




Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Все книги автора
Эта же книга в других форматах

Приятного чтения!








Kathryn Morgan Parry



My Boss's Slave




I am looking at the photographs in front of me.
The man I wanted since I started working for his brother four years ago, staring happily up at me all posing with different women.
I look up at his brother who just threw them on my desk with a look of confusion.
Did he want me to have his brother as a client?
“Look I know you got a thing for him, but you wasting your time.” I look ed back at his handsome face my heart aching, the humiliation that my boss knew how I felt for his brother hurt me, I thought I was masking my feelings but obviously not.
I knew he never be mine, but it did not stop me wanting him, he does not even know I exists — only as his brother lackey.
My boss tilts my face up to look at him and turns my face to the left then the right, looking at me intently. His steely eyes scrutinizing me as he takes in my features, I cannot tell if it is with pity or contempt, I have never been able to read him.
“Stand up.” I do it instantly by the command to his voice.
“Do I still scare you after all these years?” he looks amused but his face goes bla nk after a little smile filters across his lips.
He walks around me, scrutinizing my body, he shakes his head then looks me directly in the eyes, his brown eyes bore into my sole as he give me a wide smile, my heart always flutters when he gets that look, It always meant he was about to set something exciting in motion.
“He could be yours easily, but you need to make a few sacrifices to get him.” My mouth go es dry with a mix of dread and excitement; he holds his hand up to silence me. He tilts my face up as he comes close to my face.
“One you do not sleep with him until a wedding ring is on your finger.” I not sure, if I want marriage I go to speak but he squeezes my face tightly as he tilts my face up more to look into my eyes.
“Two you do everything I command you to do,” I swallow; I think I know where this is going.
“Three you will have to be m y slave, my brother only wants my women.
Every woman in these photographs was once mine” I look down at all the women that were glamorous and sexy; I could never look like them he tilts my face back to his,
“You can be more than them, you have a brain” I look into his eyes as he holds me firm in his grip.
“I never have the time to date, our arrangement is going to take sacrifices from me too” he loosens his grip on my chin but I dare not look away from his eyes.
“My brother needs a wife or he end up alone like me, so keep your knickers on.” He leans in for a kiss, as I back away from him instantly.
“ That’s why you need to be mine, he will see though the lies if you are not.”
I look at him as he backs away from me; He looks at me strangely, as he moves to my office door and locks it.
“Do you need time to think it over?” I just stare at him as he leans on the door, I am stunned and unable speak, he unlocks it and walks out.
I try to sort out my head and concentrate on work, but my focus keeps s hifting to the photographs. Imagining his hands and lips kissing me as my hand slip into my skirt, caressing my clit with my fingers it is not the first time I fantasised about him while I masturbate.
I lay my head on my desk as my other hand sinks into my wet pussy, fucking myself with my fingers as I think of his hard penis inside me.
I give a little moan as my body builds with the need of him inside me, as I imagined him grabbing hold of me from behind kissing my neck.
I open my eyes as my body clenches and my heart jumps to see a pair of hands on my desk.
I pull my hands free from my skirt as I look into my boss’s eyes, he smiles as he sits down on my desk.
“Carry on.” He commands me; I hesitantly slip my hand back into my briefs and stare into his eyes as I go to finish what I started.
I have no idea why I continue to caress myself closing my eyes as the tightening builds; I hear the zip of his trousers on opening my eyes he offers his penis to me, I start kissing it as I imaging sucking his brother in my mouth.
Licking his tip as I suck hard er while his hands caress my face gently, I watch his eyes as I climax. There was pure pleasure on his face as he watches me, as I move my hands from my skirt he shakes his head.
“C arry on,” sinking my fingers back into my pussy, he moves my face over his pulsing shaft, his groans sets my pulses racing as I feel my body responding to his penis in my mouth.
He looks down at me with lust; it rocks me to my core as it sends me over the edge of another climax, my breasts and hips rocking forward, wanting desperately for this man to fuck me. All thoughts of his brother were gone out of my mind.
“You belong to me.” The command sends waves of pleasure over my body as he pours into my mouth, h e groans as his orgasms pumping into my mouth.
“Enough” he commands as he pulls out his penis, he strokes my face gently as he bends down to kiss me. His tongue softly entering my mouth, he adjusts his trousers zipping himself up putting himself tidy before leaving my office without another word.
Putting my head on my desk offering a silent scream of frustration what, have I done? It was hot and I loved every moment of him in my mouth, I always hated blowjobs they always seemed one sided before.
I finally feel pumped up to get on with my work, it was gone six when I finally look at the clock, an hour over but after wasting most of the day thinking of my boss I think I owe the company some extra time. I log off on my computer, tidying my desk before leaving my office everyone else seemed to have gone home.
I am not normally the last one to leave but it seems peaceful with no one here. I walk past my boss’s office when I notice his light is on; I knock nervously before going in.
He looks up I as enter the office, he smiles as he hands me a file, I open it before I sit down, a schedule of improvements that he requests me to arrange.
I need to wax and when and where to have my hair done, clothing etc, I look back up at him not sure of what to say.
“We will go tonight.” I glance at the clock; the shops are not going to be open he grabs my hand and pulls me out off his office we are in his car before I know it.
I look at him as he pulls outside a Chanel boutique store, the lights are still on as he opens the door for me to get out of his car.
The shop assistant flirting at my boss as soon as we enter upon locking the door, she busies herself with selecting clothes for me, I am stripped and re-dressed countless times before my boss’s eyes, shyly showing my boring underwear, as countless outfits are chose for me.
“What do you like Clara?” I tingle all over by how sexy he made my name sound. I choose my favourite outfits for him, just simple trousers suits but classy as only Channel can do for suits.
“I do like your legs, but for the office a perfect choice.” He picks them up as he charges all six to his credit card.
“Think of it as a bonus Clara.” He snaps as I try to protest, I could pay for my own clothes but maybe not all six. I learnt a long time ago if a shop does not have price labels, you cannot afford it but I got more than enough from my salary, I just did not have the time to shop.
“Th e underwear must go, bin them as soon as you get home even if you got to come to work without any.” He tilts my face to his as he lightly kisses me on the lips.
“If you look and wear sexy clothing, you feel sexy.” Uncomfortable but sexy underwear coming out as we speak, I yearn for his lips on mine, I softly pant as he pulls back from my lips.
He teases me as he pulls me close to his lips our tongues meeting as he lifts me off my feet with his embrace I felt breathless for him as we kiss.
I want to wrap my legs around his body but I hang limply in his arms until he sets me on my feet.
He drives me home with a schedule for tomorrow, to transform me into something else, I am not sure if I like the idea.
The waxing, I have had done before but my hair and nails like some sort of bimbo, I hope my boss does not mind if I change his plan a little bit.
I get my best underwear out and select the black trouser suit with the shirt that matched; I will have to change in work after my hair appointment.
Another special appointment, my boss had made for me like the booking at Chanel boutique, he already knew I would accept his proposition before he had asked me, I felt that I should change my mind but I was having fun for a change.
The hairdresser greats me as I enter the hair and beauty salon, I sit down as we generally chat about the weather etc, teasing my hair out of my hairclip she suggests I will look amazing as a platinum blonde, I did not want to go that bright a colour or any blonde for that matter.
“I replied Low lights, a soft caramel maybe but not a platinum or blonde of any shade.” She examines my light brown hair, as she smiles.
“I know just the colour that will enhance your hair, but your boyfriend not going to like it.” I watch her phone my boss before she starts on my hair, he must have given me permission to deviate from his commands as she starts mixing up the colour formula.
As the colour dye sets on my hair, I start to feel that maybe she just agreed to do my hair the way I wanted, but dreaded that I was still going to look at my reflection as an empty-headed platinum blonde.
The mirrors were not visible which is strange for a hairstylist. She ushers me to another chair, thankfully with a mirror. I look at the new me apprehensively with the soft caramels shinning through, and the colour looks amazing.
“He not going to know what hit him, the colour really complements you r skin tones.”
I was impressed with the improvement to myself as she starts cutting into my hair, it was clear my choice was only on the colour but the length did not alter much only slight layers to bring out the colour on the highlights.
Upon meeting the beautician, I refused the bikini waxing but had my legs done, I did make an appointment for next week because she was flustered that I refused another command from my boss. She continues with my make-up and I paid for my own purchases of makeup that she used, my own blushes came when a delivery of underwear arrived in the salon as I waited for my nails to dry.
I take a quick look at the expensive looking lace and satin underwear as I leave the shop, they not like I imagined a man would want me to wear these looked comfortable, and I lift the note out with excitement, it simply said for work.
I was the first to arrive for work, even though I just had a makeover that was typical of my boss not to lose a day’s work from my services, I did have the highest paid accounts in the firm apart from him of course.
I have another look at my hair as I slip on my jacket as I change into my suit, I nearly collide with my boss as I step out of the restroom, his hands went into my hair as he gently kisses me, I reach out for him a mirror image of his brother as we kiss.
He did not say anything but I follow him willingly to his office and I am the one who locks his door. He turns as I slip my jacket off, he lifts me off my feet as he pins me to his door. Undoing my buttons on my shirt as he lifts me up higher, kissing my breasts through the material of my bra my nipples becoming firm with his warm breath, I pull his hair gently as he whispers “Clara.” I moan out from my name whispered so desperately on his lips.
His hands gently undressing me he pushes me into the door, his lips exploring every revealed part of me as he gently removes my clothes.
My name being whispered softly as he parts my legs with his body, his fingers exploring my soft mound through the material of the suit, His hand slip between the fabric as he caress my pussy, his firm hand rubbing at my outer lips then sinking into my moist body.
He removes my bra with shaking hands, lick ing my nipples gently as he sucks upon them I give out a little moan.
He pulls out his fingers then placing them into my mouth; I start to suck my juices off as I allow him to move them in my mouth. He grabs my chin as he slips his fingers out, kissing me impatiently with my lip grazed by his teeth.
He scatters the paper on his desk as he lays me down, still kissing my lips forcefully. Over my neck and slowly down my breasts, I pull on his hair with urgency I need him to take me now.
“You are mine,” he whispers softly.
“Yes,” He looked back at me at me with surprise; He pulls me in closer as he parts my legs, His fingers growing urgent as he teases me with them, my breathing becoming difficult with the build up of emotions.
Desperately wanting him to fuck me with his penis, I try to cry out a plea but his lips claim mine silencing my words, I bite his lip a little harder than I should his breath hitches in surprise.
I gently pull down on my briefs as I turn to bend over the table. He hitches my leg up as he teasing my mound with his fingers. I go to moan but as soon as I open my mouth, he places an apple in, I bite down instantly muzzling my cries for him.
He sits down on a chair as he starts to lick me open, gently at first then harder as he licks at my mound. I bite down hard on the apple as my pussy tightens, his fingers never slowing, until tears well in my eyes from the overwhelming feelings coursing through my body. I bite down hard as my body relaxes with my orgasm, quickly followed by another one as the apple drops to the floor.
I start to shake, I have not even touched him yet but I desperately want him.
I hear the belt of his trousers loosening, then the drop off his trousers as he presses his body next to mine, his cock resting over my bottom as I push back from the table.
“You are mine,” he whispers again as he slams into my already pu lsing body, I push back as far as I can go deepening him into me.
“Yes, yes Alex I am yours” it was the first time I ever called my boss by his Christian name, his groans sounding like a wild animal as he fucked me from behind. His fingers still teasing my clitoris, I kissed the table as I sigh out a cry.
His body pumping powerfully into mine, he pulls my face closer as he kisses my lips, my eyes close as every nerve in my body explodes as he pours into me.
We lay on the table with him resting on my back, gently kissing and nibbling me before he pulls out shakily. I just lay there feeling exhausted shakily I sit up, with my legs gone to jelly I move quickly to the chair to balance myself. He hands me a drink and watches me drink the juice.
“Better Clara?” I smile my thanks a nd retrieve my clothes from the floor, slowly dressing as I fumble to do up my buttons but he gently takes over as he dresses me. Getting ready for the walk of shame back to my office, I try to tidy my hair.
“How do I look?” he smiles a little.
“Like you just been fucked.” I return the smile gracefully.
I have been on the receiving end of the gossips before but the walk of shame was the person I just fucked.
They never stayed around at the office choosing somewhere else to work rather than to bump into me after I had used them. I worked long hours and it was difficult to meet men for sex.
I just did not have the time for a long-term relationship or the time to pick a man up in a bar, besides in work it was on my terms.

He comes over as he zips up his trousers, rubs a finger over my lips.
“I like your hair on your pussy,” I smile, a little intimidated by his eyes.
“It is slightly waxed.” He smiles at me as he tilts my face up.
“Look Alex I’m a woman not a girl, I will not wax any more than I have.”
“I said I liked it Clara,” he kisses me lightly on the lips.
“I told you, you are worth more than any empty headed bimbo, the only thing they know is how to fuck.”
“I will send a car to your place at eight.” I walk back to my office with giggles and hushed conversations, the walls were not thick in the building so everyone knew I just fucked my boss. If this goes wrong I will have to find another job, the embarrassment will kill me if I have to face him every day.
My hair was starting to annoy me, falling into my eyes as I tried to sort out a potential client. I grab a file clip a nd pin my hair back, my buzzer goes on the intercom and I press it without checking who wanted my attention.
“Clara, unclip your hair,” I look into the camera.
“I working Alex what do you want?” He laughs
“Just checking up on my employee, remove your clothes.” I shake my head.
“Working Alex, now will you leave me alone my boss is a real tyrant when my work is not finished on time,” he laughs, then the silence but I know he is still watching me.
“What is your favourite colour?” I keep my eyes on the document in front of me. “Clara look at me” I shake my head as I look back into the camera.
“Is this how you knew I was masturbating?” he laughs again.
“These cameras are like a live porn site sometimes.” I blush a little remembering some of the things I gotten up to in work.
“It’s a breach of privacy that what it is.”
“I got some of my favourites on disc, do you fancy watching the boardroom one?” My face burns hot as I flick a switch on the intercom terminating this line of topic.
He buzzes again but I ignore it as I try to concentrate to look normal that he had watched me fucking someone else. My secretary steps into my office without knocking, smiling sweetly at me.
“Sorry Clara, the boss said your intercom is not working he needs to ask you something.” She fiddles with my intercom signal as my boss voice commands me to come into his office, do I ignore him. I watch my secretary close the door before I flash him my breasts he sounds like he was chocking as he coughs loudly.
“Alex you aright honey?”
“I am just off to play tennis could I go over a few clients before I leave?”
“I will be right in,” I tidy up as I head to his office, as I open the door I realise his brother was here, by the swooning staff outside the door hoping to grab his attention when he leaves.
I knock as I step into the office as his brother takes a double take finally noticing me after all these years and I blush like a schoolchild. I take in his shorts with disappointment he is not what I had expected his legs to be like, scrawny legs with pasty skin but they are only legs however, I know his chest is hot which sets my pulses speeding again imagining him undressed.
“I thought I was going to have a heart attack when you flashed us your breasts.” He says gloating at me; I blush crimson as I look at my boss.
“Sorry baby, you did not give me time to explain that I had someone with me.” I shake my head as I sit on his knee and whisper into his ear.
“You pig” Feeling his muscles with my hands, my heart is racing with my excitement from his muscular form as I kiss his lips. He removes the make do hair clip in my hair and tosses it in the bin.
“Hey I needed that,” I protest as my hair falls forward encasing his face.
“I wanted you to meet my brother as my girlfriend,” he winks at me and my heart sinks, it was still a sexual arrangement for him. I mutter “hi” without looking over my shoulder, his brother was just a pretty face for me and not real, I knew that as much as I fancied having sex with him it was just a silly crush. Alex smiles, he thinks I was just pretending that I was not interested with his brother. I force my face away from Alex’s and shakes hands with his brother as I sadly came back to earth with a crash, If Alex was to dump me I would be out of a job with no reference.
“Hey what up honey?” the endearment is a bitter pill for me to swallow, with no emotion behind it.
“I’m fine just a bit tired,” I force a smile but Alex looks at me like if I was screaming which inside I am.
“I see you tonight Alex,” he holds my chin examining my face before he kisses me, my body aches for his maybe I could allow him one last time to fuck me before I force his hand to finish this.
I sigh with relief when I sit back down at my desk; I know he has left with his brother and no longer watching me as I allow myself to cry.
I was such a fool to start this on the pretence of him setting me up with his brother, yes I wanted sex with him any woman with a pulse did but I would never have sold myself for him.
I wanted Alex as soon as he showed interest in me, he knew me better than anyone did from work associates to friends in the four years, boring film reviews with only the two of us attending as we built on that friendship, oh god I will miss him more than the work what the hell have I done?
I go all out when I get home, with the silver Vera Wang and trophy girlfriend mask in place as I overdo the makeup. Alex always hated the type that hanged off a man’s arm.
I am going to be a leech until he loses his temper I just wished that the dress did not flatter my slim body. Which might be the only fault if he found me too attractive tonight, he will bite his lip until after he fucked me, but part of me wanted him one last time?
I pace the hallway, until his driver arrives and rings the doorbell I nearly push him over as I rush to the car I just wanted this night over as fast as possible. I sit in the back of the car fiddling with my stocking until I have a run in them, then watching the driver as I remove them shyly. My smooth legs with the just waxed feeling bring Goosebumps over my entire body.
We drive on to the Marian Hotel, Alex’s fuck pad if I remember correctly, this is where he takes the women he did not want to know where he lived, and the lump in my throat becoming painful as I step out of the car before the driver can open my door.
I smile brightly no one who did not know me would suspect it was false. Alex summons me over as I step into the lounge, with my drink already on the table. I was touched that he remembered what I drank and I lightly brush his arm when I sit down. His fingers gently touching mine for a second before I move them away from his arm.
“I ordered your favourite,” I laugh taken by surprise by his boldness in ordering my food, does he think I am a child.
“I doubt you got it right,” my bitterness clear in my voice.
“Then choose let see if I was right,” he passes the menu, I study it changing my mind about the Prawns, a typical man’s choice would be the Oysters but there nothing else I fancy.
“The Oysters or the praw ns right, but which one?” I cannot help but laugh.
“I was not sure either so I ordered both, we can share.” We fall in harmony with our conversation as he makes me laugh, he talks about one of our clients strange fetish with food that she was trying to avoid going public in the papers.
“Let it go public, she always been strange and it add to her profile she will be booked out in seconds,”
“T hat what I thought, but she is afraid it will affect her acting career that she is hoping to start”
“Is she any good at acting, she is an amazing singer but I can’t picture her on the screen” Alex shakes his head.
“Then you need to persuade her to be more of an eccentric type of actress, she needs to be herself if she cannot act like a normal human.”
“Define normal Clara,” I laugh as I try to figure out the true definition.
“Normal is a function on a washing machine Alex,” He nearly chokes on his drink when he laughs.
“Why did you allow him to fuck you over that table?”
I look at him furiously as our food placed on the table, the waiter hurries away quickly before I can answer.
I must admit it was a surprise for me too he had grabbed and pushed me over that table before I could refuse then he fucked me roughly from behind like some piece of meat. He had only been with the firm about a week I look boldly at Alex before I answer him.
“I like sex Alex,” he smiles as he starts on an oyster I watch it slide down his throat as I lick my lips. He offers the next one to me, closing my eyes as it slides down my throat, the flash of the camera startles me opening my eyes suddenly as the photographer walks away. Alex smiles at me as he offers another oyster.
“It shows my brother you are willing to swallow when he ejaculates in your mouth.” I refuse the oyster I should have known this date was publicizing me to the press. A famous actor’s brother and eligible bachelor showing off his new girlfriend was bound to make it in to the papers as juicy gossip.
I decide to put my plan in motion to make him finish this arrangement, as I pick up a prawn with my hands, he hated bad manners as I crack the shell with my fingers, he watches me intently before he pulls my hand and eats the prawn, sucking my fingers gently.
I blush this is going to be harder than I thought, hand feeding prawns into his hesitant mouth. I move into his lap as I sit astride him.
I am starting to annoy him, I could tell in his eyes as I rub my pussy into his groin, another flash as he pulls me to his lips and kisses me furiously.
“Time to go Clara, I will have them send the food up to our room.” What will it take to get him to dump me?
“I need to powder my nose Honey Bunny,” he groans in frustration, Alex hated baby talk.
“Do not take too long, Penthouse suite 2 I will leave the door unlocked.” I kiss his lips before I get off his lap, pulling my dress down to hide my modesty not that I had any left after what I just did. Alex slaps me hard as I turn to leave, the crack of the sound ringing out and the sting on my buttocks lingering I turn in anger and glare at him.
“Don’t ever think I give you the right to hit me Alex,” he just smiles as he pulls me near as he whispers in my ear.
“Oh baby yes you did, rule two remember?”
T o do everything he commanded I say the rule in my head.
I pull away and head to the restrooms locking the door behind me, so I could be alone breathing deeply as I check my blood levels.
D iabetes was a pain, I have not eaten today and they were a little low. I should have eaten more but I been tied up in knots all day with this dread of ending it with him.
I retrieve a chocolate bar from my bag and eat it, not an ideal fix but it will have to do.
Maybe a funny turn will send him running, but a low sugar level could be worse than high he might think I was having a sleep but sinking into a coma, I could be dead before he realised anything was wrong with me.
I wash my hands at the sink as the cubical door opens, I never thought to check the toilets I hated anyone knowing I was some weirdo who eats chocolate bars in the restrooms that was why I lock the doors.
“I just purged myself,” that was new admitting that she just made herself sick in the toilets rather than cover up, she smiles at me as she pulls out a toothbrush from her bag. I knew her face from somewhere and it takes me a moment to place her as an up and coming actress.
“You are lucky to land Alex, have you ever met his brother?” She looking for a new agent that why she talking to me but she a good actress, the films she been in so far were dreadful but we could turn her career around in the right direction hence I give her my card.
“I can get you moving in the right direction, but you need to be seen in the right places first.” She flicks her platinum hair, why do all actors want to look the same.
“What type of actor do you want to be?” someone pushes the door but gives up as I finish my chocolate bar.
“ The type that is remembered,” A good answer, this is the type of client I like to represent. I offer another card from the stylist that did my hair.
“ Go and have a makeover, ditch the blonde hair then we can talk.” She smiles
“Thanks,”
“Another thing find a good dietician, no one should have to be sick to stay slim.”
I have a mad idea to get Alex to ditch me by the morning. I reach out and grab her hand, if the rumours are right she was into women, she looks like I just struck her.
“Do I have to sleep with you to represent me?” I feel guilty I know some agents use their powers to make the actors into whores for a chance of fame.
“No I find you another agent if you want I give you my word, but my boyfriend Alex likes a little girl on girl play to get him in the mood, he can get you in all the right places to be seen.” I lean in as I gently kiss her lips, I pull her close as she responds, my tongue seeking out hers.
She does not have to say anything; I grab her hand and unlock the door, and dragging her through the hotel.
I kiss her again as we reach the lounge.
Long and tender until the flash, the photographer asking her if she was a lesbian for the tabloid, this would be a kiss of death for her career if that hits the papers.
“My client is not a Lesbian but she is dating Alex Flemings, I on the other hand can’t wait to join them in their bedroom upstairs.” I can see the confusion on the photographers face; he just took the photo of the two of us eating dinner and in a loving embrace.
“My boss and I love to mix business with pleasure,” I pull the pretty actress to the elevators there was no need for her to suffer from my stupidity in this ludicrous game I found myself trapped in.
A sex story like this and she was going to be front-page news tomorrow with Alex mixed up in the story.
He is going to go nuts he hated anyone knowing his private business I just hope I get a reference from him when tonight is over.
I grab her by the hair as the door closes on the elevator; I need her panting for me when we get to his suite.
Kissing her neck gently as I push her to the side of the elevator, we stop a few times but no one gets in as I fondle her breasts, dropping her straps of her dress as I take her nipple into my mouth, pulling with my teeth as her hips start to rub my soft mound as we continue up.
Her nipple hardens in my mouth as she gives a sigh; this is going to be more fun than I thought with my own pussy becoming moist with her leg rubbing me firmly.
I lick her breast as the elevator announces we had arrived on the penthouse floor; I re-adjust her straps of her dress and pull her to the suite.
Alex was nowhere to be seen when we enter the suite, so we get down to making a show of things before he comes looking for me. Turning her to face me as I kiss her with a strange passion I never experience with a woman before.
Flicking my tongue over hers as I gently hold her face, my hands caresses her neck as I lick her throat, I can hear her excitement building with her sounds enflaming my own passion.
I watch Alex come out of the bedroom, he stops and he leans on the door watching me and only me. I thought he be more excited by the goddess I was kissing than me, I can feel her taking over the kissing and the caressing as I freeze in his stare.
“Continue Clara,” how the hell can I get him to dump me, but he has not seen the papers yet, tomorrow maybe. No man would refuse a threesome with a goddess like this.
I close my eyes trying to summon up my mood to carry this on until he fucks her in front of me.
Gentl y leading her to the bed, we lay down together my legs astride hers as we kiss. Alex watching from the doorway, I cannot see him but sense he is there.
I kiss her neck as she arches it for me to kiss, touching her chest as I pull down the straps of her dress, Her body becoming desperate for my kiss as she pulls me to her lips, out tongues flicking as I squeeze her breasts.
I kiss down her neck, then the top of her breasts she moans as I lick the nipple squeezing her breasts together as I suck it into my mouth.
Pulling her dress down to her waist, I suck firmly my hand seeking her pussy through her dress, as I caress her body moves to my fingers.
I bite he r nipple she nearly comes off the bed as she convulses moaning noisily. Hitching up her dress as I make my way to her pussy, my own aching to be touched I kiss her down her stomach licking her navel as she wriggles excitably.
My lips make contact with her smooth skin, so that why men like it waxed that is nice to kiss.
My hands opening her lips of her pussy, her arousal has already made her wet for me. I lick ed her pussy open as she pushes me to her, keeping my tongue to just the outside until she is panting then I lick the tip of her clit.
She convulses as I continue, slipping two fingers into her craving body thrusting her firmly with them, Her hips moving on my mouth and fingers as I feel my own body needing.
I pull up my dress and sink my other hand into my own pussy, I can feel her cum on my tongue and as she shakes from her climax I remove my dress, I turn to look at Alex his face is unreadable as always.
She flips me on my back before I turn back to her face, pinning my arms down as she sits on my face. I do not like this I am always in control, but I lick her keeping up the pretence of wanting her.
Her hips working furiously as she moves on my face and forcing me to taste her juices making my face wet as she rubs herself into my face.
My legs being pulled roughly apart, as she takes my pussy roughly licking me open but they are Alex hands as he holds me down as she bites and licks me.
I moan into her pussy as my own hips come to life, losing control as I also move to her mouth as I lick her cum hungrily from her.
My body trying to get her off me but my hands are pulled and cuffed to the bed roughly by Alex, I was starting to feel that I had been set up, that was impossible it was me who had suggested it.
Pinned down on the bed as she uses my face to fuck as she comes again over my lips, I start to struggle for air as she pushes down I cannot resist her so I allow myself to relax, go into myself to protect myself from her using me, my head becoming fuzzy.
“Clara, you alright baby. Get the fuck out.” He un-cuffs me as he grabs a drink of apple juice.
“There you go baby,” he helps me to drink as I shake.
“Sorry I should have stopped her sooner, how is your sugar levels?” how did he know I never tell anyone that I am diabetic, but that explains the apple juice here and in the office.
“Your medical records are on file, baby it alright,” I start to cry as he keeps forcing the juice down, I try to refuse but he holds me tight.
“Come on a little more, that’s it Clara.” He puts the empty glass down and cradles me in his arms.
“Can I make you cum?”
“Love me Alex,” he parts my legs as he gently eases himself into my needing pussy.
Watching me carefully as he starts to move, holding my hips as he pushes in, kissing my lips as he builds in speed my body is clenching as he moves his firm body next to mine.
My hands holding onto his shoulders as he thrusts harder, felling his muscles over his body with each movement he makes. His kisses at my neck as my body starts to tense whispering,
“You are mine.” As I climax my body starts to shake.
“Do you want me to continue?” I kiss him as I wrap my legs around his rippling body as he pushes himself into mine, my hips meeting his with my urgency to feel normal.
I want to say I love him but now I feel that I would die if I lost him, I hold back my emotions of love as I allow myself to believe he loves me too.
He keeps asking me to stop, but I cannot allow him too, the belief that when he sees the papers tomorrow that this will be my last night with him.
His whispers that I was his, tear at my heart I would give anything to be truly his and not just empty sentiment from a sexual act.
Men have whispered of the ir love before but were never seen again when daylight came, they told me they loved me when they were cruel, it was easier not to let them get close to me than to allow me to be fooled by their lies.
I cannot end this but can I tell him how I feel about him, I climax again the sweat pouring off me as I drift off to sleep as he makes love to me gently kissing me.
“Clara,” he kisses me urgently as he shakes my body. He grabs the juice again and helps me to drink grabbing my bag as he looks for my monitor and checks my blood.
“Don’t go to sleep baby,” making me drink some more as he cradles me.
“I will order some food Clara, do not sleep honey,” he picks me up and makes me walk as he picks my bag up and spill the contents on the bed where he finds my adrenalin.
“Do you need this Clara?” I nod slowly, I manage to check for any air bubbles and stab my thigh with the needle Alex helps me to inject myself.
Surly now he will dump me they always have in the past when they find out how ill I can get, but it was my fault for not eating.
Stroking my face as he wipes the sweat from my face, rechecking my blood every half an hour as he cradles me softly whispering I was his, keeping me awake until my bloods are normal.
“Are you safe to sleep now?” I only can manage a nod as he kisses my lips finally allowing me to sleep, Alex checks my bloods most of the night the prick of my finger from the gun is the only thing that keeps disturbing my sleep.
As I wake before Alex, not wanting to disturb him I ordered a taxi and leave him sleeping, he had been awake most of the night with me gently checking my bloods until exhaustion took over his body.
I order ed the daily newspapers for him at the desk, delivered to his room before he wakes, then I go home to change for work if I still have a job.
I was aware he was watching me by the blinking light on the camera, I never noticed before how it followed me around my office.
Maybe I was overreacting to the camera it was always on but now I know he used them for his own enjoyment, It give me hope that he was making sure I was safe after last night.
No thing was in the papers from last night, which was odd, apart from the actress kissing a woman in the hotel lounge, a photograph of the two of us but you never would guess it was me with my face covered up by her hair.
A small article of her coming out of the closet and her new film she was promoting was heading to box office status.
She was doing fine on her own but why the pretence in the restrooms, I search her info on the computer until I find out her agent, Alex ’s name stares back at me.
The tears well up inside me as I rush to the restrooms, there are no cameras there to see me cry, closing the cubical door I sink to my knees as I cry, I was set up he knew what I do to finish our relationship. He must know how I feel about him.
“Clara, open the door baby,” he should not be here in the women’s restrooms. I summon the strength to open the door wiping my eyes as I unlock it.
“Sorry Clara, the photographer was paid by me and he was told only publish what he had already been paid for.”
That is a lie, why was she hiding in the restrooms if not for someone to proposition her.
“Yes Clara I knew you try to cause a scene, you always do if you think a man is getting too close to you.” He wipes my tears tenderly.
“Nothing to be scared about Clara this is just sex between us,” he pushes me into the cubical and locks the door.
“Have you eaten today?” only breakfast I should try to eat more, he kisses me before I need to lie gently lifting me off my feet, my legs automatically going round his body. His hands on my back as he holds me to his body, then unclipping my trousers his hands cup my buttocks.
Alex pushes me into the door as he kisses me his hand rubbing my mound moving my satin briefs aside he inserts one of his fingers inside of me,
He looked sternly at me as my hands forcefully pulled up with his holding my taught body tight up against the doorframe placing a pair of leather handcuffs on me and securing them over the top of a coat hook.
“Now Clara, you need to learn you were never in control,” someone comes into the restrooms as he tries to undo my trousers, Alex pins my arms so I cannot struggle and draw attention to my plight. The sound of the flush of a toilet blocks out my struggle.
Alex presses his legs painfully into mine until whoever it was had gone and I am alone with him.
He pull ed my trousers and briefs off as he kneels down, oh god I am at his mercy, I panicky pull on my restrains as he starts to lick me, but my body responds instantly to his lips as he gently kisses my pussy and strokes my mound his hand.
My hips push out to meet his mouth as he licks me firmly pressing his tongue over my clitoris. I relax my struggle on my restrains as I lift my leg and place it on his shoulder. He lifts my other leg releasing the pressure on my arms from the restraints as he takes my weight.
The soft licks of his tongue sends me to heaven, I start to pull him closer with my legs as my body finds my realise,
“That it baby just relax,”
Alex continues with the licking becoming faster as I build again, I go to moan out but feel trapped it inside, the frustration of feeling that I am unable to scream out due to the other staff will hear us, this makes me cry, the tears falling hard and fast as he brings me to my climax again. The shakes hit me as he keeps up that exquisite licking of my pussy.
His fingers now exploring into my wet pussy as the third rocks me, my arms twitch from my tense muscles, my legs begin to ache as I pull him tighter into me the only thing I can control, using all my strength.
Alex’s other hand rubs my aroused clitoris as he explores me with his fingers, kisses on my thigh as I shake my head furiously it is too much I need to stop, the door rattles as I pull up on my restrains to be free of his hands.
Standing up unzipping his trousers,
“Do you want me to fuck you like the slut you are?” I try to say yes forgetting, but confusedly I shake my head my mind still refusing to give him control.
“Oh Clara you got to allow someone in, trust me.” He pulls my leg up as he thrusts painfully in to my wanting pussy, I close my eyes I was already his to control but I still wanted to hold on to the illusion of being independent.
My body arches as he enters me forcibly pushing me into the door.
He kisses my neck as he whispers I was his, my lips wanting his as I pull his body into me tighter with my leg my convulsions now becoming stronger as he pumps faster and fully into me, it does not feel long before his breathing rapidly increases as he ejaculates too quickly pouring into me.
Silent screams ringing in my head, but he continues fucking me until I climax again.
Pulling out gently he kneels as he wipes me clean from his ejaculation, such a tender gesture, I could have washed myself but this was protective and loving.
I have never had men to make sure I was satisfied before, only of their own needs fulfilled. I was falling fast for Alex and it was scaring me to death, I had no time to tender to someone else’s needs.
Alex kisse d me tenderly, removing the cuffs that he restrained me, I can feel his tension through his body he scared he has gone too far; I reached out and kiss his lips he was just what I needed.
He understood I found it hard to allow a man to control me that is why he used the restraints, the first time I have ever felt free with a man, no pretence not needing to please him, only of my own desires. Alex helps me get dressed he knew I was felt weak after the sex; He boldly walks out of the restroom as I wash my face at the sink, reapplying my make-up until I resemble a normal state as possible.
S hakily I walk back towards my office but he summons me from his office with his finger, it was bad enough that the other staff knew I was his fuck friend but to be at his disposal every time he wanted sex was humiliating, I need to look for another job I cannot deal with this every day in work.
As I step in to his office closing the door behind me, I notice a selection of food arranged on his conference table.
French bread olives as well as a selection of cheese and sliced meat, this surprised me; he says it is just sex then treats me with kindness like this.

“Clara you need to eat, this way I know you have eaten throughout the day.”
“Do not read too much into this, how you going to be able to fuck again if you bla ck out.”
He reaches for the apple juice like if it is a wonder drug for my condition.
“I do not need you fussing over me” this is why I never tell anyone I’m diabetic.” He beckons me to closer to sit next to him.
“Clara I always knew you were a diabetic, I check all my staff records.”
It is starting to feel seriously creepy with his attitude of controlling me including the details of him watching every move of my office.
“Sit the fuck down and eat before I force you,” sitting quickly by his command cursing at myself for obeying him, He tries to hand feed me; but the sting of being his puppet makes it hard to swallow the food.
“You have no control when you with me, you are mine and mine alone”
I fight back the tears as I swallow another bite, I protest as he offers me an olive Alex pulls the cuffs from his pocket, I open my mouth as I take the olive in my mouth.
“Hands behind your back,” I reluctantly do as he commands knowing he is going to place the handcuffs on me, tears fall as he snaps them on feeding me again until I refuse. He places me over his lap slapping me hard on my left buttock then sitting me up as he feeds me the olive I previously refused. I make a little sob as I swallow every mouthful, every time I refused him Alex placing me over his lap slapping me harder. I refused to eat any more food so he can slap my glowing rosy behind once more.
“That it Clara, give yourself to me.” I have no idea what Alex is talking about he already had me at his whim. When he is satisfied, I have eaten enough he pins me down over his desk.
“Do not fight me,” he says harshly before his hand makes contact with my cheek of my buttock severely making me cry out from the pain.


“Shush baby you do not want anyone to know what we are doing,” he places a gag into my mouth as I take it willingly, My hands flat on his desk as I wait for his hands on me, taking my last resistance of pride.
Frantically removing my trousers and ripping my briefs off, “Legs apart”
I follow his command as I braze myself. Alex laughs before he hits me pushing me into his desk by the force, each contact of his hand bringing shame to my sole; I knew there was nothing I would refuse him now. I just lay over the table my legs shake from the determination to stay still for him to beat me, I have no shame left as my wetness grows inside of me.
“You may leave,” his dismissal is so harsh, no tenderness left in his words but why does he need to pretend to care now he has me where he wants on my knees begging him to fuck me, I will not do that for him I pull up my trousers and wipe the tears from my face. He tilts up my face assertively as he puts me tidy.
“What do you say?” “Thank you,” the bastard smiles at me.
I fight the pain as I walk to back my office, hoping he cannot see what I am doing on my laptop as gain access to a link my home computer and open my Curriculum Vitae, reviewing it before sending it out to one of our competitors looking for freedom from being a sex slave to my boss. My intercom buzzes moments after I hit send I nervously press the intercom.
“Clara could you come to my office now,” how did he know?
“Yes Sir,” I look into the camera, he must have checked via the office server system for the emails I had just sent from the laptop. I should of waited and send them via my home email account.
I walk over to his desk by the look on his face he is furious. He asks to bend over pulls my trousers down as he pulls his belt free I struggle as he slaps me with it but I make no sound. My tears pooling on the table as I try to push myself from the table and leave.
“You will not leave me until I am ready, you got that slut.” He hits me nonstop until I stop fighting him, it was no use he was too strong better to resign myself to this fate.
I drop to my knees as he realises me, crying as I get up from the floor as I rearrange my clothing, he throws an envelope at me I pick up the envelope and I place it in my jacket.
“ Open it when you get home you will also accompany me to a ball, your dress will be delivered an hour before.”
After leaving work I open my front door and sink to my knees the strength it took to get home is all I can manage, I curl up on the floor my arms are my only comfort as I cry.
I loved Alex but I also hated him in what he has become, my master, my lover and my boss all rolled into one. The gentle touches of tenderness then the cruelty of his beating were destroying me.
Checking my laptop, my C. V deleted and the application of job proposal that I had sent out returned undelivered trapped in this nightmare until he saw fit to dismiss me whenever that was. I curl up on the couch as I pull out the envelope from my jacket.
There is ticket to the ball, as well as a note that simply read, “See you later.”
I close my eyes as I huddle in my arms; I switch on the laptop back to life as I send him my response:
Alex do what you want to me, you have finally destroyed me — Clara.

Later that afternoon a loud knock came from the front door, as I answered Alex stood there with flowers offering a gesture he smiled and entered the flat.
“I need a shower,” I told him, Alex holds onto my hand as I stand there in the hall way my fingers lingering as I pull free from his grip.
“I cannot carry on working for you anymore this is over, close the door on your way out”
He tries to speak but I do not hang around as he struggles to find something meaningful or some words to take my pain away.
Alex is gone when I c ame out from the shower; part of me hoped he would stay.
I d id not see the note when I first sat down on my sofa, but my heart lifts a little as I notice it, he has not discarded me without explaining. I open the note with tears falling it simply reads.
“ The deal still stands you are mine until I see fit to let you go. See you in work. Alex.”
I lay wide-awake most of the evening; not being able to sleep I decided to go back downstairs and switch on my laptop, playing silly games to distract myself, talking to strangers across the other side of the world. I consider them as friends even though we have never met. I know of their family events as well as tragedies, I do not pretend to know them or them of me but the connection is real,
The same as going into a coffee shop every day with the same member of staff serving you at your table, You know of them and they would affect your life if they became no more, even if it was the first day you entered the coffee shop.
A message opens from my emails a message from Alex is the only new message, it only says. “I am coming over.”
I type franticly: No, but I do not get a reply. I start pacing my room, with hope and fear as I wait my heart pumping fast with every second that passes until the front door opens. Alex boldly walks in and cradles me in his arms.
“Sorry I took your keys earlier” he kisses me a nd embraces my face.
“No. I don’t want to Alex,” he smiles.
“Just because you learnt a new word does not give you the right to wear it out,” he takes me in his arms as he carries me to my bedroom, just holding me until dawn.
Alex was gone when I awoke, no note to explain why. I almost think I had imagined him here but his shape was still on my mattress, he must have just left me. I shower and dress for work as normal, but I feel as far from normal as any raving lunatic.
I did not see him for the rest of the week, I found out he had booked a holiday that morning without notice. Avoiding me by absence, cowardly but was sure to work because I would not be able to speak to him.
Emails everyday reminding me of our pact, that I was his, my replies went unanswered. Flowers arriving daily from his brother, requesting me to meet him, how he could not get me out of his mind, empty words of love for me I binned them as soon as they arrived.
I have an email to wax before the ball, I do as he commands with everything waxed, as he desired. The ball gives me hope that he still wants me, but not seeing him until then also worries me. The emails are longer apart as the next week comes and goes, days in-between now go by before his email weaning me off him.
When my dress arrives on the day of the ball, my heart skips a beat he still wanted me. The dress was a long Ivory satin ball gown that looked transparent, as if I was naked. No wonder he wanted my pubic hair gone. I have already ordered a taxi but Alex driver picks me up as I reach for my coat the driver informs me that I would not need it.
It was not warm out but I leave it behind, my nipples hardening as soon as I step outside I blush as his driver stares. I have no underwear on, as there is very little from the dress especially at the back and with a side split up my left leg to my thigh.
He watches my leg s as he holds open my door; I start to feel uncomfortable and get back out. He looks at me confused.
“Sorry I’m getting a taxi,” he gently grabs my arm as he pushes me in the car and slams the door I pull the handle but it would not open. I watch him phone before he gets in the driver’s seat Alex voice reassuring me that I was safe, I look for a phone or something so I can talk to him as my panic takes over.
“Clara relax,”
“No,” he laughs as I struggle more on the door.
“Clara,” he says firmly as I feel myself protection taking over me as I stop resisting.
“Why could you not pick me up?” there is no response, the driver starts up the car checking me in the mirror, he smiles to try to reassure me he meant me no harm, or was he just a man looking at breasts.
I d id not hate men it was just one man that made it hard for me to trust them.
We pulled outside the function, As soon as I hear the car door unlock pulling the handle, as if I was a racehorse I was off with a run before the driver could open my door not easy in this dress as it wraps around my legs the driver catches me as I stumble.
“It is alright Miss, I got you.” He smiles kindly as he sets me on my feet.
“No one will hurt you Miss,” I try to pull myself together as he still holds me until he is sure I could stand.
“I will be waiting for you until you are ready to leave,”
“Thank you,” It is all I can summon for over reacting like a child, he a kind man I can now see that in his eyes. I feel guilty for judging him because of my past.
“Sir is waiting,” I look in the direction of the hotel steps; Alex is watching me at the entrance.
“Why couldn’t he not pick me up?” there I go again speaking aloud.
“He said it be good for you Miss.” I look ed at the driver; this was some sort of sick therapy. I done therapy before I am not going to do it again, there is nothing wrong with me apart from being cautious, Alex grabs my arm.
“Come along slut,” I pull my arm away furiously marching up the steps.
“There you go again thinking you in control, you not Clara you are mine.” He grabs my arm again, with his nails digging into my arm.
“Why is it, you only fight me?” is that true, I think over the last few years he is right anyone who wanted it I fucked freely but I have fought him all the way, I am losing but I still fight.
Alex marches me up through the hotel to the ballroom, then right up to his brother.
“Happy birthday, have fun with her, any trouble just pin her down until she freezes.” He thrusts me into his brother arms and walks away. Laughing as he grabs me as he kisses me, his smoky breath clogging my lungs.
The flash of the camera as his hands grab my arse, I can feel my need to not fight but I summon up the strength to push him away as I slap his face with all I got, he just smiles like he is the Cheshire cat from Alice in Wonderland.
“ Alex said to pin you down,” he flips me over his shoulder as he takes me to the elevator. Why does no one help me? Pinning me to the wall of the car until I stop moving, my tears are the only sign I give that I do not want this, move I beg myself. Why do I go lifeless like this? However, I know why, it was better this way.
He starts kissing me, as he grope d me I start to push at him away as I bite and I slap him then I scream.
“No, stop.” He backs away as he gives me a smile.
“About time Clara,” the doors open to the penthouse where Alex is waiting; He pushes me out as he goes back down in the lift.
“That was sooner than I thought Clara,” What is going on, more therapy?
Alex pulls me into his room, “No,” he laughs.
“I know you can use it on me, but finally you can also use it on others.” I slap him as he goes to kiss me.
“Stop fighting me,” he pins my arms behind my back; I did not stop struggling even when he cuffs me.
“I let you go when you start talking,” pulling me down at his feet.
“Clara, why do you allow men to fuck you as they want too?” my tears of shame fall I do not want to say why but I think I need to admit it to myself.
“Because when he raped me, he hurt me more when I fought back.”
“So you allow whoever wants to fuck you get it over with rather than have them hurt you?”
“Yes,” “Please forgive me.”
“Clara there is nothing to forgive” he kneels down as he holds me
“I just could not watch you fucking anyone who had the guts to just take what they wanted from you.”
“Why is it only me you fight?” I do not know why, so I wrap my arms around his neck.
“Is it because you love me?” I cannot speak of love, my damage makes it hard for people to love me in return, why have your love thrown back in your face.
“Clara, I have loved you for four years, watching you fuck the staff under my nose when you never let men get close to you”
He does not, he is just saying empty words again, and that man whispered the same thing as he hurt me, as he ripped away my innocence and trust, those same words of love on his lips.
“Clara, you are mine until, I see fit to pass you to someone else.” My breath catches as I struggle to breathe; it was still sex nothing more. He tilts my face up as he wipes my eyes.
“I have sacked all the men who were rough with you; the others you fucked were moved to other offices. I will never let anyone hurt you again.” Alex was hurting me being his slave to fuck anytime he felt like then to discard when he was finished with me.
“Clara, my Clara and only mine from now on, you learnt to say no and fight when they push you.” Alex kisses my neck, his kisses makes me wet as he reaches for my wrists as he goes to un-cuff me.
“Leave them on, I cannot run from you and I want to right now.” He unlocks them, as they fall to the floor he lifts the straps of my dress and allows them to drop off my shoulders. The dress falls to my waist as he presses me to the floor.
“No you will not run. Rule two, you are my slave Clara anytime I want to make love I can.”
“The deal is off, I do not want your brother.” He smiles as he kisses my lips.
“That was never going to happen, he likes men Clara.” I cannot help but laugh.
“You set me up?” I feel annoyed, I been tricked by Alex.
“Clara, a new contract I think. Rule one you are mine and mine alone. Rule two you do anything I want sexually. Rule three you will be my wife.” I kiss him with my acceptance as his hands lift my dress.
“Alex what do I get if I say yes?”
“Me Clara, you get me anyway you want as they are my own rules to you.” I wrap my legs around his hips as I push him down to the floor he offers his hands to me as I reach for the cuffs.
“Up and strip for me.” Alex lifts me and places me on the bed, I watch him removing his tie slowly as I lick my lips in suspense. He throw it at me then slowly he unbuttons his shirt, all the times he fucked me I have never seen him naked, his muscles ripple as he removes his shirt. He looked good, better than his brother did in his films, his black hair enhancing his loving eyes as he looks at me.
Alex pulls his belt free the n slowly pulls his trousers off as he moves over to the bed. I pulled down my dress as I remove it for him; Alex removes his boxer shorts as he kisses me, I pass him the cuffs then offer my wrists to him.
“You are the only one who can restrain me, take me anyway you want to.” My past restrains were of my own making, but now I was his I give myself freely. Alex cuffs me to the bed as he takes me gently thrusting into me, his lips devouring my neck as he kisses me. I have no need to fear him I was finally free of fear I belonged to Alex for as long as he wanted.
Alex gently tilting my face as he kisses me, caressing my neck and throat with his fingers as he moves inside me, I have no need to fight. Effortlessly his hands move on my body and my breast as I press myself into his hands, his tender whisper that he loved me this time I believe him. There was no need to doubt his words; he had done everything to make me accept his love without scaring me away.
His soft kisses keep coming as he holds me tenderly moving inside my body.
“Is it a yes?” He kneels up lifting me up with his body as he thrust into me, holding my hips as he kisses my breasts smoothly thrusting all the time into my needing body. I do not answer he already knew it was yes.
“Clara will you marry me,” he thrust harder into my pussy, my body buckles from the force as I moan out a cry of need, A kiss on my nipple as I curve into his lips, my body moving of its own free will making love slowly with Alex.
His movements’ in my body pulsating pleasure that I have never experience before, each movement of Alex in my pussy each kiss each touch has me desperate wanting more than I ever had before I wanted his love.
Our eyes meeting as he thrust hard into me, his eyes close as he holds on to his control. I can see the strength it takes not to climax before I do.
I t was my trigger point as I spin out of control crashing over my climax as I scream out that I love him, Alex kisses me passionately as he pours into me, gently caressing my face as he kisses.
Alex holds me in his arms as I listen to him sleeping my fear has me in its grips, I try to slip from his arms carefully trying not to wake him I have to leave.
His arms tightens but he does not wake, I settle back down as I allow him to hold onto me. I did not sleep but as the sun is starting to rise then I cannot fight my exhaustion as sleep claims me.
When I wake again my left wrist cuffed to the bed, Alex is dressing as he comes close to my face he tilts my face up to his face.
“You not running Clara I know you want too,” he kisses me to silence my fears.
“I will not be long but I need to make sure you stay,” He places the phone on the bed.
“Just press redial, someone will realise you if you want to leave me.”
I stared at the phone but I did not use it, I was naked for a start under this blanket, I also did not want to run even if my fear screamed at me that I should.
When Alex comes back he has some clothes for me to go home in, he must have taken my keys from my bag. I look at my finger he must have checked my bloods before he left his love for me makes my tears fall.
He wipes my eyes gently.
“Nothing to fear Clara it just sex,”
He kisses me before he adds “for the rest of your life with me.”
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