogany dresser on the left, and a wardrobe closet along
the front wall. Most impressive, there was a skylight in the
ceiling, several feet across, and Tracy looked up and could see
wispy clouds above them, painted orange and crimson by the setting
sun.

“A bedroom, in an airplane,” she said. “Now I’ve seen
everything.”

Steve closed the door behind them and turned the
lock. “It’s soundproof,” he said. “I had this part of the plane
custom made to my specifications.”

“I’m sure that comes in handy,” she replied, only
half joking. “So what now?”

He grabbed her then, roughly, and pushed her up
against the door. He kissed her with the hunger of a man just
released from prison, and she kissed him back, her hands wrapping
around his neck. She felt his bulging erection against her clit,
and she gasped and moved her hands down across his shoulders. She
thought it was going to fuck her right there against the door, but
suddenly he broke free and backed away.

“In here, the rules are different,” he said, panting.
She could feel his body heat, see the desire burning in his eyes,
like a volcano working toward an eruption. “In here, you’ll need to
do as I say and be my obedient little slave.”

Tracy stifled a giggle, but she could see by his
expression that he wasn’t joking. This was all part of the game,
apparently, and she had agreed to go along for the ride.

“Do as you say? Even if I don’t like it?”

He surprised her by reaching out and taking her hand;
he ran his thumb across her knuckles, almost tenderly. “I know it
takes strength and courage to submit,” he said. “Especially with
someone you hardly know. But when you’re in here, under my control,
you’ll need to address me as ‘Sir.’ You’ll also need to obey my
commands unless you’re really uncomfortable and want to stop what
we’re doing.”

“Well what do I do then?”

“Just say ‘red’ as a safe command and our little
session will be over.” He let go of her hand and looked her square
in the eyes. “Are we clear on the rules? Do you still want to do
this?”

“Absolutely.” She held out her arms in submission.
“I’m all yours, Master.”

“You’re all mine, Sir.”

“Sir,” she corrected, biting her lip and pressing her
legs together as blood pounded through her crotch. She would have
never thought she’d be turned on by something like this -- by being
submissive to a man -- but at that moment she was as wet and horny
as she’d ever been in her life.

“One more thing. Are you on birth control, or do I
need to use a condom?”

“I’m on the pill,” she said.

“Good. Now take your clothes off,” he commanded.
“Slowly.”

She did as he said. Her fingers were trembling as she
unfastened her belt and stepped out of her skirt. She removed her
blouse next, then her bra, letting the straps slide over her
shoulders and down her arms. Finally she peeled off her panties and
dropped them like a handkerchief on the floor.

She felt Steve’s gaze upon her the entire time, his
dark eyes unreadable. But the look on his face, along with the
bulge in his pants, told her that he liked what he was seeing.

“Good girl. Now drop down on your hands and
knees.”

“You mean like a dog–”

“Do it!” he bellowed. The tone of his voice startled
her, but she sank to her knees and then went down on all fours.
Instead of angering her, this humiliation only served to heighten
her arousal, and she longed to have this forceful man inside
her.

“You look lovely like that,” he whispered above her.
She felt his hand brush lightly across her shoulder blade, and then
he grabbed a fistful of her hair. At first she thought he was going
to yank it, but he simply ran it through his fingers and then let
it fall across her shoulders.

“Have you ever been spanked, Tracy?”

“No S-sir,” she stammered. “I mean yes. Years ago,
when I was a little kid.”

“For being a naughty girl?”

“Yes...Sir.”

She heard the sound of a door sliding open and
rustling, like he was taking something out of the closet. She
imagined some sort of elaborate leather whip, or a riding crop. But
when she glanced over a moment later he was wrapping one end of a
black alligator belt around his hand.

If you’re going to back out, Tracy, this would be a
good time. But she swallowed the safe word in her throat and
decided to find out if pain really could mix with pleasure.

Slap.

The sound of the belt striking her bare ass startled
her, and it was followed an instant later by stab of burning pain.
She found herself wanting to giggle at the absurdity of the
situation, but then slap and the belt struck her again, and then
again. The flesh along the injured area was scalding now, the
nerves on fire, but along with the pain came a deep arousal that
she’d never experienced before.

Slap.

Her pulse pounding in her ears, she moaned with
desire as her clit swelled and she ached for the man who was
punishing her. She was so wet that he could have stroked her to
orgasm with a few strokes of his finger, but stuck to the belt,
much to her disappointment.

Then abruptly the spanking stopped. She felt his
hands on her ass, his strong fingers massaging and squeezing out
much of the pain. Tracy moaned again and moved her ass against his
touch, hoping that he’d take out his cock and fuck her from behind.
Anything to relieve the tension building like an atom bomb inside
her.

“Good girl,” he said. “You’re a natural at this.”

“Thank you...Sir,” she panted. Steve took his hands
away and she heard the rustle of clothing somewhere behind her.
He’s undressing. She longed to turn around and watch, to see if his
body was as fit and trim as it had appeared beneath those expensive
imported fabrics.

“I want you to fuck me now, Sir.”

“How bad do you want it?”

“Very much, Sir.”

“I’m not convinced,” he said, and instead of mounting
her, he slipped something dark and silky over her face. She felt
his fingers tying the blindfold behind her head.

Tracy felt a moment of panic in the darkness, but
then she relaxed again as she grew accustomed to the blindfold.
Without her vision, her other senses became more acute, and the
smell of Steve’s cologne was even stronger in her nostrils. She
felt the fiber of the thick carpet on her fingertips, and outside
the plane, the jet engines hummed like a swarm of locusts.

She felt the heat of him behind her, then his hands
slipping up her sides and around to her breasts. His fingers found
her sensitive nipples, and she stifled a moan as he steadily
increase the pressure. She felt his loins press into her back, felt
his engorged cock ride up and over her ass. She heard a moan escape
his lips as he fought back his approaching orgasm.

Then he began to slide his fingers gently through the
folds of her pussy, and across her bulging clit. A thousands stars
appeared behind the blindfold as she felt herself approaching
climax. For the love of God, Steve, do it!

As if reading her mind, he reached down encircled her
in his arms. But instead of taking her from behind, he lifted her
up and carried her over to the bed. Blindfolded, she was
momentarily disoriented, and she let out a yelp as he tossed her
down roughly on her back. Then he was on top of her, pinning her
down with his hands. She felt his hot breath on her cheek, then his
lips on hers as he kissed her, hard. She returned his kiss eagerly,
her arms wrapping around his strong back.

Then she felt the head of his cock pushing at her
entrance. He rubbed it up through her folds, then over her clit,
then back down and into her. She gasped as he worked his way inside
her –- slowly at first, with short, shallow strokes -- but then he
let go and slid all the way in until he was bumping up against her
cervix.

“Oh Steve, Sir, fuck me!”

She buried her face in his shoulder as he thrust into
her, again and again. Again she saw stars behind the blindfold, a
constellation of them as she built toward climax. Her hands found
his ass and she held on tight as he rammed his cock home, time
after time, his heavy breaths turning into grunts and then howls of
pleasure.

“That’s it,” she hissed between clenched teeth.
“Right there, Sir. Fuck me right there.”

She pulled her legs up and out as he found his
rhythm. The friction of his cock ramming into her met with the bump
of her engorged clit, and she met him stroke for urgent stroke. He
kissed her ear, mumbled her name, his hands tightening on her
shoulders for support. Tracy bit into his shoulder as her climax
rose like a runaway train. She came with a stifled scream, and he
followed suit a few seconds later, his muscles stiffening as he
swelled and throbbed inside her.

“Wow,” he murmered, and rolled off of her. Panting,
she removed the blindfold and slid in beside him on the bed.
Peering up through the skylight, she saw that the sky had turned a
dark purple, and a swath of stars had appeared high above.

“It’s a good thing the bedroom is soundproof,” she
said.

“Yes,” he agreed. “Otherwise Myra might have kicked
the door down to rescue me.”

“Rescue you?” She elbowed him playfully in the ribs.
“I was the one who needed rescuing.”

He chuckled softly, but she could tell that the
escape of their sexual antics was wearing off, and he was already
thinking about other things.

“So what happens now?” she asked. “Tonight I
mean.”

“Well, after we land you’ll be accompanying me to the
fundraiser. I might even have you jot down the main points of my
speech on the way -- as a friend, of course. Then we’ll go back to
my place in Newport for Round Two.”

“Round Two? Does that involve handcuffs and
floggers?”

“If you want it to. I have a room in the basement
that’s fully equipped for fun and adventure.”

Fun and adventure, pain and pleasure, we’re off to
see the Wizard...

Tracy wondered if her life would ever be the same
after this. It would certainly be hard to go back to her drab life
working for Argus Staffing and dating drugged out musicians. But
she was with Steven Robbins right now, and she was along for the
ride, wherever it took her, for as long as it lasted. There might
not be a future in dating a kinky billionaire, but what the hell,
the future was overrated anyway.
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