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Chapter One

 


Arya tilted her head slightly and examined
herself in the mirror. Her long dark hair fell in cascading waves
past her shoulders and down her back. She ran her fingers through
it as her grey eyes pierced through the reflective glass,
contrasting against her bright red lips. Thanks to her roommate’s
designer clothes, she looked the part for her job interview.

“Arya that dress was made for you. Your
should totally keep it.”

Arya’s eyes drifted from her body to her
roommate, Zoe. She lounged on the floor flipping through the pages
of Vogue Paris. Arya directed her stare back to her outfit and her
eyes skimmed over the simple black dress that really did look like
it was cut out of a pattern just for her. The white blazer she
paired with it made her look professional, which is exactly the way
she needed to look to land the personal assistant job at one of the
largest investment firms in New York City.

Arya shook her head, “I can’t, but you are
seriously a life saver. I mean, these shoes. I didn’t think I would
ever wear a pair of Manolo Blahniks,” she said, admiring her outfit
in the mirror.

New York had been a crazy journey in the
short time she was living there but having Zoe as a roommate and
friend, made her transition from sunny Florida to the big apple
much easier than she had expected.

Zoe came from a wealthy family and with her
inheritance money; she purchased a loft in Williamsburg and a
retail space below it on Bedford Ave. Zoe’s parents weren’t too
happy about their precious daughter living in Brooklyn but Zoe just
wasn’t the Upper East Side kind of girl. She hated anything Tory
Burch or Kate Spade. Her style was an odd mix of bohemian and rock
and roll and her look was anything but ordinary with her platinum
blonde short angled hairstyle. She would dye the tips of her hair
according to her mood; light blue during the winter, hot pink when
she felt like she was “living”, and purple for when she felt
rebellious.

“You’re going to do great Arya. Its summer,
and Jupiter is connecting with your stars. A major life transition
is happening for you right now.”

Arya giggled at Zoe’s nonsensical remark,
“Thanks Zoe, and thanks for lending me the clothes. I should get
going. I want to make sure I get there on time considering I have
only gone into the city a handful of times.”

“Just take the L train. It stops right where
you need to get off. Break a leg, Arya.”

She waved at Zoe and grabbed her handbag.
When she finally got to the bottom of the 3 flights of stairs she
took a deep breath and walked confidently to the subway
station.

 


When Arya arrived at the skyscraper
building where Pierce & Associates was located a wave of nerves
radiated in her body. She almost backed out, telling herself there
was no way in hell she could get the job but she managed to push
the revolving doors and walk across the reception lobby somewhat
gracefully to the receptionist counter.

“Hi, my name is Arya Farrow. I have an
interview with Caleb Porter.”

The receptionist looked at her up and down
with hooded eyes. She had her blonde locks perfectly styled into a
low bun and the makeup on her face looked like it is airbrushed.
Arya suddenly felt uncomfortable standing in front of the modern
day Barbie.

The melancholic blonde receptionist picked up
the phone and punched in some numbers, she just said “Yes.” then
hung up the phone.

“Take the elevator to the 52nd
floor, Tarissa will be waiting for you there.”

Arya nodded her head even though she had no
idea who Tarissa was.

When she arrived at the 52nd floor
another perfect blonde was waiting for her in a sleek modern
foyer.

The woman walked toward her with her flawless
long legs and stiletto heels, “Hi, I’m Tarissa Carter, Mr. Porter’s
personal assistant.”

Arya extended her arm emanating a firm and
confident handshake, “Arya Farrow, nice to meet you.”

Arya stood in front of her slightly confused;
Tarissa was being really friendly considering she was a candidate
for taking over her position. A beautiful smile was imprinted on
her face as she surveyed Arya’s appearance in a different way than
blonde #1. Tarissa’s observation was fervent and kind.

“If you will just come right this way I am
just going to take a quick photo of you,” she said as she walked
down the hallway of the opposite side of the office.

Arya stumbled through her words,
“O-okay.”

Was a photo really necessary? Arya
started to question whether the company only hired blondes, which
in that case, she would definitely not get the job. Her hair was as
dark as a raven’s wing. If she was about to interview with the man
that was going to hire her, why did she need a photo?

They walked into a lounge area that housed a
couple of black leather chairs and a small coffee table where a
Polaroid camera rested. Tarissa picked it up and walked back toward
her. “Were going to take it against this wall right here,” she
pointed behind her. Arya took a couple steps back until she was
inches away from the wall.

She was disconcerted when Tarissa walked
towards her and pushed a loose tendril of her wavy black hair away
from her face. The gentle movement of her finger caused the skin on
her arms to rise into tiny pebbles. Tarissa walked back so that she
was a couple of feet away from Arya and without warning took her
photo.

Tarissa placed the Polaroid camera back down
on the table then turned and walked to the door, “Right this
way.”

Arya followed her down the hallway of
offices, and they stopped at one at the end of the hall with a
golden plaque on it that said MR. CALEB PORTER.

Tarissa gave her another dazzling smile,
“Good Luck.”

She opened the door to an expansive office
with glass walls that created a panoramic view backdrop of the
city. The office was traditional, exactly what she pictured prior
to the interview. A large mahogany desk sat in the middle with two
brown leather chairs sitting dead center in front of the solid
desk. There were shelves that lined the walls holding several
books. Some looked old and worn but she noticed a couple of modern
works nestled in between the old text.

Mr. Porter sat behind his desk having a
serious conversation on the phone but once Tarissa walked into the
room his eyes lit up and his lips curled into a smile.

“Just, get it done Charles. I don’t have time
for this. Well resume later.” Mr. Porter hung up the phone and
buttoned his suit jacket as he rose from his seat.

“Mr. Porter, this is Arya Farrow.”

He took a step toward her and reached out his
hand, “Miss. Farrow, its nice to meet you. Please take a seat.
Thank you Tarissa, that will be all for now.”

Tarissa’s lips turned into a small grin as
she walked out of the office. Arya hesitantly took seat in front of
Mr. Porter’s mahogany desk. The man sitting in front of her was the
epitome of handsome. His stature was tall and he looked extremely
fit under his three-piece suit. The color of his skin was the
perfect shade of caramel that matched his eyes and his smile was so
endearing it caused her to melt a little inside.

“Thank you for coming in Miss. Farrow. For
full transparency I would like to add that I am filtering
candidates for Mr. Pierce. He is looking for a full-time, dedicated
personal assistant who has a flexible schedule and is willing to go
above and beyond his expectations. I see on your resume that you
just graduated with a Bachelors in business is that correct?”

“Yes Mr. Porter, and as far as my schedule
goes I am very flexible.”

“Great. Did you just move to New York
City?”

“Yes, about a month ago. Although I live in
Brooklyn.”

“Will that be a problem getting into the
city?”

“Oh not at all, I’m just right over the
bridge. It takes me about fifteen minutes to get here.”

“Williamsburg?”

“Yes.”

He nodded his head, “I like that area.” He
pulled out a folder and extracted a couple pieces of paper, “If you
could just fill this out for me, ill be back in about 5 minutes to
collect it from you.”

She grabbed the papers from his hands and he
pulled out a pen from the holder and passed it to her with a
smile.

She flashed her best smile back, “Thank
you.”

When he exited the room she glanced over the
first page of the questionnaire and her eyebrows pushed together.
Why would an investment firm need her height, weight, eye color,
and marital status? She shook her head thinking it must be a New
York City thing. She shrugged her shoulders and continued filling
out the paper work until she reached the next couple of questions
that made her heart want to jump out of her chest. Do you smoke?
How often do you drink? Do you use prescription drugs? Do you have
any diseases, sexual or otherwise?

What kind of job needed to know all of
these personal questions? She thought back to the ad and
remembered the compensation. $5,000 a month seemed a lot for a
personal assistant job. That is when it hit her; this was one of
those types of jobs. The photo…the questions, it all made
sense.

Arya had no idea what compelled her to finish
the rest of the questionnaire. In the end, she wasn’t a hundred
percent sure of her theory. At least that is what she told
herself.

Mr. Porter walked back into the room and Arya
jumped to her feet. She turned around to see the slight smirk on
his face as she handed him the questionnaire.

“Thank you Miss. Farrow. We will keep in
touch.”

She nodded her head, gave him a small smile
and practically bolted to the door. She hurried down the hall to
the elevator avoiding eye contact with anyone, including the
receptionist on the first floor.

What kind of interview was that? She
thought. It was hands down the oddest Arya had ever had. Why did
they need all of that personal information? Mr. Porter asked
nothing about her work history or qualifications and didn’t even
talk about what the position entailed.

She decided to brush it off when she entered
the subway, remembering that she told herself she wouldn’t get her
hopes up too high in regards to the interviews. As she sat in her
seat on the train people watching she wondered if moving to New
York was a good idea after all.

 


Arya was going to stop by Zoe’s
boutique, Luxe when got off the train, but when she stood
outside the shop she saw she was busy with a customer so she
decided to go on up to the loft.

Arya dropped her bag by the door and made her
way to the open kitchen. She sat on one of the bar stools and
placed her palms on the kitchen island, lowering her head onto the
hard surface.

As much as she said she wouldn’t get her
hopes up, the thought of having $5,000 in her bank account every
month appealed strongly to her considering that she needed to pay
off some student loan debt in order to get a business loan in the
future.

“Damnit Arya, get your shit together,” she
said to herself as he lifted her head and planted her face in her
hands.

She heard the muffled sound of her ring tone
in her purse and peeled her hands away from her face. She stared at
her bag on the floor for a moment before dashing towards it. She
extracted her cell phone from the bottom of her purse and beamed
when she saw a New York City area code.

“Hello?”

“May I please speak to Arya Farrow?”

The voice on the other end of the phone was
unyielding and she clutched onto her phone with a firm grip.

“This is Arya.”

“Miss. Farrow my name is Phoenix Pierce.
Thank you for coming to the office for the interview today. Mr.
Porter has informed me that you might be a possible candidate for
the position, however I would like to have an interview with you
myself. Are you available tomorrow at noon?”

She hesitated for a moment, her mouth opened
but no words came to surface. She looked around the apartment then
shook her head trying to come up with a response.

“Yes, I am available.”

“I will see you tomorrow at noon Miss.
Farrow.”

He hung up and Arya extended her arm staring
at the phone like it was a foreign object. She heard the front door
unlock and Zoe strolled in the apartment looking chic in her high
waisted leather pencil skirt and distressed muscle tee.

“How did it go?” She said as she walked
toward the fridge extracting a pre-made salad.

“They just called me, they want me to come in
for a second interview tomorrow.”

Zoe took a bite of her salad. Talking with
her mouth full she said, “That’s amaze. How was it? Was it like
super profesh?”

“Yeah…it was weird.”

Arya didn’t know if she could tell her what
she was really thinking about the job. Whether it was a legitimate
position or not, and if it wasn’t, why in the hell was she going in
for a second interview tomorrow. Was she crazy?

She wouldn’t know for certain if she didn’t
go. She wasn’t getting any more calls for the jobs she applied to
and she really needed a job. If it didn’t feel right, she wouldn’t
go through with it.

“Why don’t you come downstairs and pick
something out for tomorrow?” Zoe said as she started to stash away
her lunch. She was always in a hurry and never wanted to leave the
shop unattended for too long.

“That’s a good idea. The person I had the
interview with today was actually filtering candidates for one of
the owners. I really need to look good tomorrow if I want to land
this job.”

“Newsflash Arya, you always look good. Don’t
worry, we’ll find something perfect for you to wear tomorrow.”

“Thanks Zoe, that’s really sweet of you to
say. I don’t know what I would do without you.”

“You would do fine…you just wouldn’t be
wearing Manolo’s,” Zoe said with a smirk.

Arya laughed and nodded, “True.”

As they made their way down the three flights
of stairs to the boutique Arya’s nerves hit her stomach again. She
created a mental image of the person who would be interviewing her
tomorrow. If it was one of the owners of the company he had to be
older…although judging by the voice over the phone he didn’t sound
that old. She took that into consideration as she flipped through
the garments in Zoe’s shop and ignored the hesitation she had
earlier when she was filling out the paperwork. She needed to make
this work.



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Two

 


Arya stood in front of the building where
Pierce & Associates was located trying to reel in her anxiety.
She looked down at her phone and read the email Mr. Pierce sent
with the directions to his office; thankful she didn’t have to
interact with the blonde receptionist.

She exited on the 60th floor and
checked in at the front desk. A middle-aged woman greeted her and
lifted her phone to check in with her boss. When she hung up she
gestured her to an office at the end of the hall and Arya thanked
her nervously.

When she walked down the hall she noticed
that the door was slightly ajar. Arya paused then reached for the
doorknob. She retracted her hand quickly and took a deep breath
before she knocked lightly on the door.

“Come in.”

The sound of his voice made Arya’s narrow
shoulders shoot up and she hesitantly pushed the door open with her
fingertips. Mr. Pierce stood graciously behind his desk. The first
thing she noticed was how his defined jaw tensed as she walked in
the door. His dark hair was perfectly slicked back and his light
green eyes pierced right through her, causing a prickling feeling
behind her neck. He had impeccable style, wearing a black two-piece
suit, a crisp white shirt, topped with a dark burgundy tie. She
tried to remain her composure as she walked to his desk. She
extended her arm and his fingers wrapped around her small hand. His
handshake was firm and exuded confidence.

A smile finally reached her lips. “Good
Afternoon Mr. Pierce. Thank you for taking the time to see me
today.”

“Hello Miss. Farrow. It’s a pleasure to meet
you.”

As he took a seat Arya looked at the chair
behind her, unsure of whether or not she should follow. When her
gaze diverted back to him she noticed how his eyes floated up and
down her body. She couldn’t tell if he was examining what she was
wearing or if his observation was something more. She bit her lip
and eyed his office nervously. The windows looked large but dark
and heavy wood shutters concealed them. The only light coming into
the dark office was from a glass door to the left of where he sat.
After she quickly took in the space he extended his hand gesturing
to the chair behind her, “Please take a seat.”

She sat, placing her purse on her lap with a
tight grip around the shoulder strap that she wrapped around her
knuckles. When she looked into his eyes her stomach began to turn
like a barrel in the middle of the ocean. His eyes that resembled
that color of the sea appeared with full transparency. They were
hypnotizing.

“First of all, I would like you to sign this
non-disclosure agreement,” he handed her a piece of paper and a
pen, “In layman’s terms it states that whatever we discuss from
here on out doesn’t leave these four walls.”

She nodded as she skimmed through the fine
print. After a couple minutes of reading the disclosure she signed
and dated the bottom of the paper and handed it back to him.

“I would like to go over what the position
entails but before that I would like to check in with what you
think so far.”

She loosened the grip on her handbag and
cleared her throat, “Well, the interview with Mr. Porter was rather
brief yesterday. I am not fully aware of what you are looking
for.”

His lips turned into a smirk, “Did you have
any issues filling out the paper work?”

Was this some sort of test? She
grabbed the strap of her purse so hard she felt it might break in
half, “Um—to be honest I wasn’t sure why some of those questions
were necessary pertaining to a Personal Assistant position.”

The smirk remained. “I like honesty Miss.
Farrow. The questions are to ensure I find the right fit for this
position.”

“Could you tell me a little bit more about
you are looking for?” Arya asked earnestly.

“The woman you met at the desk is Mrs. Chase,
she checks in my clients and routes calls for my associates on this
floor. I am looking for someone to answer my personal line so
proper phone etiquette is a must. I also need someone who can keep
me organized, that entails handling my schedule and making sure I
remember my appointments. As you can see from my desk, I have a lot
of paperwork that needs to be organized as well,” he said as he
gestured his hands over the crowded work space in front of him.

She tried to keep her eyes connected to his
but they gravitated towards his lips as he spoke. She bit the
inside of her cheek in an attempt to snap herself out of admiring
his handsome face.

It’s was the words that escaped his lips that
pull her out of her reverence, “Are you capable on handling this
type of work load?”

Arya swallowed hard. “Yes. I am a very
organized person, I guess you can say I have a mild case of OCD,”
she said with a tight smile, “I also have experience answering
phones and filing.”

“That’s great.” He lifted her resume from the
desk, “I see here you use to work at a ballet studio?”

“Yes. That is where the majority of my work
experience comes from.”

“Do you dance?” He said with a curious look
on his face.

She shook her head, “Not anymore, no.”

He raised his brows, “May I ask why?”

“I just stopped.” Her words come out brash
and she regretted it the second they came out of her mouth.

His facial expression went from curious to
stern in a second flat, “Are you interested in working here?”

She nodded, “Yes, Sir.”

As soon as the word Sir came out of her mouth
the corners of his lips twitched, almost resuming to that smirk
that she was drawn to until they quickly retreated to a stern
position, “I would like to have you work here for a trial period,
the rest of the week, paid of course. Then, on Friday we can
discuss if Pierce & Associates is the right fit for you.”

She didn’t hesitate her reply, “I am
available starting tomorrow.”

“Please be here at 8:30.”

“Thank you Mr. Pierce. I appreciate this
opportunity.”

His eyes narrowed as he assessed her, then he
pressed his hands against the armchair to stand up.

“See you tomorrow Miss. Farrow.”

She rose from her chair and flashed him a
bright smile, “See you tomorrow.”

As she rode the subway home she erased the
thoughts she had previously to the position being something other
than it wasn’t. He was asking for legitimate duties and she wanted
to prove herself worthy for the position. If she got the job it
would be more than she could ever hope for.

When Arya got back to Brooklyn she realized
how different the city was from where she lived. The city was fast
paced whereas the pedestrians of Williamsburg walked around more
leisurely. She walked into Luxe as Zoe was tagging some new
merchandise at the counter and smiled brightly as she walked
in.

Zoe put her tag gun down, “So how did it
go?”

Arya plopped her body onto the vintage
chesterfield loveseat across from the counter, “Good. I met with
the owner today and he wants me to work the rest of the week on a
trial period.”

Zoe eyed her curiously, “Why don’t you seem
more excited?”

She pinched the bridge of her nose, “I am. I
just don’t want to get my hopes up if I don’t get the job.”

Zoe nodded. Truthfully, Arya was thinking
about how hot Mr. Pierce was and how on earth would she be able to
focus being around him for 8 hours a day. One of Zoe’s clients’
walked in and she began to show her the new items she was just
tagging.

Arya peeled herself off the couch and began
rummaging through the garments. Zoe really had a beautiful shop.
The décor was eclectic yet still modern and the pieces she carried
were hand picked carefully. Zoe knew her designers as well as her
clientele and the shop was filled with amazing treasures.

She pulled a pencil skirt off the rack by
Alexander Wang. It was navy blue with a silver zipper that went all
the way down the back. She looked at the price tag and of course,
it is reasonably priced considering it was designer. Zoe told her
she didn’t like ripping people off, it was bad karma she said.

Arya flicked through the sale rack and found
a perfect white crop top made out of a neoprene like material. The
pencil skirt was high enough on the waist that it wouldn’t show her
midriff and she decided it was most likely appropriate for the
job.

She walked into the fitting room as Zoe began
to bag her clients’ purchase. When she walked out of the dressing
room to use the larger mirror Zoe was waiting for her right outside
the door.

She gave her a little turn, “What do you
think?”

“Amazing. You have really good style.”

“Thank you,” Arya said shyly. She always felt
like she had good fashion sense but she could never really afford
the things she really wanted to wear. Regardless, she spent most of
her life in tights and a leotard.

“I have a blazer upstairs that would look
amazing with that and this pair of lace up ankle boots you can
borrow. It will make your outfit appropriate for the office but
still keep in tune with your edgy style,” Zoe said matter of
fact.

“Okay, I want to buy the top and skirt
though. I get paid during the trial period and I like these pieces
a lot. I want them to hang out in my closet. Permanently.”

Zoe rolled her eyes in a really cute
frustrated way, “Okay. But you get a neighborhood discount.”

She smiled and hopped back into the fitting
room. When she looked at herself in the mirror she felt like a
different person. Actually…she felt like herself again.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Three

 


Arya checked in with Mrs. Chase at 8:25.
Since Mr. Pierce wasn’t in yet she waited in the small reception
area until he arrived. At 8:30 he exited the elevator and his eyes
immediately connected with hers. He quickly looked away, “Good
Morning Mrs. Chase.”

“Good Morning Mr. Pierce. Miss Farrow is
here.”

Phoenix’s eyes grazed her outfit, “I can see
that.”

Arya got up and brushed her skirt, “Good
Morning Mr. Pierce.”

“Follow me,” he said in a stern voice.

She let him take a couple steps ahead before
she followed. He unlocked his door and she entered the office
hesitantly. He placed his briefcase next to his desk and looked
over to her standing awkwardly in the doorway.

“Come in Mrs. Farrow, no need to be shy,” he
said with a wolfish grin that made her swallow hard.

He walked toward a clear glass door on the
left side of the room and opened it. “This will be your office if
you are hired for the position. Come in and I will go over what we
need to get done today.”

She walked into the spacious office and
immediately stared out the window to the most perfect view of the
Chrysler building. The office was a lot lighter than Mr. Pierce’s.
His blinds were always shut from what she had seen and his entire
space had wood paneling whereas this office was clean and modern
with starch white walls.

She looked at what could soon be her desk and
the stacks of papers that were piled on top of it. Arya placed her
bag on the chair behind it. She looked over at Mr. Pierce watching
her intently with his hands in his pockets.

He walked over to her so that he was also
behind the desk and his arm brushed against hers as he explained
how to use the multi-phone line system.

“I like to keep this door closed, if I hear
you speaking on the phone it distracts me. So if I get a call you
place it on hold and dial my line and I will let you know whether
to transfer it or not,” he said as he walked over to the filing
cabinet, “The filing system has been neglected over the past couple
of months. Today, I need you to make sure all of the files are in
alphabetical order beginning with the first letter of the company.
Then, those papers on the desk need to be filed. If there are any
personal receipts please place them in this folder.”

He gestured to the manila folder in his hand
and she nodded. He stashed it back into its place and walked back
towards the desk, “Do you have any questions?”

She shook her head, “Not at the moment.”

He walked toward the door and stilled in the
doorframe, “Remember, this always stays closed unless I say
otherwise.”

She nodded and he shut the door lightly. She
could see him through the glass panel in the door and noticed he
had a perfect view of the desk so he could see her as well.

Arya walked over to the filing cabinet and
began to organize the files alphabetically. An hour later, she
walked over to the desk and grabbed a small stack of papers. When
she was half way through with the stack she felt beads of sweat
forming along her forehead and the back of her neck. She shrugged
off her blazer and laid it on top of the filing cabinet. Who
knew filing papers could be such a workout?

She grabbed the last stack of papers off the
desk and looked at the time, it was almost one in the afternoon and
she was famished. Arya felt guilty asking when she could go to
lunch so she presumed with the task at hand.

After reaching a company file starting with
the letter Z she bent down to the last filing cabinet drawer. She
noticed a couple of files out of place and set the stack of papers
in her hand on the floor and dropped down on her knees. Her crop
top rose a little up her back and she pulled it down slightly then
resumed organizing the files.

“I ordered lunch.”

Arya’s body shot up from the floor and she
hit her head on one of the filing cabinets that was open near the
top. Her eyes pinched shut as she rubbed her head. When they opened
Mr. Pierce was standing right in front of her with his hands inches
away from the sides of her arms. When she glanced at them he
immediately lowered them.

He eyed her with concern, “Are you okay?”

“Yes. I’m sorry.” Arya closed the top file
drawer and bent down to grab the papers off the floor, feeling the
crop top rise up her back again. When she managed to straighten her
posture, she placed the papers on top of the cabinet and pulled
down her top and skirt nervously.

Mr. Pierce cleared his throat, “Do you like
sushi?”

She felt her mouth water. Literally.
“Yes.”

“Good, we can eat in my office,” he said as
he made his way out the door.

She walked over to the small sitting area in
the corner of his office as he begun to extract rolls of sushi from
the take out bags on the coffee table. As she took a seat she
carefully crossed her legs, “Um, how much do I owe you?”

He looked up at her confused, “Owe me?”

She nodded, “Yes, for lunch.”

He let out a loud chuckle that made her jump
in surprise, “You will never pay for lunch here Miss. Farrow.”

“But—”

“Do not offer to pay again. That’s an order,”
he said with an ultra serious tone.

Her mouth opened slightly and she looked down
at the floor, “Okay.”

“What do you like?”

She looked up and see the array of sushi
spread on the coffee table, “Everything.”

A surprising smile spread across his face,
“We can share then.”

Her heart warmed at his approachable tone.
The thought of her sharing the sushi with him in his office felt so
intimate and if he wasn’t so gorgeous, it would have felt slightly
awkward to be eating with her boss in his office. The whole
scenario would be different if Phoenix wasn’t so unworldly
attractive.

He handed her a pair of chopsticks and she
went straight for the sashimi, “I am almost done filing if you
would like to give me another project.”

He shook his head, “No talking about work
during lunch. That’s a rule.”

She smiled because it was a really good rule,
“Okay.”

“So what brought you to New York Arya?”

The way Phoenix said her name sent a heat
through her body and shiver down her spine. Arya paused, allowing
the effect of his voice to simmer before she spoke. “I fell in love
with New York the first time I visited and every time after that. I
always knew even at a very young age that this is where I would end
up. When I finished school I thought now was a good time as
ever.”

He popped a piece of sushi in his mouth and
she couldn’t help but stare at his full lips, “So you have been to
New York several times?”

She was about to put a piece of sushi in her
mouth but then pulled it away and nodded, “I visited every summer
for twelve years for dance conferences.”

He nodded his head and she was grateful he
didn’t ask any more questions about her history with dance.

They spent the rest of lunch in silence and
when they were done she cleaned up the area and walked back to her
office, remembering to close the door behind her.

She got back to the stack of papers,
multitasking between filing and answering the phones. Mr. Pierce
ignored the majority of the calls and she continued to transfer
them to his voicemail.

Arya finished filing around 4:30 and she
looked out the door and see Mr. Pierce watching her intensely. He
gestured for her to come out and she opened the door carefully and
walked to his desk.

“Are you done filing?”

“Yes, sir.”

He smiled the same way he did when she said
the word the day before, “You can leave for the day then.”

She nodded and made her way back to her
office to retrieve her bag and blazer. When she walked back into
his office she felt his eyes piercing through her back. Just as she
was about to reach the door his stern voice stopped her.

“Miss. Farrow?”

She turned around, “Yes?”

“Please do not wear that top again.”

Her jaw dropped and she turned quickly so
that he didn’t see the mortified expression on her face. She
fumbled for the doorknob and dropped her blazer on the floor. When
she bent down to pick it up she felt the top riding up again and
muttered fuck under her breath. Arya clumsily turned the
knob and shut it too hard behind her making her shoulders jump up.
She could have sworn she heard chuckling on the opposite side of
the door as she strode down the hallway quickly to the
elevators.

When she exited the building she pressed her
back against it and let the wind cool her down. She took deep
breaths, cursing herself for thinking that wearing the crop top
would be a good idea.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Four

 


Arya wore a pair of black slacks with a white
button down top to work the next day. She felt down right frumpy
but the whole crop top incident the day before made her cringe at
the idea of her boss mentioning her wardrobe choice. It was
literally all she could think about from the time she left work
until the time she went to bed, which was around 3am. Arya had a
bad habit of over obsessing about things, one of her many
imperfections.

When she got off the elevator on Mr. Pierce’s
floor she looked to her left and saw that his office door was
closed. She walked up to Mrs. Chase’s desk but she was on the phone
and gestured her to go ahead.

As she opened the door, Mr. Pierce was on his
laptop typing faster than she ever thought possible. He didn’t look
up when she closed the door and walked to her office with her eyes
tracing the floor.

She opened the door and the typing
ceased.

“Miss Farrow, come here please.”

Arya turned around, “Sorry Mr. Pierce, I
didn’t want to disrupt you.”

“I appreciate that. I would like to go over
what we need to do today.”

Arya nodded and he got up from his chair and
walked into her office. She followed and placed her bag on the seat
near the door. Mr. Pierce walked behind the desk and grabbed the
back of the chair, “Take a seat.”

Arya walked over and he pulled the chair away
slowly to accommodate her. Once she was seated he pushed the seat
in one quick movement that made her chest lean forward. She grabbed
onto the edge of the desk, feeling his tall body directly behind
her back. Arya could feel the pressure of her heartbeat against the
desk and closed her eyes momentarily as she tried to calm her
anxiety. Once she felt her heart resume its normal tune she opened
her eyes and let out a light breath. Mr. Pierce bent over and
opened the laptop that sat in front of her. His breath grazed the
back of her neck and her entire body felt like it was about to go
numb. The proximity between them grew closer and Arya could feel
the electricity ignited in the air of the clean, white office.

Her grip got tighter as she felt his breath
travel behind her ear, “I use this calendar. It syncs with my email
so I need you to go through the recent ones and make sure they are
on here. Before you leave everyday I need you to email me my
schedule for the next day. Understand?”

She nodded and took in his masculine scent, a
mixture of musky sandalwood and spice. Arya felt his arm retract
and she loosened her grip on the desk when he walked out the door,
closing it softly behind him.

Arya let out a deep breath she didn’t know
she was holding. She was pretty sure 80% of what he just told her
didn’t register, she was too busy thinking about how close he was
to her and the fact that she didn’t really want him to leave. There
was something about him that was so enticing and frightening at the
same time. Arya kept telling herself just one more day. Tomorrow
she would find out whether or not he wanted to keep her and she had
already decided she wanted the job. The organizing kept her mind
off the usual thoughts that flooded it and she liked working in a
professional atmosphere. Plus, the pay was great considering she
had just graduated college.

When she opened his email she filtered the
ones from Mrs. Chase regarding his appointments. She addressed Mr.
Pierce as Phoenix and reading his name in print excited her. His
name was so…him, masculine, powerful, and ultra sexy.

At one o clock Phoenix entered Arya’s office.
She peered her eyes away from the laptop screen and looked up, “Yes
Mr. Pierce?”

“I ordered lunch.”

He walked out and she pushed her brows
together. She speculated if he would come into her office at one o
clock and say I ordered lunch everyday. That would be kind
of annoying. Arya also wondered if she would ever be able to leave
the office to have lunch on her own or if she would always have to
eat with him.

When she walked out he was setting down some
plates then he poured sparkling water in two glasses. She took a
seat and picked up her sandwich. It was utterly delicious
considering it was just meat between bread. Smoked turkey, fresh
mozzarella, and avocado on French bread.

“This is really good.”

He nodded, finishing the food in his mouth
before he spoke, “Its from the deli around the corner. They have
excellent coffee as well.”

“I love coffee.” She felt so stupid when the
statement came out of her mouth. It was like telling someone I can
breathe. Stupid, stupid, stupid.

His lips turned up into a smile, “If you
would like to take a break from the office you can go there after
lunch. If you go, please get me a short latte.”

“I will definitely take you up on that.”

Again, they exchanged very few words during
lunch. When they finished, she took their plates over to the lounge
room that had a small kitchen and rinsed them off and loaded them
into the dishwasher. Then she went to the deli Phoenix told her
about and ordered two short lattes. When she returned he was on the
phone so she stepped around his desk and set the latte down next to
him with a napkin, making sure it was placed perfectly next to his
computer.

She walked back towards her office and turned
around to close the door. When she looked up she saw the latte in
his hand and he lifted it up mouthing cheers. It made her grin like
a silly schoolgirl and she was almost certain her cheeks were a
shade of bright red.

She sat behind her desk and resumed
organizing his appointments for the rest of the afternoon. When she
opened up his junk folder to make sure that nothing important was
in there she saw email after email from the same person, Emma
Mason. All of them are un-read and she wondered if it is a mistake.
She looked up and Mr. Pierce had his eyes narrowed in on his
computer so hard she would hate to disturb him.

She opened the first email. She was only
doing her job and she needed to know whether the emails were
important or not.

 


Phoenix,

 


I don’t deserve this.

 


Emma

 


She quickly marked the email as unread. They
are obviously personal emails and she didn’t want to go on reading
another despite her piqued curiosity. She wasn’t that type of
person. She made a mental note to ask Mr. Pierce what he would like
her to do with the emails later.

At five o’clock, Arya grabbed her belongings
and walked out of her office. The room was unusually bright when
she entered the adjoining room. Mr. Pierce had finally opened the
dark wood shades and looked out the large window in his office,
staring out into the city skyline.

“Leaving for the day?”

“Yes, sir, if that’s all right with you. I am
done organizing your appointments and have emailed you your
schedule for tomorrow.”

He dragged his eyes away from the view and
looked at Arya with an intense deep stare, “That is fine. Thank you
Miss. Farrow.”

She could tell something was up with him
despite the short time she was his employee but she didn’t want to
press him. “Not a problem, goodnight Mr. Pierce.”

She walked out the office feeling much better
than she did the day before. She felt confident in the possibility
of him offering her the job the next day. She did everything right
and knew she had done exactly what he has asked her to do. The
office felt comforting, and that’s something Arya hadn’t felt in a
really long time.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Five

 


Mr. Pierce had a business lunch so Arya went
out on her own and stopped at the deli and grabbed a short latte
and fruit salad. She never even liked latte’s, she was a straight
up black coffee kind of girl, but for some reason she ordered it
anyway.

She spent the majority of the day organizing
more files and her stomach was coiled up the last two hours from
her anxiousness of having the end of the day meeting with Mr.
Pierce. Or maybe it was the coffee. Regardless, she was profusely
sweating under her blouse.

Arya reached a stack of documents that she
wanted to keep together but couldn’t find a paper clip in her
drawer of office supplies. She looked out the glass door to see if
Phoenix had returned but he was still out of the office. Arya
slowly opened the door and walked to his desk. Her hands began to
get clammy. She felt like she was invading his space and for a
second she thought about just waiting until he returned to ask if
he had any paper clips. She shook her head…it was silly. She was
his assistant, temporarily, and this was her place of work…she
should be able to look for office supplies.

She reached for the long drawer in the center
of the desk and pulled on the knob lightly in an attempt to not
shift the objects inside. Her hand immediately covered her
mouth.

Inside the drawer was the Polaroid photo
Tarrisa had taken of her. She lowered her hand and grabbed the edge
of the edge of the photo. Her doe eyes were larger than usual but
she was thankful that the red lipstick she wore that day was
perfectly in place. She flipped the Polaroid photo in her fingers
and noticed the black ink scripted on the back.

Arya Farrow, 21.

She practically threw the photo back into the
drawer and rushed back to her office, slamming the door
unintentionally. When she resumed her place behind the desk she
took a deep breath and ran her fingers through her hair. It was
weird. Totally weird, she thought. But then to her surprise…she
smiled. Phoenix Pierce had a photo of her in the main drawer of his
desk. She wondered if he ever looked at it or if he just threw it
in there after it was presented to him. Arya noticed her obsessing
taking over and shook her head. “Focus Arya.”

She presumed working and completely ignored
when she noticed out of the corner of her eyes that Phoenix had
returned to the office.

“Miss. Farrow, come into my office please,”
Mr. Pierce said through the intercom.

Arya jumped. What if he noticed that she
looked in his drawer? Arya prepared for the worse as she gathered
her belongings. She opened the door and walked slowly to the seat
in front of his desk.

“You have done a great job these past couple
days Arya. In fact, you have accomplished way more than my previous
personal assistants in a short amount of time,” he said as he got
up from his chair and walked over to the door of his office.

After Arya heard the door shut she swallowed
hard, “Thank you Mr. Pierce.”

Phoenix walked to the side of his desk and
casually leaned against it. His mouth opened but then his lips
pressed together and he closed his eyes. He shook his head and
opened his eyes again, the light green piercing through her grey,
“You’re different, Arya.”

She shrugged her shoulders, “How so?”

He replied quickly, “You just are. More than
you know.”

“I will take that as a compliment Mr.
Pierce,” she said as she gripped her handbag tighter.

“I would like to offer you the position Miss.
Farrow. If you are still interested that is.”

Arya looked up at Phoenix, his body just to
the left of where she was sitting. He waited for her answer and she
could swear she saw yearning in his eyes. “Yes Mr. Pierce. Thank
you so much for this opportunity.”

She got up too quickly and got a mild head
rush causing her to reach forward to stabilize herself. As she did,
his arms wrapped around her waist and her chest pressed against
his. He smelled so good and she didn’t want to ever leave the
position she was captured in. Arya felt a strong desire to run her
fingers over the buttons of his shirt, to kiss his neck. Just as
she was about to pull away she felt something hard resting against
her lower stomach. He cleared his throat and immediately put his
hand in his pocket.

“I’m sorry. I got up too quickly,” she said
as she grabbed her handbag that had dropped on the floor next to
his feet. When she bent down she realized she was positioned right
below his groin. She slowly raised herself up and when she looked
into his eyes he had a stern look on his face.

“Did you eat today Miss. Farrow?” he said in
a disapproving tone.

“Yes sir. I had fruit for lunch. I think I
might have had too much espresso,” she said as she took a small
step away from his intimidating stance.

“Miss. Farrow, that is not a substantial
lunch. Are you naturally this thin?”

Something about the question really ticked
her off. It brought back old memories of her mother constantly
nagging her about what she ate and she felt her face turn bright
red.

“Yes Mr. Pierce,” she said lowering her
head.

“From now on I will be ordering your lunch
for you to ensure you are eating the right amount of protein and
calories,” he said as he walked around his desk, taking a seat in
his chair, “That is all for now. I will see you on Monday Miss.
Farrow.”

“Thank you again Mr. Pierce.” Arya headed to
the door and his voice stopped her.

“Miss. Farrow?”

“Yes Mr. Pierce?”

“I would like you to wear skirts or dresses
to the office from now on.”

Oh god, he was so demanding and almost
slightly demeaning and it was really turning her on, “Yes sir.”

Arya walked out of his office and straight to
the restroom on their floor and locked the door. She pressed her
back against it and tried to regain her breath. She was so turned
on, being pressed up against his chest, taking in his masculine
scent, being so close to his cock. Oh no, this wasn’t good. Phoenix
was her boss. She couldn’t have these feelings if she wanted to
keep her job, but she couldn’t help it. A part of her felt that he
was attracted to her too. She wouldn’t really know though. Her
experience with men was slight to none.

Arya was never really interested in sex.
Ballet was her life and her mother assured her that a man would
only distract her and ruin her career. So she dedicated her time to
dance. While all of her friends were going out on the weekends with
their boyfriends, she was in a dance studio alone, doing across the
floors and practicing pirouettes.

Mr. Pierce had awakened something inside her.
Maybe it was the fact that she wasn’t dancing professionally
anymore and that was allowing her to feel again. The cold front she
usually wore was becoming warmer. She wanted him and she knew it
from the first moment she laid eyes on him.

Arya pressed her eyelids shut and trailed a
finger down her chest. She unbuttoned the first two buttons of her
silk white blouse and reached her hand inside and cupped her
breast. Her other hand trailed down her stomach and she pressed her
fingers against her clit, rubbing it through the fabric of her
pants. She made small circles with her fingers and plucked her
nipples with her other hand. Something about touching herself in a
public restroom was scary and exciting and flipped a switch in her
that was off for so long.

Just as a wave of heat surged through her
body someone knocked on the door and she could feel the vibrations
of the knock against her back. She quickly buttoned her shirt and
checked her appearance in the mirror. Her face was slightly flushed
but she still looked put together.

“Just a second!” She yelled. The voice that
came out of her alarmed her. Arya was frantic and her heart was
beating faster than ever. What am I doing? She thought. Arya
had hid her sexual urges for so long her present behavior was
shocking to her. She ran her fingers through her hair and tossed it
so that her dark black waves fell to the side.

When she exited the bathroom she apologized
to the woman waiting and made her way to the elevator banks. As she
waited for the doors to slide open, she gazed towards Phoenix’s
office.

I walk towards the office and hesitate in
front of the door, staring at the dark wood. I wrap my fingers
around the door handle and slowly open the door. He stands in front
of his window, looking out at the city skyline. He doesn’t turn
around when he hears the door shut. It’s as if he is waiting for
me, like he knew I would be back. I slowly walk around the desk and
stand in front of him. His eyes drag slowly away from the sky to my
eye level. I raise my hand and caress the side of his face,
trailing my fingers along his jaw line until the words come out of
my mouth. “I want you.”

“Miss. Are you going down or not?”

Arya snapped out of her day dream and dragged
her eyes away from the door. She stared at the man inside the
elevator, his finger making its way to the close door button.

“Yes, yes! Sorry.”

She entered the elevator, her eyes still
dazed. The elevator felt like it was stopping at every single floor
and her anxiety grew. Arya knew she needed to do something. Her
behavior was out of control and she needed to get a reign on it.
This was her job. Phoenix was her boss. This silly fantasy of hers
would just have to stop.

 


 



Chapter six

 


Arya lifted her heavy head away from the
pillow and checked the time on her phone. It was 6am on a Sunday
morning. She tried going back to sleep but she kept thinking about
what happened on Friday afternoon at the office. In fact, it
permeated her mind on Saturday as well. She was aching, yearning
for physical contact and Arya regretted that Phoenix gave her his
personal number. She almost texted him. Twice. The only thing
keeping her from doing it was because she had no idea what to
say.

She placed her bare feet against the wooden
floor of the loft and made her way to her closet. She threw on some
jeans and left the t-shirt she slept in on without a bra, grabbed a
small duffle bag and the black tattered shoebox from the top shelf
and stuffed it into the bag along with a pair of black shorts, leg
warmers, and a leotard.

Arya joined a gym Friday after work, deciding
she could now afford it. She searched the Internet for hours trying
to find a good gym that had a studio in it and was grateful when
she came across one close to her new job. Even though she wasn’t
dancing anymore, after what happened on Friday with Phoenix she
decided she needed an outlet for her pent up frustration.

After a short train ride she arrived at the
gym and walked straight into the locker room and settled into a
corner. She began to extract her belongings from the duffle bag and
changed into a black long sleeved leotard with an open back and a
pair of black shorts. Arya slipped on her leg warmers and pair of
flip-flops and grabbed the shoebox from her bag. She extracted her
ipod and slipped it into the band of her shorts as she exited the
locker room.

Arya had to walk across the gym to get to the
studio on the lower floor, which made her really self-conscious.
She only imagined what people thought of her walking around a gym
in flip-flops holding a shoebox. A couple steps across the room she
put her ice queen face on, the one she used when she wanted to
block everyone and everything out. This was her time.

When she got to the studio she sighed with
relief that it was empty. It was previously used for dance classes
but they cancelled them due to a lack of participants. She was told
it was rarely used and that made her feel like it was all hers. It
was always her dream to have her own studio but she knew that it
was only that, a dream.

She placed the box on the floor and sat down
next to it. When she lifted the lid, nostalgia overwhelmed her and
tears welled in her eyes. It had been a year since she last put on
her pointe shoes.

After slipping her flip-flops off she took
her precious history out of the box. She arched her foot and placed
it into the broken in shoe. When she wrapped the ribbon around her
ankle she felt like it was just yesterday that this way her life,
dance and everything that came with it.

After she was done tying her pointe shoes she
got up and placed her headphones in, filtering her ipod for a good
song to warm up to. She chose a song from the black swan soundtrack
by Clint Mansell Stumbled Beginings. The build up in the
song was perfect for a warm up.

She flipped through the music again after her
warm up and came across APM Orchestra Claire de Lune, the
song she performed to her last solo. She took a deep breath as she
walked across the room to the corner and pressed play.

As soon as the music played, emotion filled
her. She started at first with an adagio, making small light
movements with her arms and legs, the basic choreography she always
started her routines with. When the music picked up she moved into
her allegro and made her way across the floor fully on pointe.
Three minutes into the routine, she felt the piano keys hit her
chest as she turned into her first pirouette; she did a triple and
then extended her leg into a fouette. She felt the tears begin to
fall down her cheek with every turn. When she placed her foot
behind her she erased the routine from her mind and free styled the
rest. It was the first time she had ever done it and she realized
now why they called it free. She was the epitome of free. No
set of rules, just her and what her body wanted to do.

When she finished she was completely out of
breath and the tears kept falling down her cheeks. She clutched her
chest and dropped to her knees. She cried for her past and she
cried about her future. She thought she would be a principal dancer
in the New York City Ballet and here she was in an old studio
underneath a gym.

Arya felt hands wrap around her shoulders and
her eyes opened wide as she scrambled across the floor startled.
When she turned around Phoenix was behind her and her heartbeat
accelerated even more when she saw the look in his eyes.

She yanked her earphones out and ran her
fingers through her drenched hair, “How long have you been
here?”

“Long enough to see…” He stared down at her
admiringly and she felt her legs turn into jello as she tried to
get up.

Arya tried to catch her breath and placed her
hands on her hips. “What are you doing here?”

Phoenix chuckled, “Working out. I saw you
walk across the gym and came down here shortly after.”

Arya brushed her behind and made her way
towards her flip-flops in the corner of the room. She sat and began
hastily untying the ribbon around her ankles.

“Arya, you are extremely talented,” he said
as he walks toward her, “You’re a beautiful dancer.”

She removed her shoes and slipped her feet
into her flip-flops, “Thanks.”

Arya got up to leave but his body was
blocking hers. He lifted his hand and wiped the trail of tears down
her cheek, “Why were you crying?”

His touch sent shivers down her spine. She
felt embarrassed and most of all, nervous in his presence.

“Ill see you tomorrow morning Mr.
Pierce.”

She headed straight to the locker room to
undress. Arya knew it was rude to walk out of the studio without
answering his question but she just couldn’t bear to look at him.
What happened before he walked into the studio was intimate and
emotional and she didn’t want him to see that side of her. She
spent a couple of moments in the steam room to help her body ache
and took a far too quick shower. She put her jeans on in a hurry,
trying her best to get out of the gym before he saw her again.

Her attempt was failed when she walked out of
the gym and saw Phoenix leaning against the side of the building in
casual attire. He made a plain white t-shirt and jeans look
extremely sexy. She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear
and pretended not to see him as she started to walk in the opposite
direction.

“Arya, wait…”

She turned around and met his eyes. They were
different, softer than his usual hard stare. Arya felt subconscious
standing in front of this gorgeous man in tattered clothes and no
make up.

“Have breakfast with me,” he said. It came
out more as a demand than a question.

She shook her head, “I cant I have to…head
back to Brooklyn.”

“And do what?”

Arya tried coming up with an excuse but she
was a terrible liar. She had nothing planned.

“There’s a French bakery right around the
corner. Their pastries are on par with the ones in Paris. You have
to try it.”

She was conflicted. On one hand she felt
slightly awkward being with her boss outside of work, and on the
other hand, it felt it rude to deny him.

Arya nodded, “Okay.”

When they entered the bakery Phoenix told her
to take a seat as he ordered their breakfast. She took a table near
the window and he arrived shortly after with latte’s and two
chocolate filled croissants.

“Thank you Mr. Pierce.”

“When we are outside of work call me
Phoenix.” Again, another demand.

“Thank you Phoenix,” she said as she tore a
piece of her croissant.

As she looked up, she saw his eyes drift from
her lips to her loose tank top. She remembered that she wasn’t
wearing a bra and felt extremely exposed. Her cheeks blushed in
response.

“How long have you been dancing Arya?”

“Since I was five. Today was the first time I
danced in about a year,” she said as her eyes loomed down into her
coffee.

“Why did you stop dancing? Answer me
honestly.”

She shot him an irritated glance but decided
she just needed to get it over with, “My mother put a lot of
pressure on me throughout my dancing career. So much that I finally
broke. I couldn’t take it anymore, really. I was tired of not
having a life, and living my mothers dream. She projected a lot
onto me. My mom never made it as a successful dancer so she wanted
me to be one. I loved dance, I still do, but I took it to the
extreme. I wanted to be perfect and honestly, I did things I wasn’t
proud of to accomplish perfection. I felt like my life was being
controlled so I thought maybe, if I get out of control I can feel
something again. I knew it was upsetting her. I was the only thing
she had. I didn’t want to disappoint her anymore. That’s why I
moved here. To let her live her own life and not live mine.”

He nodded his head, “I can relate to that. My
parents also put a lot of pressure on me growing up. It’s when you
break away from them that you finally begin to feel like you have
control of your own destiny. I think you made the right
decision.”

Here she was, in a little café with her
extremely hot boss who was giving her life advice. How the hell
did this happen?

Arya was lost for words. She didn’t want to
prod in his past. After they finished their breakfast Phoenix stood
and she followed, “Ill drive you home.”

“Phoenix, I live in Williamsburg. It’s faster
to take the subway. Thank you for offering though.”

She grabbed her bag and turned for the door
when he lightly grabbed her arm, “I’m taking you home Arya, whether
you like it or not.”

Fear shot through her, she didn’t want him to
know where I lived. Then again, he did have her address it was in
her paperwork. Still, something about the way he spoke to her put
her on edge. Yes, he was handsome, but frightening at the same
time.

Arya’s eyes narrowed and then her face
relaxed when she nodded. “Okay.”

They walked outside where a black Cadillac
Escalade was waiting. His driver opened the passenger door and Arya
got in first with Phoenix following close behind her.

“John, were going to Brooklyn.”

Arya looked at the driver through the rear
view mirror and saw that he had a small smirk on his face, “No
problem Mr. Pierce.”

Though the SUV was spacious, Phoenix sat
close to her. She had no idea why but she didn’t make an effort to
move. It felt comforting and scary at the same time.

They spent the car ride in silence and when
she arrived at her building and exited the car, Phoenix
followed.

“I will see you tomorrow morning Arya,” he
said as he tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

She shivered, it was so personal and the look
in his eyes made her weak. Did he feel the same way she felt about
him?

“See you tomorrow.”

She exited the car, slinging her bag over her
shoulder and made a light jog to the entrance of the loft,
continuing the pace up the three flights of stairs. When she
entered, there was no sight of Zoe so she went straight to her room
and locked the door. She dropped her bag on the floor and began to
undress when she realized her windows were open.

“Shit, shit, shit” she muttered under her
breath.

Arya reached for the robe that hung behind
her door and rushed to the windows to shut the curtains. She held
onto the two pieces of fabric and drew them in until they were
inches apart. She looked down between the visible gap of fabric.
The SUV was still parked across the street and although she
couldn’t see through the tinted windows, she could feel his eyes
watching her. She pinched the two pieces of fabric together and
flopped on her bed, trying to catch her breath.

Arya looked around her scarcely furnished
room. She could only afford a mattress and box spring when she
first moved in and Zoe had given her a pair of nightstands that
were hanging out in the back of her shop. Since it was early, Arya
decided to venture out in her new neighborhood and visit an antique
furniture store she passed by a couple days ago to make her room
feel a little more like home.

It was what she had to do to keep her mind
off Phoenix. Little memories of the morning screwed themselves into
her brain, having breakfast together, the mortified look she had on
her face after seeing Phoenix in the studio, the fact that he saw
her cry. It was a complete mind fuck. She wanted to let her guard
down but his was raised so high she couldn’t see beyond it.
Something was odd about Phoenix and Arya knew that was for sure.
The way he acted in the office was completely different then the
way that he acted when they were alone. Strangely, both turned Arya
on.

She had to stop, had to think about something
else. A bath…the cure all, and exactly what Arya needed popped into
her thoughts next. She picked up her sore limbs and heading to the
bathroom in the hall and began filling the soaking tub with hot
water and Epsom salt. As she dipped her sore body into the
scorching hot water she raised her feet and saw the raw blisters
forming on her toes. She submerged them into the water, feeling the
instantaneous burning sensation of the salt soothing her
wounds.

After a relaxing bath, Arya stood in front
her closet searching for the perfect I am an adult and I am
buying furniture outfit. She settled on a 90s vintage floral
mini dress and a pair of lace up combat boots and changed her every
day bag out for a black fringe leather bag she found at a thrift
store before she moved. As she gathered her belongings she heard
the front door of the loft slam shut.

She walked into the open space to find Zoe
shrugging off her jacket and purse in frenzy.

“Rough night?” Arya asked with raised brows
at an unusually disheveled Zoe.

“I am so done dating. You would think in a
city this big there would be a decent guy out there but no,” she
said as she opened the fridge door, extracting some deli meat,
cheese, and bread. “You hungry?”

“Actually, I am going to treat myself to that
weekend happy hour thing at that Thai place and then go to that
antique furniture store down the street from there.”

“Oh that sounds like fun!”

“Do you want to come with?”

Zoe started to put the food back in the
fridge, “Uh yeah! Let me just freshen up really quick.”

Arya smiled and sat in one of the chairs in
the living room. She was so use to being a lone wolf it was nice to
have a friend to do things with, especially in a new city.

She extracted her phone from her purse and
found a text message from Phoenix.

 


Thank you for having breakfast with me this
morning. I hope you have a wonderful Sunday. See you tomorrow.

 


She stared at the screen for a moment before
she replied,

 


Thank you Phoenix. You too.

 


“Ok I am all set!”

Arya tore her eyes away from her phone and
looked up at Zoe, her effortless look always suited her and for a
moment Arya envied her perfect curves. No matter how much she ate,
she would never have a body like hers.

“You look awesome Zoe,” Arya said as they
walked towards the door.

Zoe tugged on her dress, “You too! Guys are
going to be ogling your legs all day.”

Arya gave her a playful nudge with her
shoulder and a surge of excitement filled her. New York was
beginning to feel like home and she was happy to have a friend like
Zoe to share it with.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter seven

 


Arya woke up Monday morning to her newly
decorated bedroom. She and Zoe stayed up until midnight setting up
her new/used furniture. She purchased a vintage distressed wrought
iron bed frame that had painted white crackle effect on it and a
gorgeous oriental style dresser that had hand painted dragons on it
in shades of red and gold. Her favorite piece was the turquoise
velvet armchair she couldn’t live without. Not only was it
beautiful, it was most comfortable chair she had ever sat in. The
pieces were her aesthetic, eclectic and bohemian.

She surveyed her closet keeping in mind that
Phoenix told her he wanted her to wear skirts and dresses to the
office. She picked out a form fitting midi dress with a black and
white print and paired it with a black blazer and the Manolo
Blahnik heels Zoe lent her for her interview.

Arya felt confident walking into the
skyscraper building. When she got off the elevator she said hello
to Mrs. Chase and made her way straight to Mr. Pierce’s office. As
she opened the door Phoenix was talking on the phone while typing
on his laptop. Arya walked to her office and shut the door quietly.
When she was done setting down her belongings she took a seat and
looked through the window. She desperately wanted him to look up,
to acknowledge her presence but it didn’t happen, and lasted until
one in the afternoon when he told her that lunch was ready.

Arya sat in her usual spot in front of the
coffee table in the corner of the office. Phoenix ordered a Caprese
salad for her with a slice of French bread and a chicken Caesar
salad for himself. While he set up their lunch, Arya realized that
she never told him what she wanted for lunch and yet she took it
willingly without complaint. It was what her mother use to do. Plan
her meals and regulate everything that went into her body.

She felt her face flush and a wave of
irrational anger hit her. “I don’t like tomatoes.”

Her statement clearly took him by surprise.
He stared at her for a long moment then grabbed her salad and
switched it with his, “Then you can have mine.”

She stared down at the salad then back up at
Phoenix. He was wearing his you don’t want to fuck with me
face and considering he was the one who bought lunch she didn’t
want to come off as rude. “Thank you,” she said with a fake
smile.

Arya pinched a piece of chicken with her fork
then reached for a small piece of lettuce, and then a piece of
Parmesan cheese followed by a crouton. She ate several bites this
way throughout the duration of their meal. Phoenix stared at her
the entire time but said nothing.

She gathered the utensils and plates and
walked to the kitchen down the hall. When she finished cleaning up
she sat at the communal dining table and dug her face into her
hands. Sometimes she felt like she was doing so well, then
something triggered her and sent her to the same place she was
months ago.

“Hey, is everything okay?”

Her body jolted and she looked in the
direction the sweet voice was coming from. “Tarissa, its nice to
see you again.”

“He treating you okay?” She said, nudging her
head in the direction of Phoenix’s office.

“Oh yeah, everything is great. I’m really
happy to be working here,” she said with a genuine smile.

Tarissa eyed her curiously, “What do you say
about a drink tonight? After work? There’s this Mexican place
called El Cabrito and they have the most amazing happy hour. Their
fish tacos and margaritas are to die for.”

Arya couldn’t help but get mesmerized by the
beautiful woman before her. Tarrisa’s eyes were an espresso brown
that highly contrasted against her platinum blonde hair. She wore
very little makeup but sported a dark red lip. She could tell by
what she wore that she made good money at Pierce and Associates.
She was prim, proper, and perfect.

Arya shot her a genuine smile, “That sounds
great!”

“Awesome ill meet you downstairs at 5.”

She turned on her heel and quickly exited out
the door. Arya regained her composure and walked back to the
office.

Arya entered Phoenix’s office and started to
walk toward her office until his voice yielded her. “Arya, could
you come here please?”

She walk over to his desk hesitantly, “Yes
Mr. Pierce?”

“This email you sent to John makes absolutely
no sense whatsoever. Didn’t you learn how to write in college?”

Arya took a step back away from his desk with
her mouth gaping. It took her several seconds to respond, “Uh, yes.
I’m sorry. Could you tell me what I did wrong?”

“The whole thing is wrong,” he clicked his
mouse loudly and the printer began its loud hum. He walked over to
it, extracted the paper from the feed then walked toward her like a
lion stalking its prey, “Read it. Then tell me what you did
wrong.”

She nodded and took a deep breath before she
began to read it silently. He stood in front of her in close
proximity causing her to start reading the email over again after
the second sentence.

“Its choppy. I am sorry Mr. Pierce, it won’t
happen again.” Arya could feel the tears welling in her eyes but
she fought desperately to hold them back.

“There are consequences for mistakes like
this Miss. Farrow. I guarantee you if you knew of them it wouldn’t
happen again.” He paused for a moment then shook his head and
grabbed the paper out of her grasp, crumbling it in his big hands
and throwing it in the trash.

Arya felt a tear slip down her cheek and
rushed to her office. She closed the door silently behind her and
walked over to the filing cabinet that was out of view from his
desk. She pressed her back against the wall and held her breath.
What did he mean there was consequences? Was she going to get fired
for writing a bad email?

It seemed absolutely ridiculous. She went
from being emotional to angry in an instant. She walked over to her
desk and sat down in her chair. She didn’t look up the entire day
and when she left, she didn’t say goodbye to Mr. Pierce.

 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Eight

 


Arya stood outside the building and looked at
her phone. It was five minutes past five and she thought for sure
Tarissa was going to stand her up. She took a final glance towards
the door and started to walk down the street.

“Arya! Wait up!”

She turned around to see a slightly
disheveled Tarissa. Her blouse was un-tucked from her skirt and her
bright red lipstick was slightly faded.

“Sorry I’m late, I got caught up. The
restaurant is just a couple blocks away.” She smiled as she started
to tuck in her blouse.

When they arrived at the restaurant, Tarissa
reapplied some lipstick before ordering them two margaritas.

“Do you want something to eat?”

“Oh no, I am okay. Had a big lunch,” she
lied.

“You have to try the fish tacos. Excuse me?”
She gestured to the bartender, “Can I have four fish tacos with
that really spicy sauce on the side?”

The bartender was tall with dirty blond hair
and light blue eyes, “No problem gorgeous... What are you two
ladies up to tonight?”

Arya stayed silent as she watched the
bartender make their drinks but Tarissa obviously had no problem
interacting with beautiful men. “We just got out of work. Just
enjoying this beautiful afternoon.”

Tarissa gave Arya a wink and she couldn’t
help but feel more comfortable around her. “So how long have you
been working for Mr. Porter?”

Tarissa’s smile spread from ear to ear, “A
year. Best year of my life actually.”

Arya smiled when the bartender placed her
drink in front of her, giving him a silent thank you. “So I presume
from your smile you enjoy working for him?”

“I love it. How are things going with you and
Mr. Pierce?”

Arya lowered her head, “Um, okay I guess.
Although he got pretty pissed off at me today—“

Tarissa interrupts, “For something stupid
right?”

“Yeah, how did you know?”

“Phoenix can be like that. A lot of people
say he has a major stick up his ass but I know him on a little bit
more of a personal level…he is actually a really nice guy.”

Arya smiled and nodded. She could tell that
he could be in fact a nice person, she just didn’t see that side of
him often.

“I am actually really surprised that he hired
you.” Tarissa scanned Arya’s face, “Not that you aren’t qualified
or anything like that…you’re just different.”

“Yeah, that’s what he said.”

“Oh shit.” Tarissa’s eyes darted to the door
and Arya’s followed. Caleb and Phoenix walked toward the bar and
she created a blinder with her hand and looked back at Tarissa.

“Oh god, please don’t come over here,” Arya
said under her breath, shutting her eyes in a desperate attempt to
not look back over at Phoenix.

“Here are your tacos ladies. Can I get you
another margarita beautiful?”

Arya realized that the bartenders question
was directed towards her when Tarissa didn’t respond, “Yes
please.”

“Its fine, they will just probably ignore
us,” Tarissa said, but Arya could clearly see her eyes glaze and
her smile darting towards their side of the room.

It was then that it hit her by the way she
saw them looking at each other that they were together. Arya felt
comfortable enough asking Tarissa “Is something going on with you
and Mr. Porter?”

Tarissa smiled at her and shrugged, “That’s
for another happy hour to discuss,” she winked and nudged Arya’s
shoulder with hers. She couldn’t help but giggle, feeling the
effect of her second drink.

Arya and Tarissa talked about their personal
lives over their tacos. Arya learned that Tarissa was born and
raised in New York City and came from a wealthy family. Apparently
her mother had been divorced three times and once over and used the
divorce settlement money to open up a line of fashion boutiques
across the United States and Europe. Tarissa was the manager of one
of her mothers’ boutiques in SoHo before she started working for
Caleb Porter.

“So how did you end up working at Pierce and
Associates?” Arya asked.

“My mother and I were never really close. My
nanny slash maid, Rosa practically raised me. It felt like I was my
mothers employee, not her daughter,” Tarissa gazed down at her
drink before taking another sip. “Anyways, I wanted to make my own
money and make my own path in life. I was always interested in
finance so I applied for a job at Pierce & Associates. Best
decision I have made in my life.”

Arya absorbed Tarissa’s story like a sponge.
It seemed like everyone she knew in New York was rich and happy
with his or her career. Arya on the other hand, was neither…at
least not in the way she wanted to be.

“You’ll get use to Phoenix after a while.
He’s taking things slow with you,” Tarissa paused. Arya stared at a
pensive Tarissa through the silence until finally Tarissa said,
“Are you into him?”

Arya laughed, “I mean he’s hot but he is my
boss.”

Tarissa gave Arya a slight smirk and placed
her hand over hers, “That shouldn’t stop you. It hasn’t for me.”
Tarissa’s eyes darted to the door and Arya followed them, seeing
Caleb shoot a wink in her direction as he walked out the door.

“I got to run but it was really nice talking
to you,” she paused between rummaging through her purse, “Do you
want to want to come over my place on Friday?”

“Sure!” Arya said excitingly.

Awesome, ill grab your number from Phoenix
and text you my addresses,” Tarissa extracted a couple twenties
from her pocket.

“Oh, I got it—“

Tarissa interrupted, “Nonsense. You just
moved here and started a new job, let me get this and you can get
me next time. Enjoy your drink and ill see you soon.”

Tarissa rose from her barstool leaning over
and giving Arya a kiss on each cheek. Her cheeks flushed when
Tarissa’s lips touched the corner of hers. Arya could have sworn
Tarissa looked at Phoenix’s directly right after, but Arya was
attempting to ignore the fact that he was even in the room.

She watched Tarissa walk out the door and
through the window she could see her and Caleb hold hands while
they walked across the street. Despite her attempt to not look in
his direction, Arya’s eyes drifted off to the end of the bar where
Phoenix sat taking a large sip of his draft beer, eyeing her
intently. She looked away and down at her drink and took her final
sips. As she gathered her belongings the bartender came back to her
place with a coy smile.

“So I get off in about 5 minutes...I know you
had dinner already but would you like to go and have another drink
somewhere?”

“Oh…um—”

“Arya, are you ready to go?”

She looked back at Phoenix sporting a very
stern face and she raised her brows, “What?”

“Sorry bro, I didn’t know she was with you,”
the gorgeous bartender said.

“I’m not,” she spat out.

The bartender grabbed a pen and receipt
paper, “Here’s my number if you want to meet up and have dinner
sometime,” he shot a serious stare at Phoenix and walked over to
another patron at the opposite side of the bar.

Arya stuffed the receipt paper in her purse
just to spite Phoenix and swiveled her way out of the barstool. She
shoved past him and pushed the door open hard, walking out of the
bar in a fast pace. She couldn’t believe what he just pulled. First
getting yelled out for writing a pointless email, now overstepping
his boundaries?

Phoenix grabbed a hold of her elbow pulling
her back, “Arya, let me drive you home.”

Arya turned to face him, “What the hell was
that about?” She said, gesturing her head towards the bar.

“You’ve been drinking and you don’t know that
guy. I want to make sure you get home safe.”

“I can take care of myself but thank you for
your concern,” she said sarcastically.

Arya turned on her heel and continued to walk
down the sidewalk. She was starting to feel a little buzzed and
despite the fact that Phoenix ruined her game, she felt good.

“Arya, I wont ask again. Let me take you
home.”

She looked to her side at the now brooding
Phoenix, “No.”

“I don’t feel comfortable you riding on a
crowded train in your state.”

“In my state? I had two drinks!”

At that moment the sleek black Escalade
pulled up alongside Phoenix and he grabbed her arm, “Lets go.”

“You know you look like you’re kidnapping me
right?”

She pulled her arm back and stared into his
light green eyes. For a moment, a sliver of a moment, she saw
something. Genuine concern maybe, but there was something more to
this façade he created for himself. This man standing before her
cared about her and she couldn’t be pissed off at him for that. She
walked past him and opened the backseat door before the driver
walked over, sliding her legs carefully across the leather
seat.

Phoenix’s arm skimmed across her chest as he
grabbed the seat belt, pulling it across her body. Arya took a
sharp breath in when he clicked the buckle into place, pulling on
the belt across her chest so that it is almost too tight around
her. She closed her eyes and licked her lips. She couldn’t help the
twinge of excitement she felt being so close to him. Touching
her.

Arya pressed her head against the window as
they crossed the Brooklyn Bridge. As usual, very little words were
shared until they arrived at the loft in Williamsburg.

She lifted her head away from the glass and
released her seat belt. She grabbed her bag and reached over to the
door handle until Phoenix’s question stopped her, “Can I walk you
up?”

Fuck. Why? Was he really this over
protective?

Though her brain was flooded with all the
reasons why she shouldn’t let him up she couldn’t help that despite
her negative thoughts, she wanted him to go upstairs. She wanted
him. Arya shrugged her shoulders dismissively, “Sure.”

She didn’t know why she said it. This was
clearly stepping beyond the lines of professionalism but she was
tipsy and to be honest, lonely. She craved affection and even
though she knew she couldn’t get it from him, she just wanted
someone near.

They walked up the three flights of stairs
and stopped in front of the loft. Arya searched her bag for her
keys and extracted them from the deep cave that was her purse. When
she unlocked the door she looked behind her. His arms were crossed
in front of his torso, his body language clearly speaking for him.
“Do you want to come inside for a glass of wine?”

Arya was shocked by her bravery. Even more
struck when he nodded and walked into the apartment before she
did.

His eyes surveyed the living room, “This is a
really nice loft. Didn’t expect it would look like this from the
outside.”

She scoffed internally; he probably had never
even been to Brooklyn before he met her. “Thanks, it’s my
roommates. I got really lucky finding this place.”

“How did you find it?” He said as she reached
for the bottle of wine and two glasses.

“On craigslist. It was the only place I could
really afford actually,” she admitted.

“I am not too familiar with Brooklyn real
estate but I would assume this isn’t cheap.”

Arya poured two glass of pinot grigio and
handed him a glass. “She bought the with some inheritance money and
wanted a roommate…I think mainly because she was lonely and was
looking for the right person to share the space with, so she wasn’t
asking for much. She owns the boutique downstairs as well.”

“That is pretty impressive,” he said as he
took a sip from his wine.

She bowed her head and nodded, “It really is.
She is my age and has accomplished more than I think I ever
will.”

“That’s not true. You can accomplish whatever
you want; you just have to work for it. Obviously, your friend was
lucky enough to have had some help. That doesn’t mean you can’t do
it on your own. I did.”

Arya looked up and stared into his eyes,
grazing along his defined bone structure. She knew nothing about
him. How did he get where he was today? She took a sip of her wine,
preparing to ask her line of questions.

“Are you okay?”

She had enough of this. “Ok, this needs to
stop. I am an adult, you can’t keep talking to me like this!”

“You are 21 years old, I got years on you
doll,” he said with a sly smirk.

“Oh yeah, and how many is that?”

“Twelve.”

And damn did the 33-year-old standing in
front of her look good.

“Do not forget the form you signed when you
worked for me. I feel more comfortable when you’re in your home
drinking or when you’re with me, but I don’t want you out drinking
heavily when you’re out on your own.”

“You don’t own me.” As soon as the words came
out of her mouth she instantly regretted them.

Phoenix narrowed his eyes and walked toward
her, pressing her back against the island. He grabbed her glass out
of her hand and set it down with his on the counter. Arya looked up
at him doe eyed as he ran his finger along her jaw line then
caressed her bottom lip. She wanted to run but she couldn’t, she
was frozen into place with a desire she had never experienced.

His fingers trailed down her arms, triggering
tiny bumps across her skin. She pushed her shoulders back when his
hands began to trail down her sides. He grabbed her tightly around
the hips, pulling her up onto the countertop with swift ease. Her
dress hiked up as her legs automatically wrapped themselves around
his waist and she could feel the moisture forming in between her
thighs as she scooted towards the edge so that she was pressed up
against him.

He placed one hand at the small of her back
while he pressed the other in between her chest so that she was
slightly tilted back with his other hand supporting her. His
fingers skimmed over her breasts and Arya tilted her head back as
she felt her nipples harden.

She rolled her neck down to her center when
he trailed down her torso to the insides of her thighs. His light
touch sent a shot of electricity through her body and her grip
around him tightened in response.

He slipped two fingers between the seam of
the waist band on her panties and pulled them up, the material
rubbing against her sensitive spot. Phoenix released the seam then
pulled it up again causing a light moan to escape from her mouth.
She rocked her hips forward as his index finger skimmed down her
inner thigh, parting her underwear to one side. As he rubbed her
clit with his thumb his fingers slid into her slick entrance. She
tilted her head back as he continued the circular rhythm, his
fingers pulsing inside her.

“So responsive.” He extracted his fingers and
slid her panties in so that they were between her folds. He grabbed
the waistband and tugged on it, “Do you like this?”

She closed her eyes, biting her bottom lip
and nodded.

“Tell me.”

Arya opened her eyes, staring deep into his.
“Yes. Please don’t stop.”

He lowered his head in between her thighs and
she whispered “Oh fuck.” She had never done this before. No one had
ever been this close and personal. But it felt so good and she
didn’t want him to stop.

His tongue rubbed against the fabric between
her folds and her body jerked in response. She grabbed onto his
dark luscious hair and pulled on it in an attempt to contain
herself through the overwhelming pleasure. He parted her panties to
the side again, running his tongue between her soft folds while his
fingers slid into her in combination.

He lifted his head and she looked down trying
to catch her breath. “Where is your bedroom?” He asked in a husky
voice.

She gestured her head towards her bedroom
since she had no words. His hands gripped her underneath her thighs
and he lifted her up so that her legs were still wrapped around him
as he walked across the loft. Once they entered the room he looked
around for a moment then placed her on the bed.

Phoenix stepped away slowly, watching her
like an animal that was stalking its prey. She shrugged off her
blazer and rested on her elbows as she tried to reel in her
thoughts. Arya stared at him for what seemed like minutes, not
knowing what to do.

Phoenix stared down at Arya spread out on the
bed. She looked beautiful, so innocent and he wanted nothing more
to release the frustration he had been holding in since she started
working for him. He wanted to tear off her dress and tie her up to
the wrought iron headboard, take control of her. But he
couldn’t…not like this. Not without telling her what he really
wanted from her. He could never be this type of man. The one who
makes love to woman in a bed, making an emotional connection.
Phoenix knew that is what Arya needed, what she wanted by just
staring into her eyes. She was better than this.

“I’m sorry. I let this go too far, Phoenix
said as he ran his fingers through his hair.

Arya sat up in bed, subconsciously pulling
down her dress. She didn’t know what to think or say. Arya suddenly
felt insecure and she wondered why he didn’t want her. She couldn’t
help the fact that she had developed feelings for him. She saw past
the mask he wore at work and knew that somewhere inside this
mercurial man was someone who wanted to be loved, someone who could
love.

Phoenix walked around the bed and bent down
and caressed the side of her face. She leaned into his touch,
craving it so desperately. He pulled her towards his lips,
lingering before he went in to kiss her. As their lips connected,
Arya could feel that he wanted her just as bad as she wanted him.
Her heart beating wildly, she slid her hand around his neck not
wanting to break the connection. As his tongue slid into her mouth
he let out a light moan then pulled back, biting her bottom lip
before releasing it.

“Don’t fall for me Arya, you don’t want to be
with someone like me.”

He took one final glance at her before he
slipped his hand into his pocket and walked out of her room.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter nine

 


Arya debated calling in sick to work the next
day but she knew it would be unprofessional to do so although, what
happened the night before was definitely stepping beyond the lines
of professionalism. She walked into the office and Phoenix’s eyes
darted up from his laptop screen. Arya had a game plan and it was
to act completely casual like last night never happened.

“Good Morning Mr. Piece. Would you like to go
over anything this morning?” She said with the best smile she could
pull off.

Phoenix eyed her curiously, “No, not at the
moment. There are some papers on your desk that need to be filed
and some emails that I need you to follow up on. Well recap after
lunch.”

She nodded and made her way towards her
office closing the door behind her. Arya smiled knowing she handled
that exactly the way she rehearsed. She dropped her bag on the
chair and took a seat looking up to see Phoenix eyeing her
quizzically. She smiled coyly and opened up her email. There were a
couple things she needed to take care of before she started filing
and she knew it would be a busy morning.

As usual, at one o clock Phoenix came into
her office. She dragged her eyes away from the computer screen,
trying to be as aloof as possible.

“I thought maybe we would go out for lunch
today?”

Surprised, she said, “Ok, let me just grab my
bag.”

Arya walked towards the chair and grabbed her
purse and followed Phoenix to the elevators. Once the doors closed
she felt the sexual tension within the four walls. Now she
understood why most people had elevator sex fantasies.

They walked down the street silently until
they arrived at a cozy Italian restaurant. Once she was seated she
gazed at the menu and decided on a chicken ceasar salad while
Phoenix ordered a panini.

“I’m going to have to go to the gym for two
hours today after eating this,” he said as he bit into his
sandwich.

Arya smiled but stayed silent as she thought
about the gorgeous body she saw that day he entered the studio.

“So why did we come out for lunch today?” She
said in between a bite of salad.

“I just thought we could get out of the
office. Plus, I didn’t want to order the wrong thing for you
again,” he said with a smirk.

“You can always ask.”

“Very true Miss. Farrow.”

“Oh, I forgot to tell you last week. There
are some emails in your junk folder…I wasn’t sure if you were aware
of them or not but they are all from the same person—”

“Delete them,” he said quickly.

“Are you sure? There are quite a few…”

“Did you read them?”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Just delete them,” he said waving his hand
in a dismissive gesture.

“Okay”

Silence enfolded them throughout the
remainder of their lunch. Finally, when they were waiting for the
check Phoenix spoke.

“So, are you going to keep pretending what we
did last night didn’t happen?” He said with a coy smile.

Arya froze. She lost the little game that she
was playing and he won by catching her off guard.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. What
happened last night? She said with a sarcastic grin.

“I doubt that you would have forgotten.”

Arya surrendered and stayed silent.

“Have dinner with me tonight,” Phoenix said,
more of a demand than a question as usual. She was beginning to
realize that Phoenix was the type of man that didn’t need to ask
questions. He could get anything he wanted.

She searched his eyes as she wondered if this
was just a game to him. A confusing fucked up game she couldn’t
resist.

“I’m busy tonight.”

“We leave at five,” he said as he rose from
his seat. Arya grabbed her purse and got up from her seat to follow
him out of the restaurant when he did something that shocked her.
His fingers intertwined with hers and he held her hand firmly until
they pulled up in front of the building.

Arya couldn’t wait until 5pm.

 


Phoenix and arya walked out of the
building to the Escalade parked around the curb. She said hello to
his driver as he helped her into the car.

Arya was noticeably nervous. She kept
fidgeting and tried to keep her eyes off Phoenix and focus on the
pedestrians walking on the sidewalk.

Within five minutes they stopped in front of
a gorgeous residential high-rise building. “Where are we?” she
asked.

“My place.”

The driver opened the door and she slid out
of the seat. Arya followed Phoenix inside the building without
question and eyed the beautiful lobby interior as they waited for
the elevator.

When the elevator arrived they entered and
she ran her fingers through her hair as Phoenix entered a key. She
stared at the buttons until they reached the top floor, penthouse
suite.

When she entered the apartment her jaw
dropped. The view of the city skyline was like a large floor to
ceiling portrait. She was in awe of how large the space was. It was
scarcely furnished with clean white furniture but it had character,
like the raw wood dining table flanked with Lucite chairs.

“Would you like some wine?”

She pried her eyes away from the view and
watched Phoenix shrug off his jacket placing it carefully across a
chair. “Yes please.”

Arya followed him to the open concept kitchen
and took a seat in one of the bar stools dropping her bag in the
stool next to it. She couldn’t help but wonder what the hell she
was doing there. She thought they were going to have dinner but
here she was in a million dollar penthouse with her boss…drinking
wine.

“What are you in the mood for?”

Him. She wanted him. “Whatever you like is
fine.”

“You’re letting me choose?” He said
playfully.

She giggled as he extracted some ingredients
from the fridge. “I’m not going to lie, I am not that great of a
cook so I am just going to heat up some things my housekeeper
prepared. Is salmon okay?”

“That’s perfect, thank you.”

She watched him as he laid out a beautiful
piece of salmon on the plate followed by some roasted vegetables.
“Is there anything I can do to help?”

“You can grab the silverware if you like, its
in the drawer over there,” he gestured with his head.

She got up from the stool and opened the
drawer, taking out some forks and knifes, “Where are we
eating?”

“We can eat right here. I rarely use the
dining table unless it’s for a dinner party.”

She walked towards the bar and Phoenix turned
around quickly, bumping his thigh against hers. Arya let out a
light breath and he cleared his throat. She laid out the silverware
and resumed her place on the barstool. Where she was safe from
running into his glorious body again.

Once the food was heated up Phoenix grabbed
her bag and put it next to his jacket on the chair then resumed his
place into the barstool next to her.

“Thank you Phoenix, this is delicious.”

“Miranda, my housekeeper, is an excellent
cook. If it weren’t for her I would be eating Chinese take-out
every night.”

Arya smiled sweetly but felt a tinge of
sadness imagining Phoenix eating alone every night. She finished
her meal quickly out of nervousness and when Phoenix was done
eating she took the plates and walked over to the sink.

“You can just leave them in there, Miranda
comes tomorrow morning.”

Arya shot him a smile, “Okay.”

After she was done rinsing the plates she
walked back to the other side of the bar and grabbed her glass of
wine. She took a sip and looked up at Phoenix. His tall frame and
muscular body was impeccable. Arya took another sip and licked her
lips then walked towards the large picturesque window.

As she looked at the beautiful scene before
her she felt his hand wrap around her waist. She took a sharp
breath, a little rush of panic coursing through her body. Phoenix
took the glass from out of her hand and set it down on an end
table. She stayed as still as possible as he lowered his hand down
the front of her dress.

“You’re so beautiful Arya.”

His hand made his way back up and cupped her
breast. She leaned back into his chest with her ass pressed up
against his groin. Arya closed her eyes as he ran his fingers
across her nipple, hardening it in an instant. He grabbed the other
with his free hand, pulling her closer to his body. She felt his
erection pressed against her lower back and her heart rate began to
increase.

He placed his hands firmly around her waist,
turning her around to face him. She looked up at his bright green
eyes as he studied her reaction. She ran her hands up his chest and
grabbed his shoulders. “What am I doing here Phoenix?”

He grabbed her wrists and lowered them to her
side, letting out a harsh sigh. “This is inappropriate. I’m
sorry.”

She wanted to say it was okay…that she just
wanted more. If this wasn’t appropriate than what was the night
before?

“I needed to talk to you in private. I
haven’t been honest with you Arya,” he said as he made his way to
the couch.

He took a seat and she followed, “About
what?”

Phoenix faced Arya as she sat up; ready to
hear whatever he had to say.

“I know you’re smart Arya. I know you thought
it was odd that I asked you all those questions and have your photo
taken. It is because I had another position I wanted you to
fill.”

Arya’s stomach turned and she suddenly felt
nauseous.

“I…wanted you to be my submissive. I wanted
you to work for me and I wanted to fuck you. Anytime and anywhere.
I wanted to have control of you. I wanted you to be mine.”

He eyed her waiting for a response but she
didn’t give him one.

“When you started working for me I just
didn’t know how to tell you. I have been waiting for the right
time. Usually I would tell my submissive on the first day so she
knew what she was getting into. But you’re just—”

“Different.”

“Yes Arya, you’re different.”

She sat there staring deep into his eyes, “So
you just hired me to be some sort of sex slave?”

“It’s not like that.”

“That’s exactly what it sounds like Phoenix,”
she said as she got up and moved toward her bag.

“I wanted to tell you sooner. I have never
done this before…not this way.” Phoenix got up from the sofa and
walked towards her.

“Do you realize how fucked up this is?”

“I do,” he said as he lowered his head.

Arya slung her bag over her shoulder, “I have
to go…”

“Arya, please. Don’t leave—”

“No!” She yelled as a tear escaped from her
eye.

Phoenix stepped toward her, reaching his arm
out to stop her but she stepped back out of his reach. “I
quit.”

Arya strode out of the apartment and entered
the elevator. As soon as she pressed the button for the lobby she
pressed her back against the wall and dug her face into her hands.
She felt an array of emotions, but mainly embarrassment. Was she
that naïve?

Arya pulled out her phone and punched in the
directions to her apartment. There was a subway station a couple of
blocks away and she would have to take two trains to get back to
Brooklyn. She threw her phone in her purse and crossed her arms in
front of her chest.

As she rode the train, she thought about her
first day at work and the events that followed. She was stupid for
assuming that he would have feelings for her. He was obviously
fucked up. Who hires a girl to work for him just so that he can
have sex with her as he pleased? What woman would allow a man to do
that? Obviously, he had many of these in the past.

What was she going to do now? She just quit
her job and didn’t have enough saved up to cover her bills and rent
yet. It was an impulsive move but she just couldn’t work there
after knowing her had different intentions. It was wrong on so many
levels.

Zoe wasn’t at the loft when she got home and
she sighed with relief. She needed a good cry. An ugly, loud cry
she didn’t want anyone to hear. She made her way to her room and
sat in the velvet chair that was next to the window. Arya looked
out, staring at the people drunkenly making their way home.

After the anger subsided, a little part of
her was intrigued. What exactly would he have done to her? How
could they have sex when dozens of people were right outside the
door? It seemed wrong, and hot, and she beat herself up even more
for thinking that way.

She walked to her bed and turned off the lamp
on her bedside table and didn’t even bother to take off her work
clothes. Surprisingly, in a matter of minutes she drifted off to
sleep.

 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter ten

 


Arya slept in the next morning, getting up
around noon. She was not only physically drained, but also mentally
exhausted. She got up from bed and changed out of her work clothes
and threw on a tank top and pair of vintage overalls. Her go to
comfort outfit. Avoiding the mirror, she threw her hair up into a
messy bun and walked to the kitchen.

She started to make her espresso when there
was a knock on her door. When she answered, a private courier asked
for her signature for a small envelope. She signed, assuming it was
for Zoe until she saw that it was addressed to her. There was no
return address, just her name on the front of the envelope.

Arya put the envelope down near the console;
assuming only one person would send her something via a courier.
She resumed making her coffee and walked back to her room. Arya sat
in her velvet chair looking out the window. It was a beautiful
summer day and she thought about going to central park and laying
out in the sun. She didn’t want to think about the fact that she
just quit her job. The fact that a guy she was falling for had
ulterior motives.

She didn’t bother putting makeup on, she
grabbed a pair of oversized sunglasses and packed a small lunch and
book into a backpack. Before she made it out the door she took
another look at the envelope. She picked it up and slid her finger
beneath the seam. Inside was a check for $5,000 and a note.

 


Dear Arya,

 


Enclosed is your final check. I wish you all
the best.

 


Phoenix

 


She wanted to cry, to tear up the check into
tiny pieces and burn it in the fireplace. Instead, she placed the
check and note back into the envelope and sealed it with a piece of
tape. She had one stop before she went to Central Park.

 


Arya dropped off the check at Pierce
and Associates before she made her way to Central Park. She read
for the majority of the day and took out her journal to jot down
her thoughts. She was surprised about how well she was taking
everything, considering her world was just turned upside down.

Despite the anger she felt towards Phoenix
she couldn’t help the fact that she still wanted him. Fucked up
kinky issues and all, she wanted him. Arya could never see herself
in the position he wanted from her but a part of her did. She felt
unclear about the whole situation. Of all men, why did she have to
fall for the one who was beyond messed up.

Arya walked from the subway to her apartment
and caught sight of a leggy blonde sitting on the steps of her
apartment, typing on her phone.

“Tarissa?”

She raised her eyes from her cell and got up
quickly, “Hey Arya…do you mind if I come up and talk?”

“Um…sure.”

Arya walked up the three flights of stairs
with Tarissa’s heels clicking behind her. She opened the door and
dropped her keys and bag on the console.

“Would you like something to drink?” Arya
asked.

“Hope you don’t mind…” Tarissa extracted a
bottle of white wine from her purse.

Arya smiled and grabbed two wine glasses from
the cupboard and a corkscrew.

“I thought you might need a drink. Phoenix
told me what happened.”

Arya looked at her quizzically as she poured
the wine, “He told you I quit?”

“He told me everything,” Tarissa answered
quickly. “Arya, he is a really good guy. I know you haven’t seen
that side of him but I have never seen him act this way before. He
came into work a couple hours late, which he never does and
he looked like shit, which obviously, he never does.”

Arya stayed silent unsure of what to say.

“Caleb and I have the same relationship that
Phoenix proposed to you. When I first started, Caleb told me right
away. Of course, I was freaked out but I was always intrigued into
the lifestyle plus I thought Caleb was super hot.” That made Arya
smile and for the first time that day, laugh. Still, she was
shocked at the information.

“Anyways, I was scared shitless at first. I
thought he was going to hurt me and just use me as a sidepiece
while he had relationships with other women. But it wasn’t like
that and never has been. Caleb adores me and I love him. Our
relationship might not be conventional to other people but it works
for us.”

“Did it ever make you feel bad that he hired
you to basically…have sex with you?” Arya asked embarrassed.

“Hell no…I work my ass off girl. Without me,
Caleb would be a total mess,” she said with a smile.

Arya took a sip of her wine and set it down
on the counter, “I don’t know…I’m confused. I’m not going to lie, I
am interested in him…but the whole thing is…new to me. I have never
done anything like that before…ever.”

“Its just like sex, but better,” Tarissa said
with a sly smirk.

“That’s the thing, I have never had sex. I’m
a virgin.”

Tarissa nearly spit out her wine, “Oh my god.
I’m sorry…holy shit. No wonder you freaked out! Does Phoenix
know?”

“No…and please don’t tell him. Its
embarrassing enough.”

“Arya, you should really reconsider this. I
can tell he really likes you. And you should tell him you’re a
virgin, that’s kind of a big deal.”

“I cant Tarissa, I just cant.”

Tarissa looked down at her glass, “I
understand. I just wanted to come by and make sure you were
okay.”

Arya lowered her eyes to the floor. “I’m
fine…I’m just confused. To be honest, I was starting to develop
feelings for him.”

“Then just think about it,” Tarissa paused.
“Let me take you somewhere tonight. I usually go with Caleb and he
would freak out if I went alone but I think he would
understand.”

“What is it?” Arya asked.

“If I tell you now I know you will back out.
So get in the shower and put on the sexiest dress you own—actually,
where’s your closet? Ill pick something out for you while you get
ready.”

Arya pointed into the direction of her
bedroom and walked into her small bathroom. She quickly washed her
hair and made sure she was properly groomed. Arya assumed she would
be going somewhere fancy so she did a quick cat eye and applied a
nude gloss to her lips.

When she entered her bedroom in her robe
Tarissa was sitting on her bed flipping through a magazine that was
on her bedside table.

“So, I was thinking about this little black
dress…what do you think?”

Arya stared down at the dress laid out on the
bed. She hadn’t worn it in years. The last time was at a ballet she
attended with her mother. She remembered her scolding her for
wearing such a short dress and that made her smile. “I love that
dress.”

Arya grabbed a pair of underwear and slid
them on under her robe. She looked back at Tarissa on the bed, she
was never self-conscious but Tarissa was so beautiful it made her
slightly nervous. She dropped her robe and walked over to the
dress.

“Holy fuck Arya, your body is seriously
banging. Phoenix told me you used to dance ballet but…wow.”

Arya slipped the dress over her body, “He
told you that?”

“I’m telling you, the guy is into you.”
Tarissa looked down at her watch, “Okay lets go. My driver should
be downstairs by now.”

Arya took one last look in the mirror before
she slipped on her heels. The black dress had a bandage affect to
it and hugged her body like a glove. She had to admit that her body
did look pretty great in it.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Eleven

 


Arya and Tarissa arrived at what she assumed
to be a club. The windows were tinted black and there was only a
small white sign that hung above the door that said The
Hideout with a logo in the shape of an X. Tarissa walked in
front of her and surpassed the long line and walked straight to the
bouncer in front of the door.

“Hey Brian. This is a close friend of mine,
Arya. Arya this is Brian. This is her first time,” she said with a
wink.

The tall dark skinned man gave Tarissa a look
of disapproval before he embraced her in a hug, then he
acknowledged Arya. “Nice to meet you Arya. Tarissa, you know Caleb
is going to flip when he finds out that you are here by
yourself.”

Arya started to get a little worried about
what the meant but Tarissa played it cool, “And that is why you
aren’t going to tell him. Our little secret okay?”

Brian nodded and raised the red rope. Tarissa
planted a kiss on his cheek, “I owe you one.”

He smiled at Arya and she smiled back
nervously as she followed Tarissa into the dimly lit bar. She
ordered them two dirty martinis and Arya looked around scrutinizing
the room. There must have been more than a hundred candles hung
from wrought iron chandeliers in different lengths and lining the
bar and tables. Although it was dark, Arya took in the crowd. It
was filled with the most attractive people in New York City. Even
though she had no idea where she was she could tell that it was
like an exclusive private society. The majority of the patrons were
partnered up; some had groups of three of four, yet she didn’t spot
anyone who was alone except for one man at the far end of the bar.
He was wearing a three-piece suit, much like the other men
surrounding the bar. The dark haired man stared in Arya and
Tarissa’s direction and she bowed her head down shyly.

“I'm going to take you downstairs now. Do not
leave my side under any circumstances. If I got you into any
trouble Phoenix would never forgive me. You guard this drink with
your life and don’t let anyone buy you another. Got it?” Arya
grabbed her martini by the stem and took a larger than usual sip.
The gin burned down her throat, which made it difficult to
swallow.

“Tarissa, you’re freaking me out. Where are
we?”

“The Hideout is a members only club. Caleb
and I have been members for a long time. Members are carefully
selected and screened but sometimes weirdos slip through the
cracks. Just be careful and stick with me.”

Arya nodded. Though her curiosity was piqued,
she didn’t want to know anymore. Her stomach fluttered with
anticipation as Tarissa grabbed her hand and intertwined her
fingers within hers. They walked down the steps carefully in their
4-inch heels. Arya paused slightly on the two steps of the stairs
and her mouth gaped as she looked around the room. She swallowed
hard and her grip tightened around Tarissa’s fingers.

The bottom floor was large enough to fit
several hundred people. The first thing Arya noticed as the dark
red light cascading over the skin of various bodies. There were
people everywhere but it didn’t feel claustrophobic. On the left
side of the room was a long bar with a leather sectional in the
corner. Arya spotted a couple that sat in the corner. The girl was
wearing beautiful lingerie that had several cutouts. It didn’t look
tacky but rather expensive. She was sitting on the mans lap
whispering in his ear as he caressed her arms with the back of his
fingers.

Her eyes skimmed over the patrons that sat at
the bar to the center of the room. Six restraining beds were placed
in the middle of the room. Arya could feel her skin flush bright
red. Some were kissing, some were spanking, but the majority were
fucking. Arya had never seen anything like it before. Two or three
people were involved in some cases and she stared intently trying
to figure out how it worked.

Arya took a sip of her martini before Tarissa
tugged her arm so that they walked down the center of the room to
the opposite wall. There were several doors that lined it with
small rectangular windows that embedded them.

“They are one sided mirrors. You can see in,
but you cant see out,” Tarissa said glowing.

Arya peered through one of the windows. One
woman was lying down on what reminded Arya of a gynecologist chair
while another woman was on her knees going down on her. A man stood
behind the girl and fucked her from behind. For a brief moment,
Arya lost her breath as her heart pounded in her chest. She wanted
to run, she wanted to stay, she wanted to feel something wrong
about this place but the only thing she felt was turned on.

Tarissa led her to the other side of the room
where a woman was wearing a latex bodysuit posted up on a wooden X.
She had short hair and defined features and her long legs were
covered in red welts. She looked to her side at a man who wore torn
up jeans and no shirt. His body was glorious, with defined abs and
broad shoulders. He lifted the flogger in his hand and slapped the
pieces of leather across the woman’s thigh. Arya’s shoulders lifted
as she flinched.

“I have never seen a woman as beautiful as
you two. Are you ladies here with anyone?”

Tarissa and Arya both directed their
attention to the tall man standing before them. Arya instantly
recognized him as the man sitting at the bar upstairs. She was
intrigued but could tell that the he had a dark side to him. He was
gorgeous but in that Patrick Bateman in America Psycho kind of
way.

“Were not interested,” Tarissa said
flatly.

Arya looked away and took another sip of her
martini. It was the epitome of liquid courage at this point.

“Well why don’t you let this one speak for
herself?” He said directing the question to Arya.

“Sorry—”

Tarissa interrupted, “Back off. She’s not
interested either.”

He raised his hands in surrender, “Got it.
You ladies have a good night.”

Tarissa rolled her eyes, “Sorry, I know that
guy was hot but you are not leaving my sight tonight.”

“Um, Tarissa, I’m a virgin remember. Do you
think I would lose my virginity to psycho over there?” Arya felt
brave and laughed at the surprised look on Tarissa’s face.

But Tarissa wasn’t looking at Arya, she was
looking behind her. “Fuck, fuck, fuck. Arya we have to go. NOW.”
Tarissa grabbed Arya’s drink out of her hand and placed in clumsily
on a table and grabbed Arya’s arm.

Arya panicked and pulled her arm back,
“Tarissa what is going on?” Right before she could answer a hand
wrapped around her arm tightly and pulled her back. Arya’s panic
raised several decibels as she turned to look at the person who was
pulling her. When she looked up to see Phoenix standing before her
she bit her lip. He was pissed and looked extremely sexy at the
same time. His eyes darted from hers to Tarissa’s.

“You are so fucked Tarissa. I am calling
Caleb right now to pick you up,” he said as he extracted his cell
phone from his pocket.

Tarissa begged, “Phoenix please don’t. I
swear I just came to show Arya around—”

“How could you be so stupid Tarissa? Why
would you bring her here?”

Arya was fuming now, “Don’t call her stupid.
What is your problem?”

Phoenix pressed his lips together, “You…I
will deal with you later.”

Arya looked over at Tarissa as she suppressed
a giggle. Arya couldn’t help it and joined her in a fit of
laughter.

“I wouldn’t be laughing if I were you
Tarissa. Caleb is on his way now and he is pissed,” Phoenix
said.

“Whatever,” she said waving her hand. “Might
as well get another drink. Lets go Arya.”

Phoenix grabbed Arya’s arm again, “Both of
you are staying here with me.”

Tarrissa grabbed Arya’s other arm. “Well then
you can escort us to the bar. Lets go Arya.”

Arya smiled as Tarissa defied Phoenix. She
was positive he never allowed anyone to do that to him before but
she had a feeling he was out of place to tell her what to do.

Tarissa ordered two more martinis and Phoenix
ordered a scotch and closed out the tab. As Arya sipped on her
martini she surveyed the room again. Although pain was happening
all around her, everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves. She was
surprised that she didn’t find it slightly disturbing.

Phoenix whispered in her ear, “You are so
fucking lucky I am here right now. Do you know what can happen to
you here?”

Arya stared straight into his eyes,
“Obviously.” She diverted her gaze to the crowd as she sipped on
her second drink.

Ten minutes later, Tarissa spotted Caleb
charging toward her and she mumbled shit under her
breath.

“Tarissa, you know better than to come here
without me. Arya, its nice to see you again but I am afraid Tarissa
will be leaving now. Thanks for calling me Phoenix.”

“No problem. You take care of her,” Phoenix
said with a grin.

“Oh I will,” Caleb said with a wolfish smile
he directed to Tarissa.

Tarissa mouthed ill call you to Arya
as Caleb guided her to the exit. She saw him reach for her hand and
they intertwined their fingers as they walked up the stairs.

Arya smiled. It was obvious that they cared
about each other. For a second, she was slightly envious of the
relationship they shared and wondered why she would ever be opposed
to something like it. Phoenix snapped her out of her admiration as
he shot back the amber liquid. “Lets go.”

Arya obliged and put her glass down. Phoenix
placed his hand at the small of her back protectively and leaned
over to whisper in her ear, “You should have never come here.”






 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Twelve

 


Arya and Phoenix arrived at the loft in
Williamsburg. Zoe had texted Arya earlier in the day that she was
spending the night at her new boyfriends apartment so she knew that
she could invite Phoenix up. He was obviously not going to let her
go without giving her a reprimanding. After Arya unlocked the door,
she walked straight to her room and threw off her heels.

“What were you doing at The Hideout tonight
Arya?” Phoenix asked in a stern tone.

“What were you doing there?” She asked
slyly.

Phoenix lowered his gaze and shook his head,
“I don’t know.”

Arya grabbed a top from her dresser and a
pair of shorts and walked to the bathroom to change. After she got
out Phoenix was sitting in the velvet chair in the corner of the
room.

“You have no idea how I felt when I saw you.
You could have gotten hurt Arya.”

“Isn’t that what you want to do to me?” She
asked under her breath.

He rose from the chair, “No. I don’t. I
mean…I do…but I have experience doing this, you would be safe with
me.”

“I quit Phoenix. Don’t you remember?”

“I do. I also know that you returned the
check I sent you…why?” He asked as his hand snaked its way around
her waist.

“You paid me more than I actually worked. I
couldn’t accept that,” she said as she stared into his eyes.

“Why did you leave me?” He asked in a dark
tone.

Arya stayed silent. She looked up into his
bright green eyes and just hoped he could read her thoughts so she
didn’t have to say anything out loud.

His hand cupped the side of her face as he
leaned in to kiss her. She melted as his tongue parted her lips,
caressing hers lightly. He grabbed the hair at the nape of her neck
and pulled it back, letting a moan escape from her mouth.

“Do you want me Arya?”

Her eyes were hooded as she answered his
question, “Yes. I want you.”

He placed his hands underneath her shirt,
around her waist and lifted her up and carried her to the bed,
laying her down softly. He tugged on the hem of her shorts slipping
them down slowly. She dug her nails into the sheet as he ran his
finger along the inside of her shirt. Taking a couple steps back he
removed his jacket and his dress shirt quickly. He slipped off his
slacks, standing before her only in his boxer briefs.

Arya stared in awe at his glorious body. His
abs were defined into the perfect six pack and his legs were
muscular but not too big. His arms flexed as he lowered himself on
top of her running his hand underneath her shirt and cupping her
bare breasts.

“Are you on birth control?” He asked.

She nodded. She had been on the pill for the
last several years so that it wouldn’t interfere with dance.

Phoenix caressed the side of her face, “When
is the last time you were tested?”

“I’m…a virgin,” she said quietly.

He pulled his hand away, “What?”

“I have never been with anyone before.”

Phoenix quickly peeled his body off of her
and ran his fingers through his hair, “Fuck Arya. No wonder you
freaked out when I told you…and tonight…you saw all of that…”

Arya lowered her head and grabbed the throw
blanket at the end of the bed and covered herself with it
subconsciously.

“I’m sorry, don’t do that. Your beautiful,
you have such a beautiful body,” he said as he removed the blanket,
“Are you sure you want to do this?”

She stared deep into his eyes as she crossed
her arms in front of her and pulled off her shirt. She raised
herself on her knees and wrapped her arms around his neck,
straddling his lap, “I want you.”

Arya leaned in and kissed him, aggressively
this time as she held onto his neck. Phoenix slid his fingers and
parted her panties to the side as he skimmed his thumb between her
folds. He rubbed her clit in tiny circles and entered a finger in
her entrance.

“Mmm, you’re so wet for me,” he said in a
husky voice.

She threw her head back as he pulsed his
finger inside her, rubbing her bundle of nerves simultaneously. He
lowered her back onto the bed and slid of her panties, revealing
her naked body in its entirety. He pulled off his boxer briefs and
stood in front of her. Her eyes went large. It wasn’t that she
hadn’t seen a man’s parts before but he was just…big. She wondered
how he would even fit inside her considering her small frame.

He lowered his body onto the bed. She arched
her back as he parted her legs and licked her sensitive spot. She
could barely take it, feeling a brink of her orgasm rising. She
withered and her legs began to shake uncontrollably.

As if he could sense she was close he pulled
his mouth away and looked up into her doe eyes. He ran his thumb
across her bottom lip and she sucked on it instinctively.

He pressed his head against her entrance and
up and down her folds, carefully entering her slowly. She tensed
and he pulled back, “Are you okay?”

It hurt, but she wanted him more than
anything in that moment. “Please,” she begged.

Phoenix entered her in one quick thrust and
she suppressed a yell. Her nails dug into his back causing him to
let out a deep moan. He thrust inside her again and she let herself
relax, closing her eyes and feeling the impeccable amount of
pleasure.

“Open your eyes. I want you to look at
me.”

Arya’s eyes flew open, smoldering with
desire. He leaned back and pulled her legs up so they were resting
on his shoulders then lowered his hand between her thighs, circling
her clit as she writhed underneath him. She watched him pleasure
her then looked back up at him to see a sly smile on his face, like
he knew exactly what he was doing to her. His fingers pressed
against her harder and their bodies synched together. She curled
her toes, feeling the pressure of her orgasm building. Phoenix
looked down at her glazed eyes, “Come for me.”

His words sent her reeling into an orgasm she
had never come close to on her own. She let out a sound she didn’t
even recognize. It was a moan of pleasure mixed with his name
escaping her tongue.

“Arya…” Phoenix let out as he stilled inside
of her. He lowered himself and parted the hair away from her face
and kissed her temple. It was the sweetest gesture he had ever
given a woman.

To her surprise, Arya started to laugh. It
was as if she wasn’t even in control of her own body, it just came
out. She ran he fingers through her hair, eyeing Phoenix’s gorgeous
body.

“You okay?” Phoenix asked, concerned.

“Yeah…im sore. You are like…really big.”

Phoenix laughed, a sound so beautiful that
Arya never heard before. He stared at her for a long moment as he
caressed her hair. “Ill be right back.”

She closed her eyes and started to laugh
again. It was the best feeling she ever had in her life, and to her
surprise, she wanted more. He emerged from the hallway with a glass
of water and a washcloth.

“Here take these,” he said as he handed her
the water and some Advil.

As she took a sip of the water he began to
run the warm wet cloth down the inside of her thighs. It was erotic
and personal and it made her feel even more connected to him.

After he was done cleaning her up he pulled
the covers back and she scooted back underneath them. He followed
and lay down on his side caressing her hair. “I have never done
anything like this before…”

“What your a virgin too?” Arya said
jokingly.

“I mean I haven’t done this…lay in bed with a
woman after sex.”

Arya pushed herself up onto her elbow.
“Really?”

He nodded.

“So what is it that you are exactly in to? I
mean, I know about dominant-submissive relationships but to what
extent does that go?”

“I am into you submitting to me. Surrendering
your body to me and allowing me to control it. Beyond that I do
enjoy all aspects of BDSM, especially sadism. I wanted to explain
all of this to you but I just couldn’t.”

“So why not just have a girlfriend be your
submissive. Why does someone need to work for you?”

“It wasn’t always this way. When I saw what
Tarissa and Caleb had, I thought it would work out for me too. I
have only hired two assistants, three including you. The first girl
I hired freaked out when I told her and the second was
terminated.”

Arya wanted to ask him why but she was
enjoying the moment that they were sharing. He was opening up and
Arya just wanted to know more.

“Arya, this doesn’t mean this can happen
again. I know what I want and what I need. Vanilla sex isn’t for
me. I can do it for a little while but I just lose interest.”

She pushed her eyebrows together. “Why?”

“It’s just the way I am.”

Arya leaned back against the headboard, “Okay
then I will do it. I will work for you. I will submit to you.”

“Arya, you cant get attached to me. I can’t
give you what you want.”

“How would you know what I want? After
tonight, I am sure I want to do this. When I was at The Hideout I
was…really turned on.”

His eyes lit up, “What turned you on the
most?”

Arya looked down, “I saw this guy with two
girls.”

“Would you be interested in doing something
like that?”

“I don’t know. I guess I have fantasized it
before but I just repressed it.”

Phoenix looked shocked. He would have never
expected these words coming from Arya’s perfect mouth. “What did
you fantasize about?”

Arya was embarrassed but considering that
what she thought might be riskay was nothing compared to what
Phoenix had experienced.

“This is kind of embarrassing but…I
fantasized about having sex with one of my dance teachers. She was
older than me but not by much. We would have one on ones so I would
be in the studio late at night with her. I felt a vibe from her but
thought it was all in my head. Anyways, I would fantasize about her
fucking me in the studio while I was wearing my pointe shoes, “Arya
started to laugh, “I’m sorry this is weird.”

“No it isn’t,” Phoenix said with a stern
face. “Tarissa and Caleb have an arrangement where she is allowed
to be with women as long as Caleb is present. Personally, it’s
never been my thing.”

“Oh,” Arya said, slightly embarrassed.

“I’m open to it…if that’s what you want.”

Arya shrugged her shoulders.

“So, you want to do this? You want to submit
to me?”

“Yes.”

Phoenix rose from the bed and began to get
dressed. She was surprised of how quickly he could shut of his
emotions and she realized she would have to do the same in order to
make this arrangement work.

But why did she want to make it work? She
couldn’t deny the feelings she started to have for him. Arya wanted
desperately to erase them. She had to think about the end result.
She could make this arrangement work for a while until she had
enough money saved up to open up her business. That was the plan.
She couldn’t fall for Phoenix Pierce.

Phoenix leaned over her and tucked a loose
strand of hair behind her ear. “Ill see you tomorrow okay?”

Arya nodded, still lost in her train of
thought and was surprised when he kissed her cheek. She watched as
he walked out of her room and heard the front door shut. She ran
both hands through her hair and licked her lips. She would never be
able to get enough of him.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



chapter thirteen

 


“Take off your panties,” Phoenix said, his
eyes smoldering with desire.

Arya stood in front of her desk and slowly
hiked up her dress, sliding her panties off so they pooled around
her heels. She stepped out of them then bent down to pick them up.
Phoenix grabbed them out of her hand and stuffed them in his
pocket.

“I have to go to lunch with my partners to
discuss a new client. I will keep these until the end of the
day.”

Arya nodded, feeling somewhat vulnerable and
exposed. She walked behind her desk and sat down. Parting her legs
open to tease him.

“Mmm. As much as I would like to stay here
and bend you over this desk I have to go. Ill be back in an hour or
so, then you’re all mine.”

She smiled as he winked at her and walked out
the door leaving it open. She crossed her legs and resumed her
work. Making sure she was a step ahead in organizing his schedule
for the next week.

Arya heard the door open to Phoenix’s office
and looked at the clock. He had only been gone for fifteen minutes.
As she started to get up from her seat to see who entered, a tall
blonde with bright blue eyes stood in the doorframe. Her eyes were
large like Arya’s but she was extremely pale skinned and curvy.

“So, you’re his new girl,” she said with
distaste.

Arya pressed her eyebrows together, “And you
are?”

“Emma…where’s Phoenix?”

Arya automatically processed her name, the
emails. This was obviously one of Phoenix’s ex submissives. “He’s
out.”

“Obviously. When will he be back?”

Arya shrugged her shoulders, “Don’t
know.”

Mrs. Chase suddenly appeared in the doorway
behind Emma. “Miss. Mason, you’re not supposed to be here under the
orders of Mr. Pierce you have to leave.”

Emma looked over her shoulder at Mrs. Chase
and scoffed, “Get out.”

“I’m calling Mr. Pierce,” Mrs. Chase said
nervously as she exited the office.

Emma turned back around, taking a couple
steps towards Arya, “Let me give you a bit of advice. Phoenix will
use you until he gets bored, then he will kick you out and you’ll
never hear from him again. He doesn’t give a shit about girls like
you, just out to get his money—”

“You don’t even know me. I think you might be
talking about yourself,” Arya said as she stepped forward, inches
away from Emma’s face, “If your plan was to come in here and
intimidate me, you failed. Get out of my office.”

“Your not even his type. You’ll be out of
here before you know it and he will be crawling back to me.” Emma
turned on her heel and walked out the door.

Arya sat back down and ran both hands through
her hair. She opened Phoenix’s email and looked through the junk
folder. She opened up one of the emails just saying to call her
then opened another email that shocked her that was sent two days
ago.

 


I know there is someone else. You will regret
this.

 


Arya went back to the folder and checked the
box so all the emails were selected and clicked delete. This chick
was insane.

“Arya, are you okay?”

She looked up from her computer and stood up,
“I’m fine. Who was that?”

“She use to work for me,” he said as he
pressed the bridge of his nose.

“Well, I can tell why she doesn’t anymore.
She’s crazy.”

“She wont be bothering you again.”

Arya looked down at her feet. She felt
uncomfortable and slightly irritated by Emma’s visit. She sat back
down in front of her computer and ignored Phoenix standing in her
office as she resumed her work. He walked out, shutting the door
behind him.

He opened almost instantly. “Did you
eat?”

Arya looked at the time. “No, not yet.”

“Ill order you something. What are you
craving?”

Phoenix brought a smile back to her face, “I
don’t know. Choose for me.”

His eyes gleamed. “I would like that.”

Phoenix stepped out of the office and arrived
thirty minutes later with Arya’s favorite, Sushi. She smiled as she
watched him set out several pieces of sashimi that mainly consisted
of tuna and salmon. He then extracted some edamame and a spicy tuna
roll.

She looked up into his eyes with a slight
pout, “Are you going to eat anything?”

Phoenix stared at her with a mischievous
smile. “I am.”

Arya bit her lip and continued to connect her
eyes with his. He walked up to her slowly, like a child catching a
butterfly. Not too desperate, in attempt to observe the beautiful
creature in your hands. He grabbed the armrests of her chair and
turned her around so that she was facing him.

“Open your legs…wider.”

Arya obeyed and lifted her thighs so that
they hung across the armrests. He smiled and pressed his thumb to
his bottom lip and slid it across. He bent down so that his lips
were just above the inside of her knee. His soft kisses trailed up
her thigh and followed down the other. He looked down at her
glorious and bare pussy, knowing all this time she wasn’t wearing
any panties. It made him smile, knowing that she submitted to him
and she enjoyed it.

He lowered his mouth between her thighs and
lightly blew against her sensitive spot. She squirmed in her seat
wanting him desperately inside her. His tongue grazed in between
her folds, sliding up and down, pressing against her clit as he
inserted two of his fingers inside her. She grasped onto the hem of
her skirt and dug her fists beneath her hipbones. This relentless
pleasurable torture was driving her insane. She wanted more of him,
she wanted all of him.

Arya grabbed the hair above the nape of his
neck, “I want you.”

His tongue grazed her once more and then he
sucked lightly on her clit which made her moan and writhe
underneath him. He pulled away and then lightly sucked again and
she came undone. Arya’s orgasm soared through her body and mind.
She couldn’t feel anything but pleasure, everything else just
melted away.

“Get up and bend over the desk,” Phoenix said
as soon as she recovered.

She held on to the hem of dress as she rose,
bent over the desk slowly as she spread her legs, then carefully
gathered the bottom material of her dress around her waist.

“Place your hands on the desk with your palms
down.”

Slowly she raised her arms and planted both
palms against the desk.

She patiently waited for him but he stood
behind her for several seconds before she heard his belt unbuckle
and his zipper drop. His smooth hand caressed her cheeks then slide
between her thighs causing Arya to twitch in response.

“Still sensitive?”

Arya closed her eyes and felt her breath
against the table, “Yes.”

Suddenly she heard a loud slap and a second
later she felt the burn of a handprint on her cheek followed by a
moment of intense pleasure and yearning. She looked back at him
with her lips slightly parted and he stared into her eyes as he
slapped her again. Arya shut her eyes and her chest slid against
the desk.

“More.” The word escaped her mouth.

She bit her lip then moaned with the next
slap and another until the last one in which he simultaneously
entered inside her. Her nails dug into the leather embedded in the
desk as she pressed her lips together. He parted her cheeks as he
slowly pulled back then sank deep inside her. Arya couldn’t help
the moans of pleasure that escaped her mouth. She was enthralled in
this moment of freedom. People were busy at work right outside
their office and she was doing this with him. It was their dirty
little secret.

His pace sped up, causing Arya to come again
with him. His thighs pressed against her backside as he released
himself inside her. He grabbed the ends of her loose hair and
pulled her so that he back was resting against his chest.

“I’m never going to get tired of this, you
know that right?”

“I hope you never do,” she whispered.

He slapped her ass one more time, “Now eat.
Oh, and I guess you can have these back,” he said as he extracted
her panties from his pocket.

She smiled as she grabbed them out of his
hand and slid them up her legs.

Phoenix walked out of the office and closed
the door lightly behind him. Phoenix settled back behind his desk
and sat down then. Arya didn’t look back at him but she knew that
he was watching.

When she took her seat she let out a deep
sigh and brought the array of sushi closer to her. She ate the
majority of it and saved some to take home with her that night. As
she resumed her work she thought about her brief pleasurable
encounter with Phoenix. Just a week ago, she hadn’t experienced
anything that she had with him. It was all new to her but she was
surprised at how well she was adjusting.

Her biggest fear with their arrangement was
feeling demeaned or used, but it was the opposite. She felt strong
and powerful and most of all, confident. She enjoyed submitting to
him and what she got in return. It was as if this side of her was
lying dormant for so many years and now she was able to be herself.
Share a side of her that no one could even picture her being. Arya
knew it would be a short-term relationship. But she would
thoroughly enjoy it while it lasted.

 


 



chapter fourteen

 


It was a bittersweet Friday. Arya was looking
forward to her days off to go the studio underneath the gym to
dance and catch up on housework but she didn’t like the fact that
she was going to have to go two days without seeing Phoenix. She
felt herself begin to get attached but she just kept telling
herself it was just the sex. Besides their short conversations,
Arya didn’t know that much about Phoenix. It was pure attraction
but she wanted to dig deeper and find out who he really was. Where
did he come from? What was his favorite color, favorite drink? She
wanted to know but never asked.

The workday went by quickly. Phoenix was in
the middle of a stressful deal and Arya was simultaneously doing
damage control and re-scheduling Phoenix’s appointments for the
next week. She thought he must be really swamped with work. After
all, the entire day had gone by with no advances from him. No
kissing or spanking, which she found out she really liked. A couple
of times she caught him staring at her, but it wasn’t his usual
stalk like stare. It was contemplative and distant.

Arya grabbed her overnight bag from
underneath her desk and checked her phone. She was going to meet
Tarissa downstairs in fifteen minutes to have drinks at her place.
Arya didn’t want to ride the train to Brooklyn then back to the
city so she brought a change of clothes with her so she could take
off with Tarissa straight after work.

As she exited her office, Phoenix eyed the
overnight bag then continued typing on his computer. She walked to
the bathroom down the hall and shut the door. She changed out of
her work clothes and freshened up and reapplied some make up,
adding a little eyeliner to transition into night. She pulled out
the outfit she had planned for the night keeping in mind her plans.
Although she wanted to pack jeans and a t-shirt considering she was
only going to go over to her place for drinks, she didn’t know if
they would be doing something after. She also didn’t want to look
drab next to Tarissa who always looked perfect.

She slipped on a pair of sheer black tights
and stepped into a pair of Burberry platform ankle boots with
brogue detailing and buckles she borrowed from Zoe. Next, she put
on a black leather mini skirt with a zipper that went down the back
and the white neoprene crop top Phoenix told her to never wear
again.

Arya surveyed herself in the mirror, running
her fingers through her long black hair that was ironed straight.
She had begun to see the transformation she was undergoing since
she moved to New York City. She looked chic and effortless. The
transformation was not just aesthetic though, she had matured
emotionally and that had a lot to do with meeting Phoenix. He
changed her. Not just by taking her virginity, although she did
feel way sexier than she ever did before. The talk they had at the
bakery, when he said Zoe had help but she didn’t need that to get
where she wanted to be. That made her reflect on long terms goals
and what she wanted for her future.

After stuffing her work clothes into her
overnight bag, she took one last look in the mirror and smiled. She
felt confident and excited about spending her evening with Tarissa.
She wanted to scoop all the knowledge she had on this lifestyle out
of her brain. Arya never talked to any of her friends about sex
before and she felt comfortable asking Tarissa the questions that
had been building up ever since the first time she had sex with
Phoenix.

As she turned out of the bathroom to walk to
the elevators, she looked up to see the office door ajar at the end
of the hall. She had remembered closing it and usually the room was
very dark but now it was full of sunlight. She walked down the hall
and into the office to see Phoenix’s standing in front of the
window with his back turned.

“Arya. We haven’t sat down and thoroughly
discussed our relationship…the guidelines we need to follow to make
this work.” He turned around and his eyes darted to the overnight
bag again then grazed from shoes to her face, “You are not allowed
to see anyone else while you are working for me. If you do, I need
you to tell me immediately.”

Arya’s lips turned down and her eyebrows
pinched together, “I wasn’t planning on seeing anyone else.”

“Where are you going tonight Arya?” Phoenix
said flatly.

“I’m going out…what’s with the third degree,
Sir,” she said teasingly, trying to get a rise out of
him.

Phoenix pressed his lips together and
suppressed a deep hum in his throat. “Close the door.”

Arya walked towards the door and shut it
quietly then slowly locked it. She stared up at him for further
instruction. “Drop your bag and bend over the desk.”

Her bag was released from her fingertips
immediately and before she knew it her pelvis was pressed up
against the edge of the desk and her chest was resting on top of
it. With one quick movement, she heard the zipper of her skirt pull
down and felt the leather pool on top of her boots.

“Where are you going Arya?”

Arya smiled, she was really going to enjoy
this game. “I told you, I’m going out.”

Phoenix smacked her ass so hard her entire
body jumped. She wasn’t expecting it so it caused her eyes to water
with the sting on her skin.

“I don’t like to play games, Arya. You tell
me where you’re going.” He slapped her other cheek lighter then the
first but it still stung enough to cause Arya to pull in her
breath.

“I’m going to a friends house to have
drinks.”

Phoenix slapped her several times, each time
in a different spot with a different stroke. She was squirming and
so wet and wanted nothing more than for him to rip her tights off
and fuck her right there.

“I’m going to Tarissa’s to have a drink!” She
finally spat out, hoping she would get a reward for her good
behavior.

He wrapped her skirt around her and pulled up
the zipper so that it was fitted securely around her waist. She got
up hesitantly and straightened her clothing.

“You look beautiful Arya. And you’re wearing
that top,” he said with a smirk. “You look damn fine in that
top.”

Arya’s face flushed at his compliments. She
felt the urge to wrap her arms around him and kiss him but she
pulled back. “Thank you. I have to go, Tarissa is waiting for me
downstairs.”

He nodded, “You too are a deathly combo. You
girls stay out of trouble. I will be out tonight as well so call me
when you are done and I can have my driver take you home.”

Arya put her hand on her waist, “Am I allowed
to ask where you are going tonight?”

“No. But I will tell you anyway,” he said
teasingly. “Caleb is coming over my place to watch the Miami Heat
play. He’s from Miami so he is loyal to the basketball team and
doesn’t miss a game. Tarissa hates when we watch sports at his
place so im not surprised she invited you over there tonight.”

“Oh, do they live together?”

“They do.”

Arya smiled and walked to the door picked up
her bag, “Ill see you on Monday.”

Phoenix nodded and she paused before walking
out, wanting him desperately. She managed to shrug off the feeling
and walk out the door.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



chapter fifteen

 


Tarissa was waiting downstairs when she
exited the building. Her driver was already parked along the curb
and the drive was relatively short.

When they arrived at the penthouse Arya tried
not to gasp when she walked in. The apartment was beautifully
furnished with modern furniture and had a similar view to
Phoenix’s, except the views were completely panoramic with tall
floor to ceiling windows the spanned the entire space.

“You have a beautiful home,” Arya said to
Tarissa who was at a bar on the far side of the room.

“Thank you. Caleb let me design the whole
space. He wouldn’t know a console from a dresser,” she smiled.

Arya walked up to the bar and took a seat,
“What are we having?”

“Whatever you like. I can make anything,”
Tarissa said with confidence.

“Ok then I will have an extra dirty martini
please.”

Tarissa whipped out a shaker and some olives,
“A martini girl, I like it.” She grabbed two martini glasses and
prepared the drinks. “Okay so dish it out. Have you and Phoenix
done the dirty yet.”

Arya smiled as Tarissa placed two olives on a
toothpick in her glass. “Yes.”

Tarissa handed Arya her glass and raised
hers. “Cheers!”

Their glasses clinked together and Arya took
a sip of the perfectly dirty martini.

Tarissa stepped out from the behind the bar
and motioned Arya to the sofa. Once they were seated she asked,
“Alright, I need deets. How was it? Was he freaked out when you
told him you were a virgin? Is he big?”

Arya laughed, “It was amazing, more like
earth shattering. He wasn’t too freaked out and yeah, he is
huge.”

“I knew it! Have you guys had sex since
then?”

“Yes…in the office.”

“It’s hot isn’t it?” Tarissa said as she took
another sip of her martini.

Arya took a sip of her own. “It feels so
natural. I mean…I haven’t felt bad about it or uncomfortable or
scared. Its like this has always been inside me. The desire to have
something like this but I didn’t even know it.”

Tarissa set her drink down on the cocktail
table. “I know. I felt the exact same way. Were naturals,” she said
with a wink.

Arya bit the corner of her lip trying to
suppress her negative thought, “The only thing is…I feel like I am
not experienced enough for him.”

“Are you kidding me? A virgin submissive?
That is every dominants dream.”

“This girl came by the office.”

Tarissa picked up her drink in a swift
movement, “Emma.”

“Yes! How did you know?” Arya said as she
finished off her martini.

“That’s Phoenix’s ex sub. She is a total
fucking nut case and really messed Phoenix up. Caleb told me he
hasn’t even slept with anyone since he broke up with her.”

“How long ago was that?”

Tarissa slightly tilted her chin back to
finish her martini and walked over to the bar to make another set
of drinks. “Three months ago. That’s why Caleb put up the ad…he
wanted to get Phoenix out of this deep dark hole he was slipping
into.”

“Do you know what happened to them?”

Tarissa poured the liquid out of the shaker
into the glasses and slipped another pair of olives into the
glasses. She handed Arya her drink and sat down next to her on the
sofa. “Phoenix doesn’t really open up that often. When he does it
is a total shocker and then he realizes it and shuts it off again.
Caleb told me that Emma cheated on him with another dominant.”

Arya sipped her drink and leaned back into
the sofa. “Shit.”

“Yeah. I know he is still messed up about it
but I can see the old Phoenix coming back since he met you. You
might not know it, but he is really happy he found you.”

“That’s really sweet. I'm happy I found him
too.”

“How did you like The Hideout?”

Arya sat up again and moved closer to Tarissa
on the sofa. “It was so weird but so hot. I can see why
Caleb would be pissed about you going by yourself.”

“Oh yeah, I got it that night. And is was
so good.”

Arya and Tarissa laughed and clinked their
glasses again.

“Do you want to go out on the deck? We have
the most amazing hot tub and I am assuming you need it after the
week you have had.”

“That sounds amazing but I didn’t bring a
bathing suit.”

Tarissa shot up from the couch, “Ill lend you
one of mine. Ill be right back.”

It was an amazing moment for Arya, having a
friend she could talk to about things you could never talk to
anyone else about. She guessed that Tarissa probably felt the same
way.

Arya’s phone buzzed in her purse and she bent
down to extract it. When she slid the home screen on she saw a text
from Phoenix.

 


Behave

 


Arya laughed and replied: Maybe

“Okay black or white?” Tarissa said as she
held up two swimsuits in her hands.

“Hmm, I would usually go for white but I’m
going to go with the black one.”

Tarissa tossed the swimsuit at Arya and she
giggled, “Bathroom is down the hall. I’ll grab us some water and
snacks.”

Arya grabbed her bag and walked to the
bathroom. After she removed her clothing and placed it in the bag,
she grabbed a hair tie and tied her hair into a messy bun. She tied
the strings of the bathing suit around her neck and stared into the
mirror. The top was doing amazing things for her breasts and the
cut out details on the sides and back made it extremely sexy. When
she walked out onto the deck Tarissa was already inside of the hot
steamy water.

“Okay so, I brought out some cheese and
crackers. Caleb hates it when I eat in here so I do it as a guilty
pleasure every time he isn’t here.”

Arya laughed as she carefully submerged her
body into the hot water. “What’s your relationship like with Caleb?
I mean…how do things work with you guys?”

Tarissa stretched her arms against the edge
of the tub. “We have a very strict dom-sub relationship except we
are also in a relationship with each other. The two can get muddled
sometimes. Although, never with sex. That always remains the
same.”

“Phoenix told me you guys sort of have an
open arrangement,” Arya blurted out. If it weren’t for the two
martinis she had she would have never been able to say it out
loud.

“Really? Why did he bring that up?” She said
with a curious smile.

“Well…he asked me what turned me on the most
at The Hideout and I told him it was when I saw those two girls
with that guy. Then it just came up and he asked if I was
interested in something like that.”

Tarissa’s lips curved into a smirk, “Are
you?”

“Totally. But I haven’t really told Phoenix
to that extent yet. He said it isn’t really his thing. “

“Caleb was hesitant at first when I told him
but we came up with a set of rules and regulations you can say.
First one is that I can only be with another woman if I am with
him. Second, he isn’t allowed to touch the girl unless I say its
okay. Surprisingly, that was his idea, which I totally appreciate
and love. Sometimes, I don’t want to share another woman with him,
I just want him to watch us for his own pleasure. It also goes the
other way, I can tell the woman that she cant touch him and he can
only touch her.”

“Do you think he ever gets jealous?”

Tarissa floated across the tub so that she
was sitting right next to Arya. “Hell yeah he does. What guy
wouldn’t be jealous to see his girl with another woman? It is
healthy jealousy though. It turns him on and he nothing pleases him
more than me being happy.”

“I don’t know how I would feel about Phoenix
touching another woman. It could be hot or mortifying.”

“If that’s something you guys want to
explore, you’re doing it together. You will figure out what works
for you guys and what you both want from it.”

Arya nodded as she stared into Tarissa’s dark
eyes. Her platinum blonde hair was glowing with the lights
cascading the deck and her moistened tanned skin was glistening.
She momentarily thought what it would be like to have sex with
Tarissa but then the thought diminished instantly. It would make a
mess out of Caleb’s friendship with Phoenix and the whole thing
would just feel wrong. There was no doubt Tarissa was beautiful but
she could never cause a drift between anyone’s friendship.

As Arya looked out at the view of the city
she heard footsteps along the deck. Her eyes drifted to Phoenix and
Caleb standing above them. Caleb was wearing a pair of jeans and a
Miami Heat jersey while Phoenix wore a pair of dark denim jeans,
converse, and a white t-shirt.

“What are you guys doing here?” Tarissa said
as she splashed water at them.

They both dodged the water and regained their
stance. “Game is over and we wanted to make sure you ladies weren’t
getting into any trouble,” Caleb said as he winked at Tarissa.

She turned around so that she was facing Arya
and slid her arms around her neck. “Were on our best
behavior.”

Arya laughed and tilted her head up to look
at Phoenix. Both men had their arms crossed while they held back
their smiles.

Caleb and Phoenix walked back inside the
apartment and let the girls enjoy another 30 minutes in the tub.
When they returned Caleb held out some towels and Arya and Tarissa
pulled their pruned bodies out of the tub.

As Arya wrapped the towel around her body,
she couldn’t help to see the passing glance Caleb and Phoenix
shared. Caleb gave him a silent kudos and when she looked at
Tarissa her eyes were beaming with approval.

When Arya changed out of her bathing suit and
back into her clothes Phoenix, Caleb, and Tarissa were all sitting
on the couch.

Phoenix stood, “We should get going. Ill see
you next week Caleb.”

Caleb got up from the sofa followed by
Tarissa. They all hugged goodbye and Phoenix and Arya made their
way to the elevators.

When they entered Arya asked, “Where are we
going?”

“My place has a tub too. Except it’s in my
bedroom, where you will be spending the rest of your night…with
me,” he said as he pressed her up against the elevator. The kiss he
gave her made up for the distance they had earlier that day. It was
passionate and filled with desire and lust.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



chapter sixteen

 


Arya sank deep inside the bathtub in
Pheonix’s penthouse apartment. He wasn’t kidding when he said it
was in his bedroom. A thin panel of glass was the only thing that
separated it from the room. She inhaled the sweet scent of jasmine
and honey as she rested her back against Phoenix’s chest. He ran a
washcloth up and down her body and made sure every inch was
attended to. After he made sure that she was taken care of,
something Arya was beginning to get high off of. Like an addict
that needed a fix, she craved him more and more.

After their bath Arya was snuggled into a
plush robe while Phoenix began to put on a pair of loose fitting
drawstring pants. “Its getting late I should probably get going,”
Arya said as she made her way to her overnight bag to change.

Phoenix opened another set of drawers and
pulled out a pair of boxers and white t-shirt. “Stay here
tonight.”

He placed the garments on the edge of the bed
and motioned her to put them on. She smiled as she reached for the
clothes and slipped her robe off. She felt comfortable enough to
lay down in his bed and smiled as her buzz wore off.

“Are you hungry? We can order something if
you like.”

“Starving,” Arya said as Phoenix laid beside
her.

“What are you in the mood for?”

“I don’t know…what’s around here?”

Phoenix chuckled, “Everything. It’s Manhattan
doll.”

“Whatever,” Arya joked. “I'm down for some
Chinese food actually.”

“Chinese it is.” Phoenix pulled up a menu on
his phone and they settled on vegetable lo mein, spring rolls, and
a crispy chili chicken.

As Arya got comfortable in his bed, she
decided to get more comfortable with him. “Where are you from?” She
asked Phoenix.

“I was born in Upstate New York but I moved
to the city when I was in high school.”

“Do your parents still live Upstate?”

“They do. They own a couple of farms. That is
very much their lifestlye but it was never mine. I moved here on my
own and stayed with my aunt until I graduated high school. Then I
went to college and graduated with a totally bogus degree. I
thought I wanted to be a photographer,” Phoenix laughed and Arya
surveyed the room for the first time. Sure enough, there were black
and white photos hanging on the walls. The majority of them were
portraits. One was of an older man in central park sitting on a
bench wearing a fedora and suit and the one below it was a high
contrast photo of two hands intertwined together.

Arya gestured to the photographs, “Did you
take those?”

“Yes. I haven’t shot anything in years. I
just don’t have the time anymore.”

“So how did you become the owner of an
investment firm?” Arya asked with curiosity.

“I applied for a job at one of the competing
firms and was an apprentice for one of the richest investors in New
York City. I picked it up quickly and when he was arrested for
fraudulent conduct I decided to open up my own firm.”

“Do you ever think about what your life would
be like if you kept doing photography?”

“I do. I probably would have ended up on a
sidewalk holding up a sign that said, will take photos for food,”
he chuckled.

“I love photography. I took two film classes
when I was in college. I feel like film is a dying art, now that
everything is digital this, high res that. The whole process is so
therapeutic. From unrolling the film in the dark to swishing the
print in chemicals, the whole thing is so peaceful. I still have
rolls of film I never got to develop.”

Phoenix eyed Arya with genuine admiration. “I
think the dark room is for me what a dance studio is for you.”

“I think that might be true,” Arya said with
a smirk.

“What about you? Do you ever think about
dance?”

“All the time,” Arya said with a melancholic
tone. “I miss dancing a lot. What I don’t miss is the stress of an
agency and performances and the pressure.”

“What do you want to do? I know you can’t
work for me forever. I am impossible to deal with,” he said
teasingly.

Arya smiled, “Though I thoroughly enjoy
working for you Mr. Pierce, I want to have my own dance studio,
always have actually. That’s why I majored in business.”

“What is your plan to make that happen?”

“Well first I need to pay off my student
loans. Then save some money and take out a business loan.”

“You’re very smart Arya. I have no doubt that
you will make it happen.”

“Thank you, that means a lot to me,” Arya
said as the buzzer rang.

“Lets go eat in the living area, I can start
up the fireplace.”

Once they were seated in front of the
fireplace with their Chinese food Arya felt the need to ask
something she had wanted to for days.

“What were you doing that night at The
Hideout?” She said as she bit into her spring roll.

“You know how people go to happy hour to
relieve stress after work? Well The Hideout has always been that
place for me. I was upset about what happened between us.”

“So you were going to go there to have sex
with someone?”

“Not necessarily. Sometimes I just go to
watch. Sometimes I meet someone. It all depends.”

“Will you go to The Hideout now that were
together?”

Phoenix slightly drew his body back when Arya
asked the question. She didn’t know what they were but if she
wasn’t allowed to see anyone else she assumed that he wasn’t
either.

“No. I wont go unless we go together. Do you
want to go?”

Arya shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t
know.”

“Think about it. If you want to experiment I
am open to it.”

“I will.”

Arya picked up their plates and rinsed them
in the sink. When she turned around, Phoenix was standing in front
of her with a boyish grin. “I never showed you the rest of my
place. I want you to be comfortable here.”

Phoenix guided her around the kitchen island
and stood her in front of it, “This is the living room and my
bedroom is on the right side of the apartment, as you already
know,” he said with a wink.

She looked up at him with a sly grin, “It’s a
very nice bedroom.”

He grabbed her hand an intertwined her
fingers with his. His touch made her want to grab on to him and
never let go. Escape into their own world of bliss. As they walked
down the hallway on the left side of the apartment there were three
doors, two on the opposite sides of each other and one at the end.
Phoenix opened the first door to a minimally furnished guest
bedroom. The first thing she noticed was the window overlooking the
shiny lights of the city. In the center, was a rustic wood
midcentury modern platform bed with the whitest sheets Arya had
ever seen. Two end tables flanked the bed in an equally
minimalistic style. Although the bedroom was stark, Arya felt
comfortable in the space.

Phoenix led her back into the hallway and
opened the door on the opposite side. Inside was an ultra modern
bathroom with glazed concrete floors and a large enclosed glass
shower that had wooden bench seating for at least 6 people.

“I have always wanted a shower with a place
to sit. Its easier to shave your legs,” Arya said with a
giggle.

Phoenix smiled at her and chuckled. “It’s a
steam shower. I think I use this bathroom more than my own because
of it.”

Arya poked her head out of the bathroom and
looked down the hall, “So what’s behind that door?”

He grinned from ear to ear and Arya could
note the excitement in his eyes. This was something she didn’t see
often from Phoenix and she wanted to know desperately what was
behind that door that would make him react this way.

Phoenix guided Arya down the hall and opened
the door to an enclosed concrete cylindrical area. It looked oddly
industrial, like the space wasn’t meant to exist. It was dark but
Arya noticed a staircase the left on the landing they were standing
on. She could only see a faint red light as they made their way
down the stairs.

Arya was dying with curiousity but also
nervous. The lighting reminded her of The Hideout and that sent
chills down her neck. Was he taking her to his sex dungeon? Did she
even want to go that far in their relationship? Yes, it turned her
on when she went to The Hideout but she wasn’t sure if it was
visual or physical stimulation that excited her.

When they finally reached the bottom floor
Arya dragged her eyes away from the stairs and looked up at
Phoenix’s personal darkroom. The first thing she noticed was the
large silver industrial sink on the left side of the room. It
looked like any other sink you would have in a darkroom, in fact it
was like any other dark room, except it was underneath a multi
million-dollar penthouse apartment.

“Wow Phoenix. This is amazing. The one I used
at my college was the size of a janitors closet compared to
this.”

Arya walked toward the table in the middle of
the room that rested the containers used for the developer, stop
bath, and fixer chemicals. They were empty of course. The place
looked like it hadn’t been used for years.

Phoenix walked towards her and wrapped his
arms around her waist. “You can come here whenever you want. I can
set everything up for you if you would like to develop some of that
film.”

“I would love that.”

“I also brought you down here because I
wanted to do this…” Phoenix cupped the side of her jaw with one
hand while the other made its way down her lower back. He kissed
her like he wanted her more than anything in the world. She felt
her heart sinking. She was falling in love with Phoenix Pierce.

He slowly pulled away from her lips, “I never
got the chance to kiss a girl in a darkroom.”

Arya stared up at him under her eyelashes,
“You’ve never brought anyone down here before?”

Phoenix shook his head, “You’re the
first.”

“That makes me feel special.”

“I’ve always said that you’re different.”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

 


Arya awoke the next morning to an orange
shade of light cascading her face. She slowly opened her eyes and
immediately felt the emptiness in the bed. When she looked over to
her right where Phoenix fell asleep last night, he wasn’t there.
She ran her fingers through her hair and tied the unruly stands
into a bun. She walked out of the room and into the open plan
living area where Phoenix sat in a chair reading the newspaper with
a cup of coffee beside him. The paper he was holding was high
enough to block his vision that he didn’t realize Arya was standing
there. She surveyed his body. All he wore was a pair of pajama
bottoms that rested low on his hips. His body was perfection and
she wanted nothing more than it to be on top of her.

As he flipped a page he caught sight of Arya
and immediately placed the paper down, “I'm sorry I didn’t know
that you were up. Would you like some coffee?”

Arya nodded, “Yes please.”

He smiled as he got up from his chair and
planted a light sweet kiss of her lips, “You’re beautiful when you
sleep.”

Phoenix walked towards the kitchen whereas
Arya stayed in place as her mouth gaped. Is this real life?
She thought. Who looks beautiful when they sleep?

Arya took a seat at the kitchen bar as she
watched Phoenix play with some high tech espresso machine. After a
couple of minutes he presented her with a perfectly made latte.

“What do you like to eat for breakfast?”

“I thought you couldn’t cook?”

“Your right I cant,” Phoenix laughed. A sound
Arya loved.

She hopped off the barstool and opened the
fridge, “I got this.” Arya extracted some eggs, butter, and bread.
“Where are your spices?”

Phoenix stared at her with a grin of
admiration as he gestured toward a cabinet near the range top. She
extracted some cinnamon and reached eyed the frying pan that was
already on the range. She felt comfortable in his kitchen, finding
the utensils she needed with ease.

As she finished the last piece of French
toast Phoenix’s phone rang in the distance. He got up from his
place at the kitchen island where he sat admiring Arya cooking in
his kitchen and picked up his phone and made his way back so he can
continue watching.

“Phoenix Pierce…Did you tell him I am going
to be Amsterdam? I will be back the following week.”

Arya’s eyes shot up and she was thankful she
was facing away from him. He didn’t bring anything up about him
going to Amsterdam. As much as she didn’t want to, she didn’t want
to think about not seeing him.

“I will be gone for a week. If he can’t deal
with that tell him to meet me in Amsterdam,” Phoenix said sharply
before he ended the call.

Arya placed the pieces of toast on a plate
with shaky hands. She didn’t wan to think about being away from
phoenix for a week. What was she going to do at work without them
there? Then, a thought crept up into her head. She knew Phoenix was
a sexual man, and she could tell he was holding back. She wanted to
continue to explore their sexual relationship more. She placed the
food on the kitchen island and walked around the counter to sit
next to him.

“I didn’t know you were going out of town
next week. Is that why you asked me to reschedule all your
appointments?”

“It was last minute. I have a client over
there and I also needed a little break.”

Arya cut into her toast, no longer really
having an appetite. “Oh.”

She placed her fork down and looked to her
left at a brooding Phoenix. He had a sly smirk on his lips as he
bit into his toast, letting out a little chuckle as he
swallowed.

“You’re coming with me doll.”

Arya’s body shot up, “What! To Europe?”

“Yes. I know you have a passport because you
used it for your paperwork.”

“But…”

“But nothing, Arya. I need you there.”

Arya couldn’t help but smile. She had never
been to Amsterdam before and the thought of going to Europe with
Phoenix…discovering a new city, made her heart melt.

“When do we leave?” Arya said with a sly
smirk.

“Tomorrow night. I will have my driver take
you home in an hour to pack, but I want you to come straight here
afterwards.”

Arya nodded and finished her breakfast as she
thought about what to pack. She was definitely going to have to
borrow some things from Zoe.

Phoenix picked up their plates and washed the
dirty dishes. She was surprised at the sight and it made her think
about what it would be like to spend her life with him. They had
only known each other for a short amount of time yet she could see
it clearly. Waking up to his beautiful face next to hers every
morning, sharing their lives together and having someone to come
home to every night. Sharing their secrets, ambitions, and thoughts
about miniscule things like why certain characters die in a random
TV series. And most of all, having him, having her, all the
time.

 


 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



chapter eighteen

 


It was Arya’s second day in Amsterdam. After
begging Phoenix to explore the city on her own while he was in a
business meeting, she was walking along the canals with a driver
following her closely of course. She found a small sign for a
vintage shop nestled in a mix of apartments and small storefronts.
She walked up the stairs to a large vintage shop perfectly
organized with an array of different racks and antique furniture.
She was the only one in the shop and she spent her time looking at
all the treasures. After a couple of minutes her arm had several
garments hanging from it and she was trying to manage flipping
through the racks with a pair of studded black boots in her
hand.

“Can I start a fitting room for you?”

Arya turned in the direction of a thick dutch
accent to find a beautiful woman in her mid twenties beside her,
holding out her arms to help Arya with the garments. She had long
blonde hair that was plaited and wrapped around her head, Grecian
style. Her eyes were a light shade of blue and her skin was
porcelain and flawless.

Arya smiled sweetly and passed over the
clothes to the sales person, “Thank you.”

“Can I get you anything? Coffee, soda,
spliff?”

Arya giggled, “Um, coffee sounds good.”

“Ill bring some to you. My name is
Julia.”

“Arya. Nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you, American girl.”

Arya smiled as Julia walked away. The women
in Amsterdam were without a doubt, stunning. She shook the passing
thought from her head and continued to look around the shop.
Shortly after Julia arrived with a cup of cappuccino.

“Here, sit.” She said as she gestured to a
sofa in the middle of the shop. Arya took a seat and Julia sat
across from her in an elaborate armchair.

“Its so nice to have someone in the shop. I
think we need to get a bigger sign.”

Arya nodded, “I would have missed it if I
hadn’t tripped on a crack in the sidewalk. This city isn’t very
heel friendly.”

“Oh you get use to it. So where are you
from?”

“New York City,” Arya said proudly. Even if
that wasn’t where she was born she was starting to feel like a real
New Yorker.

“Ooo I love New York! What brings you to
Amsterdam?”

Arya took a sip of her latte, “My
um…boyfriend is here on business. He brought me along.”

“You don’t sound sure that he is your
boyfriend.”

Arya laughed, “I don’t know. I guess he is.
We haven’t really labeled our relationship yet.”

“Ah, its one of those.”

“Yeah it’s complicated. I feel like I am
falling in love with him but I don’t know if he can ever feel the
same way.” Arya clasped her mouth with her hand, “I'm sorry, you’re
a total stranger and I am talking to you about this.”

“No I love it, I get so bored up here. Why do
you think he feels that way?”

Arya thought about what she was going to say
next. Julia was a total stranger and chances were, she would never
see her again. She was Arya’s vintage boutique therapist for the
next couple minutes.

“Okay. Do you want the long or short
version?”

Julia looked around the empty shop, “I have
time.”

“Well, I’m his personal assistant. Except,
when he hired me I didn’t think he wanted me to be a personal
assistant, if you know what I mean.” Julia nodded her head and
Arya continued, “So in our relationship, I cant tell if he has
feelings for me or if I am just his employee. When we first met he
was so dark, shut off, and cold. Now, I have these moments where I
feel that I see beyond all these layers he has put up. He is
extremely attentive and generous. I don’t know if he would have
brought me here if he didn’t have feelings but then again, he can
only be using me for sex. It’s messed up.”

“Have you talked to him about it? Ask him if
it’s just sex or something more?”

“I haven’t because I am afraid of his
answer.”

Julia got up from her chair and sat next to
Arya, holding Arya’s hands in hers. “You are a beautiful woman and
even though I have only met you, I can tell you are a good person.
Never settle for anything less than what you want.”

Arya smiled, “You’re right. I'm going to talk
to him.” She looked at her watch, “I should probably try those
clothes on. I am meeting him in an hour.”

“Go, go, go! I will bring you some other
things you might like.”

“Thank you Julia, and thank you for having an
open ear. I feel a lot better now.” Arya got up from the sofa and
handed her cup to Julia. She entered the fitting room and began
trying on an array of clothes. She narrowed down her choices to a
70’s velvet burnout kimono, the pair of studded boots, and a sheer
white blouse.

As Julia delicately wrapped her garments in
tissue paper, Arya spotted a pair of hoop earrings that were in a
shape of a triangle with a large turquoise stone in the shape of a
star embedded in the hoop. She removed them from the rack and held
them up to her ear.

“Those are yours, on the house.”

“Oh wow, thank you Julia. That is really nice
of you.” Arya extracted some euros from her wallet and handed them
to her. As soon as the bag was in her hands, Julia extracted a
cigarette carton and extracted a pre rolled spliff. She lit the
end, quickly exhaled and extended her arm in Arya’s direction.

“Okay, just one hit…I am a total
lightweight.”

“Don’t worry…it’s a sativa and the tobacco in
it will keep you up.”

Arya smiled as she took a small drag. She was
surprised she didn’t even cough. It had been a year since she had
smoked anything but she figured, when in Amsterdam do what the
Dutch do.

 


Arya arrived at the hotel after a
lovely afternoon. She couldn’t tell if it was the pot, or the fact
that she was in Europe, but she felt ecstatic. She opened her
shopping bag and began hanging her vintage finds. When she finished
she flopped her back against the bed and looked at the clock. It
was only 3pm and she hadn’t eaten lunch. She knew Phoenix was going
to take them somewhere to eat but impulsively, she grabbed the room
service menu.

Fifteen minutes later, room service arrived
rolling in a small cart. After she tipped the concierge she slipped
out of her clothes and into one of Phoenix’s white button down
shirts. She had forgotten to pack pajamas but she preferred wearing
his shirt, inhaling his scent before she slipped it on.

She rolled the cart to the edge of the bed
and turned on the radio. It was a mix of dubstep and rap. Normally,
it was type of the music she was into but it complimented her buzz.
She sat on the bed and removed the tops of the trays. A lovely
array of ironically, American food sat it in front of her. A large
cheeseburger with fries, mini sized jars of condiments, and a diet
coke. She took the first bite of the burger and moaned. It was
so good. She set it down and grabbed the condiments, swirling
the ketchup and mayonnaise together as a dip for her fries.
Earlier, she had seen several people carrying a cone of fries with
some dipping sauces. Ever since then, she had been craving fries
and made a note to mention the spot to Phoenix.

Arya heard a swipe at the door and the lock
click. She looked over to the door as she bit into her fry as
Phoenix entered. His dark hair was messier than his usual slicked
back look and he looked extremely hot wearing his leather jacket
and jeans.

“Arya,” he chuckled. “I was going to take us
out to dinner in a couple of hours.”

“I'm sorry I was just so hungry and craving
fries. I saw some people carrying around these cones with fries in
them and the stand smelled so good. They had all these different
sauces, and oh yeah, I made a friend. I went to this vintage store
in the Dam and got this awesome kimono. Do you want to see it?”

Phoenix nodded his head with a sly smile.
Arya grabbed another fry and hopped of the bed. She walked to the
closet and put on the kimono, twirling so that he saw the intricate
details and fringe. The way it moved made Arya giggle and she
twirled again.

“Its beautiful, although I like you in just
my shirt.”

Arya smiled and shrugged off the kimono,
carefully hanging it in place. Then, she walked over to Phoenix and
wrapped her arms around his neck, nuzzling her face in his
nook.

Phoenix laughed, “Arya…did you smoke?”

Arya pulled herself away, “What? No.”

She walked toward the food and took another
bite of her burger.

“I know you did. I can smell it on you.”

Phoenix shrugged off his jacket and walked
seductively toward Arya. “You lied to me. You know what happens
when you lie?”

Arya stared at him doe eyed and swallowed.
“No?”

“Bend over the bed and raise your shirt.”

Arya tried desperately to disguise her smirk.
This is what she had been waiting for. She wanted his dominance,
craved it. She leaned her thighs against the bed and bent down,
slowly raising her shirt to reveal her ass. Arya let the fabric go
and ran her fingertips against the sheets so that her arms were
stretched up above her head. Her heart beat wildly as she waited.
As soon as she shut her eyes she felt the first slap.

“That’s one. I'm going to give you ten. I'm
going easy on you because of your state, but believe me I can spank
you twenty times or more for lying to me. Because your lie was
innocent…and fucking adorable…I am only going to give you ten,”
Phoenix slapped her again, “Count, Arya.”

“Two,” she said in a light hiss.

Her thighs began to press together and her
fingernails dug into the sheets. The feeling was unspeakable, a
pain that penetrated her skin, but a pleasure unlike no other.

“Spread your legs, Arya. I want to see that
sweet pussy.”

She stepped to the right and then to the left
until her chest pressed against the bed and her back arched
upwards, giving him a full view of exactly what he wanted.

“Damn baby, so hot.”

He spanked her again and again in rhythmic
strokes, to the left and to the right, in between her legs and a
caress between every smack.

When she yelled out ten, he slipped his
fingers in between her moist folds, rubbing her clit in tiny
circles. She came against his fingers instantly and moaned into the
sheets.

Phoenix ran his hand across her backside.
“Lay down on your back.”

Arya immediately obeyed, watching Phoenix
rummage in his bag. She closed her eyes momentarily and when she
opened them he was holding a pair of handcuffs in his hands.
Instinctually she raised her arms so that her dainty wrists hung
above her head. Phoenix carefully secured them to the bed post then
went around to the front of the bed.

“Arya, you have no idea what this is doing to
me,” he said as he began to remove his clothing, his thick erection
releasing from his pants.

“Mmm, I think I do Mr. Pierce.”

Phoenix slid his body above hers and ripped
the shirt she was wearing, the buttons detaching from their thread.
He grabbed one of her breast and sucked her hard nipple while
squeezing the other with his hand. Without hesitation he lifted her
legs so that they were pressed against his chest and slammed inside
of her hard. Her hands tugged against the restraints as he
continued his hard thrusts until he spread her legs open, holding
her hipbones with such strength she feared he might fracture her
bones.

“Arya, I’m going to come.”

“Ah, Phoenix. Please,” she moaned.

Phoenix stilled inside her. Arya tried to
regain her breath as Phoenix gently caressing his fingers down the
side of her face.

He removed the handcuffs, rubbing her wrists
gently. She stared into his light blue eyes and ran her fingers
through his dark black hair slightly slicked with sweat. Phoenix
ran the back of his fingertips down the side of her jaw line, down
her delicate neck.

“I’ve never felt this way before, Arya. I
knew you were different but I never imagined you having this effect
on me,” Phoenix said with an unusually soft voice.

Arya propped onto her elbows and slid from
underneath Phoenix’s sculpted body. “And what effect is that?”

Phoenix scanned her eyes trying to figure out
the right words to say. “Love…desire. It emits from you and it is
contagious.”

Arya grabbed the sides of Phoenix’s face and
caressed her thumb along his jaw. “Phoenix I…” The words were stuck
in her throat. Fear is what suppressed them. Fear that she would
expose too much. Fear that the words she wanted to say would make
him run away. “I feel the same way.”

A slight frown spread on Phoenix’s lips but
he quickly wiped it away. A small grin replaced it and he playfully
spanked Arya’s ass from the side. “Get in the shower…Ill be there
soon.”

Arya hopped off the bed and made a sultry
walk to the bathroom. As the hot water ran through the strands of
her hair and face she knew she was in love with Phoenix Pierce.
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