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Chapter 10






And thus began the next phase in my
relationship with that man in the mansion, whose face I never saw,
whose name I knew only by inference, and whose character I saw only
at its most base and cruel.

Over the ensuing weeks, what remained of the
pretence that our time together was an extended exercise in staff
discipline slowly faded away. I was there because he wanted me to
be there. I submitted to him because he wanted me to submit to him.
He punished me, toyed with me, and pleasured me all for his own
amusement. I dwelt in a realm dictated by his fickle tastes that
swung from sadistic to sardonic and into something almost
resembling compassion on a daily basis. Put shortly, I was his
toy.

Every morning followed the same routine as he
had first laid out to me lying humiliated, tearful, and pained on
his floor. Each morning I reported to his door at the top of that
ornate staircase. Each morning I bound my own eyes with that
blindfold. Sometimes I waited for an hour, sometimes I waited only
a minute. When I heard the door open I would walk inside.

What lay in store for me once I passed inside
was never something I could predict. One day he might whip me or
suffocate me until I was almost beyond the point of endurance, only
to nurture me back to life with a soft touch and rejuvenate me with
one of his mysterious sex toys. The next day he might tie me naked
and spread-eagled to a piece of furniture and leave me for hours
under his gaze. His favorite item for that particular game was what
felt like some strange wooden cross, though what its typical
purpose could be I could not guess. I learned quickly which
direction the grain of the wood ran and how to move against it to
avoid most of its painful splinters.

Piece by piece, I came to know Ewan
Armistead. It was a slow process. At first I was always the center
of his attention - his newest and perhaps most unique possession -
and something that warranted undivided focus. Such sessions yielded
little information as to his life, but taught me much about those
instincts and desires that guided his treatment of me.

The most important of those lessons was that
he was drawn to me as I was, as I naturally reacted and behaved.
Several times I emphasized and dramatized my responses. Men do not
want real women, after all. They want women who encourage the man's
own shallow fantasy. But I was rebuffed in each instance, and
eventually I accepted the fact that when he tortured me, it was not
the volume or intensity of my protests that made them appealing to
him, but the fact that they drew naturally from me and my
experiences in the moment I was experiencing them.

Yet beyond that insight, each moment was so
intense, so filled with alternate crests and troughs of fear,
arousal, wonderment, and humiliation, that I could only do my best
to acclimate to it and - I came to realize this new motive in
myself - live up to his expectations of me.

On some days it was only twenty or thirty
minutes before he sent me back downstairs to resume my kitchen
duties. On others, several hours passed before I was dismissed.
Always I would dress myself blindly, feel my way out of the room,
remove the blindfold on the balcony, and do my best to carry out my
kitchen work. There was always a certain let-down as I passed
through the back hall and into the kitchen. It was impossible to
deny that, in comparison to my time with Armistead, the rest of my
life was hopelessly dull and muted.

Sarah and Mrs. Galefield eventually stopped
asking where I went and what I did. They accepted the state of
things, even if they did not understand what was going on.

Day followed day and week followed week. Ewan
and I became accustomed to each other. I became his outlet, one
among any number of indulgences that his power and influence
brought to him, and with which he tempered his demons and hid from
the world. I could feel it, day passing day. I was becoming
integrated into his life like some fixture, just as he had always
intended. I was something else he could use and control.

The duration of my visits into that room grew
longer and longer. Soon, it was a rare day that I did not spend
half my time at work in the presence of Ewan Armistead. In our
early days, the room had sounded empty and seemed to be reserved
for when he was actively engaged with me, torturing or playing with
me. Now, however, I discerned that a desk had been moved in. Often
he would tie me naked to the wall, fixed rigidly in some
humiliating posture, and then carry out the business of his day. I
could hear fingers typing on a keyboard or papers rustling. Once
the precedent was established, he did not hesitate to conduct phone
calls or even meet with his staff while I remained against the
wall, splayed and blind: a soothing ornament to him and a curiosity
that others in his employ dared not question.

But even on these passive visits, he always
spared at least a short time exclusively for me. I never left that
room without at least a few new stings and bruises and a crotch
soaked from prolonged arousal. Sometimes, very rarely, he would
allow me to achieve orgasm, but far more often he would stimulate
me until the very last moment and then withdraw his touch or his
toy and watch me writhe in impotent desperation. Yell and plead as
I might, my only recourse was to wait until the end of our session
and then dash into the coatroom to finger myself violently. I hated
the tension of the wait, but even the tamest of those coatroom
sessions were far more powerful than anything I had experienced in
my previous life.

The price I paid was the respect of my
coworkers. Ever since that public display, I was at best an
unenviable curiosity and at worst a slut sleeping her way into
easier pay.

And yet that mattered less and less. I did
not understand precisely why, how, at what point it had begun, but
I was increasingly infatuated with Ewan Armistead. Next to his
commanding presence in my life, the distaste of other people seemed
less and less important. After all, each day I stood under his gaze
as he effortlessly read and empathized with every thought and
motive I possessed. In contrast, the confused suspicion and
uninformed scorn of the others seemed so trivial. The scorn was
even precious, in a way. It was a legacy and frequent reminder of
my chosen status. It was a burden I bore for Ewan. It was a
testament to my resiliency and my commitment to survive unblemished
for his enjoyment. Perhaps that was his intention, given how
intentionally public he kept our relationship.

It would not have surprised me. I believed
him capable of anything. He wielded his power over me with such an
easy absolutism - in such a natural synthesis of controlled
brutality and artful compassion - that I spent nights thinking
about him. I carried him with me and often found myself imagining
his reactions to the situations I encountered. He was so different
from me or anyone I had ever known, and it was as though he filled
a void I could never have guessed existed. He took what he wanted
without even conceiving that he might be stopped or feeling
threatened by others' attempts to do so. The feeling of being his,
of being possessed by him, was equivalent to knowing that I was the
most important thing to a man who could have anything. No flattery
was necessary, because his consistent interest was the greatest
compliment he could bestow.

Well, almost. In the moment his attention was
sufficient, but I knew it was not total. The insights I gleaned by
listening hungrily from my restraints were a double edged sword. He
was not as complete a recluse as he initially appeared. He paid
social calls to private residences, but never public places. I was
forced to listen to him arrange dates with various women. I began
to recognize the slightly more familiar tilt that came into his
voice when he spoke to them. He treated them so differently than he
treated me. Subconsciously I searched for that familiarity in his
tone when he spoke to me, but never heard it. He was always so
controlled and studious when his attentions turned to me, as though
my presence, my body, and my reactions occupied the entirety of his
person and intellect. Would I trade places with these women, with
whom he carelessly joked and flirted? I did not know.

I wondered to what extent he recognized my
feelings and the extent to which he disapproved of them. Was his
silence on the issue a refusal to give them any outlet, hoping they
would fade away? Or was it tacit consent or at least tolerance?
Could it be what he genuinely wanted? No, certainly not that, I
always concluded regretfully. But at least I was there with him,
and that was enough.




Chapter 11






The reward for that patience eventually came
on a day in October, when the air was crisp and the sun was
beginning to take on the steely brightness of the colder months. I
arrived on the balcony at eight o'clock, in a cheerful mood and
with a smile across my face. The colors of the trees around the
mansion had been so beautiful frozen in shades of burgundy and
fiery auburn as I passed them.

As I settled in to wait for the door to open,
my mood slowly eroded. I always disliked my time on the balcony. I
inevitably found myself wondering whether the ritual of waiting on
the balcony was simply for his convenience, or passive
demonstration of his control over me, or something more sinister
still. On particularly long waits, I couldn't drown out the thought
that I had displeased him in some way, and that making me wait was
all the warning he would give before choosing to shut me out
forever.

By eleven, I was aware that I had been
waiting longer on the balcony than I had ever been made to wait
before. If the day ever comes that he feels finished with me, I
wondered involuntarily, how will it happen? Will he send word to
Mrs. Galefield that I'm fired? Or will I just be left standing on
the balcony and spared no further consideration?

For the next hour I was relatively successful
in quashing those thoughts. Perhaps he had been simply held up.
Perhaps he would reward me for my patience. But I began to feel the
afternoon sun creeping down my back. My legs and back were very
sore from standing in the one spot. Half of the day had passed by,
I was sure of it, and no sound or any indication had come from
inside the room.

I slumped against the wall next to the door.
What specifically might I have done to upset him? Had there been
something in the way he dismissed me yesterday that might imply
anger? Or was this simply a new form of manipulation and
psychological torture? Perhaps he was bored with me and I had run
my course as an object of interest. Every form of insecurity
blossomed in my thoughts. How simple it had all been when I had
hated him and that room.

Another hour passed me by, and the perplexing
thought came to me: what would I do if the door never opened? Would
I leave? Would I stay? Would I stay all night? There had only ever
been one standing order: wait for me on the balcony each morning.
What if the door never opened again? I couldn't just hang around
until I passed out from dehydration. Perhaps he would understand if
I left at the end of my shift.

Or perhaps this was a test, and there was
only one correct response. Perhaps it was to see what I would do,
and he would leave me out here indefinitely only to punish me when
I left. Or perhaps he was simply held up and never imagined that I
would leave. He would open the door expectantly sometime in the
evening and be furious that I wasn't there. I didn't know what to
do.

The point of decision ticked closer. The
sunlight began to feel weaker, but it was probably not later than
three or four. When the light disappeared entirely, I would have to
make a decision. I bit my lip in self-mocking frustration. What an
absurd predicament.

The light grew even weaker. I lifted a finger
and raised the blindfold just enough to see that there was still a
gentle glow falling across the floor. I didn't have to decide just
yet.

And then I heard the door open.

"Come in, Joanna."

A grin spread onto my face and I walked in on
light feet, relief pounding against my ribs.

"I'm afraid that I'm in a rather sour mood
this afternoon. Or is it evening?" It was a rhetorical question
with a clear message. He offered no sympathy for making me wait. "I
think we'll have to come up with something more interesting than
our usual games, if I am going to have any hope of curbing this
mood of mine. What would you say to a departure from our little
routine?"

"Alright," I said measuredly.

"You see, one of my companions has begged out
of a get-together we had scheduled for this evening. Apparently she
has an unforeseen work engagement. You can see where this leaves
me. I am not a man who is accustomed to going without."

An insane thought jumped into my head.

"Now Joanna," he went on, "I think it
important that we not have any illusions. The woman that whose
company I am missing is a very beautiful woman. She is the kind of
woman that one cannot help but respect. To be with her is an
unending joy. This is all true. You might expect it of a woman whom
I see. But I know you for what you are and I do not want you to
feel insecure. You are less attractive than her, and you evoke more
pity than anything approaching respect. I know this and I do not
resent you for it. I am settling, reluctantly of course, for you as
substitute fully aware of your shortcomings. Do you
understand?"

My heart was beating alarmingly in my chest.
"Yes."

"I realize that some of our little games
proceed at their own pace, and that it does not often occur to you
to protest or resist. You are my creature, and your will to please
me does not escape my appreciation. Do you understand?"

"Yes."

"But this is an instance when I want you to
separate yourself from that mindset. I want you to think very
carefully, and I want you not to make your decision until you have
considered any reservation you might have. Once you have done that,
I would like to tell me that you want this. Do you understand?"

"Yes."

"And what is your answer?"

I waited a moment, if only because he had
made such a point of it. "Yes," I said.

"You would like to be used in this way?"

"Yes."

"You are saying you would like to be
fucked?"

"Yes."

"Would you say it for me?"

"I want to be fucked."

"There is no mistake?"

"No, I want you to fuck me."

"Do you say that because you want to give me
what I want, or is it because you want to be fucked anyways?"

The question gave me pause. "Well I - always
want to give you what you want."

"And that is the reason?"

"What I want doesn't matter."

"It does to me right now."

I considered how to express myself, opting
for a moment of honesty before whatever passion might ensue. "I
want you more than I've ever wanted anything." No, that was too
honest. The words tumbled from my mouth before I could stop them. I
had not meant to say that. What had he wanted to hear? I should
have just played some part, and left it all inside me. My stomach
felt a little sick.

A long silence followed. "You were right," he
said with an edge of harshness. "What you want doesn't matter."

The words shoved themselves into my
unreceptive ears. I did not try to keep the chagrin from my face.
If he wanted to hurt me, then let him see me hurt. That was the
nature of our relationship, and apparently always would be.

He had, as deftly as ever, caste our
situation in precisely the light that he wished it to be seen.
There was no intimacy. There was no reciprocity. He asked for my
consent only to demonstrate my submission to his will. He asked for
my desires only to prove that they obeyed him as well. They were
relevant only as territory to be conquered. Or were they? Had that
been surprise in his voice? Had he been off balance, responding out
of habit? I distanced myself from the wishful thinking.

"Why don't we play a little bit?" he
suggested.

Before I could respond he was ripping off my
clothes. His hands struck roughly through the delicate buttons and
zippers of my outfit, and when I was naked he seized me by the
shoulders and threw me to the ground. I caught myself on my hands
and knees and waited for the approaching storm.

A paddle slammed viciously against my ass and
I gasped in pain.

"How about this? Is this something you
want?"

I knew the game well enough to lapse into it
almost unconsciously. No matter how painful it became, there was
only one response. "Yes."

"I don't like that. After hearing how
eloquent you can be, I can't but feel let down by a one word
answer. I've got a better idea. When I ask you if you want to be
hit, I want you to say 'more than I've ever wanted anything.'"

I choked at the request and felt water rise
in my eyes. Why would one person do this to another?

Another blow landed and the fire spread.

"Do you want me to hit you?"

Tears were streaming down my face as I
obediently mocked the revelation of my own deepest desire. "More
than I've ever wanted anything."

Again and again the paddle came and went.
Each time he made me repeat that phrase that I had offered up to
him in vulnerability and woefully misguided trust only moments
before.

"Do you want me to hit you?"

"More than I've ever wanted anything."

I began to go numb, and he switched to a whip
that cut again and again into my back.

After much, much too long, he stopped. Dimly
I heard him breathing hard from the exertion.

"We will have to end the conversation at this
point, Joanna. I recognize now that even bringing up the subject of
intimacy was a mistake."

I sat up, my head still swimming and pain
still my dominant sensation.

"You want me to go?" I asked.

"Please. And don't trouble yourself to come
upstairs tomorrow."

"And the day after?"

"Just see to the kitchen until you are told
otherwise."

"I don't understand. I didn't mean-" I was
glad when he cut me off, because I did not know what to say.

"I am being perfectly clear."

Slowly I felt around for my clothes and began
to dress. I realized that blood was seeping into the back of my
top, but by then the garment was already ruined and I did not move
to adjust it. I left the room on stiff legs, and as the door closed
behind me I ripped the blindfold from my eyes and hurled it down
the stairs in a gesture wholly insufficient to express my sudden
flood of confusion and shame and anger.




Chapter 12






I could not get to sleep that night. I did
not know whether I hated Ewan Armistead or was missing him already.
In a single day I had experienced so many sudden changes in emotion
that parts of me were still spinning. From the garbled mass, one
fact consistently rose to the top of my awareness: It was over.
Despite the anguish of the day's events, part of me relished the
hurt, because even pain was preferable to the prospect of dreary
work and sleep stretching on infinitely into the horizon.

If only I understood what had offended
Armistead so suddenly, I might be able to accept my fate. But
hadn't he chosen to ask me what I wanted? And hadn't I told him
that I only wanted what he wanted? And didn't he keep pressing me
to reveal more? I had only answered his question. He could not
accuse me of being forward, certainly.

But if he wanted me to submit to him against
my will, why had he made such a point about my true and genuine
desire? Did he want me to say no? Or did he want me to say that I
did not want to sleep with him, but would do it because I wanted to
please him? But that was almost paradoxical. The only possible
response for him to have been fishing for was that I wanted him.
And that's what I had said.

But no, that wasn't what I had said. I had
gone beyond that. I had said I wanted him 'more than I've ever
wanted anything.' It was the extremity of the statement that he had
seized on. That was what he had tormented me for. That was what he
had me repeat.

But why? I simply did not understand.

And then it came to me in a sudden ecstatic
revelation. He had cancelled his date. The woman, whoever she was,
hadn't been the one to back out. He wanted to be with me.
Belittling my body, calling me pitiful, it had all been an
elaborate deception, aimed at himself as much as at me. Obviously
he was resisting his feelings for me, but just as obviously, those
feelings were there. For a reason that I did not yet know, he did
not want an emotional relationship.

Perhaps he told himself that he was just
experiencing a temporary attraction to me. It was not serious. I
will indulge it, and it will pass, he must have thought. And so he
set about to indulge it, cancelling his date and concocting a lie
about how he was 'not accustomed to going without.'

Of course my stupid line about how much I
wanted him had jerked him up short. Here he had been trying to
convince himself that I could be fucked casually, and suddenly I
was telling him that I had fallen for him completely. It was enough
to scare him out of his head, obviously. I couldn't really blame
him to that extent.

I was smiling into my pillow. All this time I
thought of Ewan Armistead as God. Now I could see he was a man -
powerful, inescapably perceptive, but still a man. Now that I had
glimpsed his feelings for me, it was only a matter of time before I
would find a way to bring them out into the open. The next time I
saw him, he would not be holding all the cards.

My smile faded a bit. 'The next time I saw
him.' When would I see him? What if I had already committed the
fatal offense? There could be a pink slip waiting for me in the
kitchen tomorrow, or he might simply never send for me again. What
if the price I paid for evoking feelings in him was eternal
banishment?

The thought was troubling, but not so bad as
the confusion I had been wrestling with up until then, and I was
already in the process of drifting into sleep as I formed my
tentative plan of action.

[image: ]

The first step in that plan came the
following morning. The one thing I absolutely must not do was stay
in the kitchen and let it all slip away. Emotions were running
high, and now was the time to press that small advantage. He wanted
me, he had made clear, and I was determined to give myself to him
whether certain parts of him - and I had no doubt self-destructive
parts - tried to keep me away.

It was a very different feeling to wait on
the balcony than it had been only 24 hours before. I knew why I was
there, and I knew why I was waiting. Made tipsy by a reckless
optimism, I chose to interpret each passing moment that I was not
explicitly sent away as a small victory in and of itself.

I waited all that morning, but as I began to
feel the afternoon sun on my back I removed the blindfold and
returned to the back hall and my duties in the kitchen. No need to
fly into some extreme standoff by camping out on the balcony in
some indefinite marathon stretch. It was enough that he knew I was
there, that I expected our visits to continue, and that I was not
easily discouraged. Also better not to push my luck with Mrs.
Galefield and find myself fired for some altogether unrelated
issue.

The following day I was back in that same
position, for all the world expectant, and for all the world as if
nothing had changed. Again I descended at noon and thought nothing
more of it that day. I was not worried yet.

The third day came and went, and the fourth.
Just as I had wondered how he might dismiss me, now I wondered idly
how he would take me back in. Would he pretend that he had not
known I was out here? Would he be angry that I had come when he had
told me not to? Would he try to offer some plausible explanation
for why he had reacted the way he had?

In the end, I decided he would give me
nothing. That was how he operated. He simply did what he wanted and
said what he thought was necessary to get other people to
accommodate or support those intentions.

And when the first day of the next week came
and the door opened and he invited me inside, he behaved just as I
had expected him to. There was no apology or reconciliation. He did
not pretend ignorance at my own designs, and he did not try to
demonstrate his independence from those designs. He just said,
"Well come in, then," and said nothing more of it. We both knew
precisely why.

It was the first event in that long unwinding
path with Ewan Armistead that resembled a victory, and I celebrated
it as such. It was all the more undeniable for my having foreseen
precisely how it would come to an end and how equilibrium would be
restored. For the first time, I felt some modicum of power in our
relationship to correspond to the almost painful investment I had
allowed myself to develop.

For the first few days, we settled back into
our old pattern. In my sillier moments I had hoped to detect a
shred of need or hunger in Ewan after our week apart, but of course
if he did feel such an emotion he did not allow it to show. His
apparent cavalierness did not dishearten me as it might once have.
The sex that never was and its fall-out had confirmed an important
lesson for me: just because Ewan did not show his feelings did not
mean they were not there. He was playing the same game I was,
whether he wanted to be or not.

And it was only a matter of time before the
subject was broached again. It could not be put back in the box. On
our fourth day back together, as he dismissed me to dress and
leave, he called me back.

"Joanna, wait a moment please."

I turned, a little reluctantly. He had
introduced an unusually tantalizing new practice over the course of
the session, and I was almost desperate to get to the coatroom and
indulge the overpowering need for release.

He had brought in a new contraption, some
sort of remote controlled vibrator. After strapping me against the
cross on the wall of the room, he had inserted the vibrator on some
sort of stand from the floor and left it running inside of me as he
returned to the desk. Although it was not an overpowering sensation
at first, the steady rumbling inside me felt extremely good and
soon had the characteristic heat flooding my abdomen and pushing my
lungs into short, involuntary gasps. When he heard the change in my
breathing, the machine turned off with an infuriating click. I
tried to thrust downwards against it, only to discover why he had
been unusually careful in tightening the straps around my hips and
upper thighs. I could not move an inch. I stood there tied against
the wall with the cold, inert plastic of the device suddenly
motionless inside my pussy. The first time it happened I had
actually let out a yell of frustration as I clenched against the
dildo to no avail.

After five minutes, it began again. The
second time it did not take more than a couple minutes to be back
on that half-pleasurable, half-needy precipice, breathing in
shudders against the wall. Again it turned off. I screwed my eyes
shut and tried to regain control of my body. Again I descended
uncomfortably from near climax, and again the device resumed. On
and off it cycled, perhaps fifteen times or more. I began to do
everything to control my breathing. If I could only disguise the
onset of orgasm for a moment ... but I could not. Each time my body
responded more violently to the stimulation and there was nothing
to do but screw my eyes shut against the blindfold, endure the
roller coaster of arousal under Ewan's watchful gaze, and listen to
the occasional drip of my juices as they formed a small puddle
beneath me on the floor.

Thus when the end had finally come and he had
released me, not even a million dollars in stacked fifties and
hundreds could have diverted me from a headlong sprint to the
privacy and freedom of the coatroom to tear into my pussy until the
bomb inside me was allowed to explode. But instead he called me
back.

I took a very shaky breath. "Yes?"

"What are your thoughts on the subject we
discussed the other week?"

"You mean before you sent me away?"

"Yes, that's what I mean. The circumstances
might arise again."

For one thrilling instant I intended to
reproach him for how he had treated me, but in the critical moment
my nerves failed. "My answer would not have changed, then," I
said.

"Alright. That's what I wanted to know."

I nodded and felt around for the door.

"Well, there is one more thing."

Again I turned reluctantly, a hand going
subconsciously to my groin and my legs clamping together at the
knees. "What?" The word came out harshly, impatiently, although I
had meant to remain neutral.

The tone didn't escape his notice. "Are you
so impatient to leave?"

"No, I'm ..." I trailed off without anything
to say. It was impossible to think clearly. With every slightest
movement I felt the fabric of my underwear rub against my
blood-swollen labia.

"Oh," he said, understanding. "You are just a
little overstimulated, is that it? You are in a rush to masturbate
in private."

"What an unforeseeable result of this new
game you've come up with," I replied with impatient sarcasm. If
this went on much longer I was going to start right then and there,
and even if he tried to stop me he wouldn't reach me in time.

"Call it an experiment with another
purpose."

"Oh yeah?"

"Yes. Come over and take my clothes off."

"What?"

But he knew he didn't need to repeat himself
and I was in no mood to wait for him to. I turned and crossed the
room towards him, walking fast enough to trip and nearly fall over
the foot of the desk.

My hand alighted on his knee and my other
hand found his shoulder. What a strange thing that my hands had
never been on him before. I had never been allowed to touch him of
my own volition before, even after all these months. But it felt
very natural, as though no barrier was being broken, as if his body
had always been mine. No, it was more that my body had always been
his, and the hands that were pressed against his shoulders, the
groin that was on fire against his knee, the face blindfolded and
flushed, had been his for so long that it seemed entirely natural
that they were now roving over him as he had instructed, exploring
and caressing in final fulfillment of a month's worth of daydreams
and fantasies that he had inspired.

I felt I should be savoring it, reveling in
it, but I couldn't. After imagining his appearance for so long my
fingers took in only the briefest impressions of his chest and
shoulders - only brushing for an instant over the hot muscles of
his right arm. I tore at the buttons of his shirt three at a time
and began working at his belt. Beneath my hands I felt a cock, hot
and hard and thick with blood pushing outwards beneath the
cloth.

His hands were on me now, too, tearing at the
clothes I had just put back on. I lifted my arms and he pulled my
top off me in a smooth motion that caught my hair off my face.
Before I could bring my hands back down my bra was off as well and
his face was pressed into my breasts and his tongue was dancing
across my nipples. I involuntarily arched my back, thrusting my
body into the source of the exquisite pleasure, even as I still
fought to get his pants off.

It didn't matter that I was blind. The deep,
masculine scent by which I knew him was strong in my nostrils
intertwined with the musk of sex and perspiration. Everything
happening was so basely instinctual, so animalistic and heated,
that I could feel each touch of his body against mine before it
arrived and always found his body with my hands exactly where I
expected to. It was the realization of so many fantasies that I
thought for a terrible moment that it might not be real - but then
he was inside me and all doubt was banished.

I came almost instantly. I had no sooner
acknowledged the sensation of him sliding into me, the ridge of his
glans sliding through my hole and felt the hot pulse of blood
pumping through his engorged cock, than I felt myself contract
around him and fall stupefied by a wave of physical ecstasy that
let me without breath for a blind red eternity. Within that
sweeping wave of bliss I knew only the heat of his body and the
warmth in my chest and the rhythmic ecstasy pulsing from groin to
brain.

And then I was back on earth, back in his
arms and wet from the splash of my own juice, as he maneuvered me
up off his lap and bent me forwards over the desk. Utterly
inarticulate, I could only close my eyes and experience the moment.
My nipples slid across mahogany, so hard that they could have been
scratching it, and each thrust from behind fanned an ongoing
conflagration in every inch of my body. My fists were clenched and
my toes were balled up and I was yelling. Yes, yes, fuck me, Ewan.
Fuck me because you want me, because you need me, and because our
two bodies are the only things that have ever mattered, I yelled in
my head, but all I could manage aloud was an inarticulate yell -
bestial satisfaction and need and triumph so utterly unfeminine and
unrestrained that I would later look back on it in rueful
embarrassment. But then I fell back into gasping muteness, savoring
only his hands on my tits and his cock moving against the walls of
my pussy and his balls slapping against my ass.

It did not take me long to orgasm again. I
had been so primed over the previous two hours that a series of
orgasms was the only thing capable of relieving the tension, just
as an earthquake always releases a half dozen aftershocks when the
pressure is finally released. Through it all Ewan rode me harder
and harder, the sounds of my own pleasure only serving to goad him
into an ever more violent pursuit of his original purpose of using
me for his own ends.

The intensity and violence continued to
increase until at last I felt him stiffen against me and his flesh
and muscle inside me began to spasm as he clung to my hair and
pulled me back towards him. I felt three strong spurts within me,
and then several diminishing ones, before he collapsed back into
the chair and I was left flushed and raw across the cold mahogany
of the desk. My chest was heaving and I could hear his breathing,
equally labored, behind me.

The air was sweet in my mouth as I labored to
get it in. Each breath was full of those smells of two people
together. The cool surface of the desk soothed my fever and I
melted onto it, savoring the moment in its every facet.

And then I heard him stand and his hands were
on me again, gentle now, rolling me over onto my back. Again? So
soon? But no, that wasn't it. I felt his hand on my face. I felt
his fingers tracing the line of the blindfold. They were reaching
beneath the blindfold and lifting it up.

The light was painfully bright, as it always
was when I first uncovered my eyes on the balcony. I squinted into
the brightness, still unsure of how or why everything was changing
so suddenly. Gradually the light dimmed, allowing me to open my
eyes and bring my vision into focus and I looked into his face.

"Ah," he said. "There you are. I had been
wondering what color your eyes were."




Chapter 13






Still too astonished to speak, I propped
myself up on my elbows and stared at him. The faceless man that had
come to dominate my life gained a face as I looked on with
undisguised amazement and hunger. His hair was dark, almost black,
and his eyes shone steel grey in the cold light of the room. His
features were sharp and defined and his expression shone with an
intensity that softened as we met each other's gaze. Perhaps other
women would not have described him as handsome, at least not by the
most traditional definition, but knowing what I knew of him I did
not care. His face, his appearance, felt right to me. The unique
immediacy that defined our relationship showed clearly on his face,
and to look on that face was to retrieve a missing piece of the
puzzle. What struck me even more powerfully was the way he looked
at me. I had been striving for months to hear some hint of
affection in his voice, and all the while he had been unable to
hide it from his face and I saw it then. Or perhaps he was no
longer hiding.

For a long and heavy moment, we looked at
each other. Our faces were only a foot from each other, and in both
of our visages gleamed the sweat and heat of our newly established
intimacy.

And then Ewan stood up and resumed his
command of the room and of me. "I'll see you tomorrow, then."

"Alright."

"You do have very pretty eyes, you know,
Joanna. I wouldn't bother with the blindfold, when you come in the
morning."

"Alright."

And I left the room that I had never seen
before, my heart hammering in my chest and unsure of what it meant
except that whatever it would bring would be a good thing.
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I have never experienced a longer 20 hours
than those that lay between the moment I stepped onto the balcony
with a radiant smile on my face and the moment when I would climb
those stairs again the following morning. I did my best to get work
done, but my mind was never in the moment. All things seemed
possible. All the things that I had told myself were daydreams were
transformed into convictions in the space of a single exchanged
look. He cared about me, as I knew he had. He wanted to be with me,
as I knew he had. He wanted me in his life as much as I wanted him
in mine.

Pay attention, Mrs. Galefield told me that
afternoon. Pay attention, my mother told me that night. It didn't
matter. I lived in the room with Ewan now, and it was only a matter
of time before reality came to reflect that emotional truth.

But of course, all the promise that I
glimpsed in that moment of intimacy was slow developing. Ewan was
just that kind of man, I was forced to accept. After all, hadn't it
taken months of sex games for him to even admit that he was
attracted to me? And then another two weeks to become comfortable
with the idea that I was attracted to him?

Even as he slammed the tails of a flog into
my back or clamped weights to my nipples, I got the strange
impression that I was coddling him, comforting a delicate character
and nurturing it along an emotional progression that it was not
brave enough to take on its own. And the more convinced I became
that that was the reality of the situation, the more I consciously
grew into the role.

Why did he need me? I began to ask myself.
What was he afraid of, and how would I help him overcome it? For
every display of strength and confidence and perceptiveness, I
detected an undercurrent of reluctance. They were the pleas of an
emotionally underdeveloped man who had known without any explicit
evidence that in me he had found someone who would understand him.
All of this showed on his face, when he looked at me.

And gradually, I began to understand why. My
initial impression that he ventured outside occasionally had been
wrong. He ran his inherited empire over the phone. The only people
he saw face to face were employees or an occasional female
companion, all met from within the safety of that mansion. The
result of this is that his voice had become an instrument,
infinitely capable of disguising his intentions or emotions. It
always issued in that controlled and melodic baritone, without a
hint of doubt or uncertainty. His face, in contrast, was as
expressive as someone very young and vulnerable. And so, when he
took off my blindfold, I began to understand who he was.

What I saw concerned me. He was such a
brilliant figure, had so much to offer the world, and yet he lived
in this seclusion where the gifts and abilities that he was born
into would be squandered on blind walls and sycophantic employees.
And what of him? Had he ever taken a walk in mid-autumn, smelling
the turning leaves along one of the roads his companies had built?
Had he read a book in one of the libraries he funded? Had he ever
danced in a crowd, shared a communal experience, witnessed what it
is to be human? And for God sakes, for God sakes, why not?

"Our lives are very different, you and I," he
told me with unusual candor when I asked him. Two weeks had passed
since he had taken off my blindfold and our relationship was being
less and less defined by the games we played. Genuine human
understanding, genuine interpersonal respect, were allowing more
human conversations, and this of all of them proved the most
valuable. "There are pleasures that you, in your position, leading
your life, have access to that I do not, just as I have pleasures
that I have access to given my position."

"That's a very generic thing to say," I said
with uncharacteristic insistence.

"It's a very broad question with a very broad
answer," he replied. "Frankly, I do not think it is something that
you would understand."

"Try me."

"This is not something I want to talk
about."

"It's just - how do I reconcile the man I
know and admire with the man who is too afraid to set foot out of
his own front door?"

He drew his breath inward sharply. "I would
be careful, if I were you, Joanna. You are on very dangerous
ground."

"I assumed I was when I asked the question,"
I said defiantly. "Why won't you answer the question?"

"The fact that you think it is fear is
evidence enough that you would never understand the answer if I
told it to you."

"What then? In a word, what?"

He eyed me in a rare display of annoyance.
The expression stung, far more than one of trepidation or fear or
even anger, and I think he knew it would. You are becoming
bothersome, he was trying to communicate to me. You are making
yourself more trouble than you are worth. But I did my best not to
believe him. I had talked myself up too much to back down so
quickly.

"What?" I repeated.

"In a word, duty, then."

"Duty? To what?"

"To everything I was given. To everything I
inherited and was brought up to maintain. To this house, to this
family, to the place that my family's name occupies. It is a
responsibility that you cannot possibly appreciate. To someone like
you, you look at me and think that my status is all about
opportunities and privileges. You look at me and see power and
think, he can do anything he wants with it. But it's not my power.
It's not my wealth. It was given to me to care for and uphold, to
see that it serves the community and the memory of the people who
built it."

"What does that have to do -"

"It has to do with everything," he said, a
touch of genuine anger coming into his voice. "That is all I am.
That is my life's work. At every moment, in every situation, I am
the only living heir of the Armistead family. You don't understand
the kind of pressure that is always resting on people like me, on
members of a family like mine."

"I still don't see the connection."

"There is a statue of my great-grandfather in
twelve different town commons between Brooklyn Park and Alexandria.
I've seen several of them. The sculptors made him perfect. They
gave him perfect faces, made him wise and compassionate and humble,
and then caste him in bronze to serve as a standard against which I
am judged a century later. My grandfather's name is carved in the
marble facade of the Buffalo Courthouse. My mother's name is on
four endowments and six academic scholarships at the University of
Minnesota, as well as a public library in St Paul and one in Eden
Prairie. Everything that the public knows about me must reinforce
the original Armistead mission that money can be a force for good,
that if concentrated and used responsibility it could make for a
more just and ordered society than if the excesses of the market
were allowed to run wild. I was brought into the world to maintain
that legacy, so that every bit of information that I broadcast
reaffirms their contributions and the ongoing benefit of the family
to the community, as an institution in and of itself."

"And you don't think you can live up to
it?"

"It is impossible to live up to. Not for me,
but for anyone. That is something I accepted a very long time ago.
It is a sacrifice I make. Our society no longer welcomes people
like me, obvious faces of privilege. Perhaps I don't blame them,
but that is what I am and what I was made to be. Better that the
Armistead name remain faceless these days, that the good works that
we accomplish be left to speak for themselves."

"Do you really believe that? You really owe
your family all that?"

"Yes," he said shortly. "Because three
generations of my family worked themselves to death building
something so that they could pass it on to me. They earned it and
no one could have faulted them for spending it on themselves, but
they didn't. It is only here, it is only mine today, because they
didn't, because they believed in and sacrificed for that higher
vision. So it's simple. I do my duty to the family. I allow the
legend to continue and I do my best to maintain the works and
institutions passed down to me. The self-indulgence of a free,
private life was not one of those things passed down to me."

He fell silent and we looked at each other
for several moments. A mix of sympathy and frustration seethed in
me. Perhaps he was right. Perhaps I simply didn't understand.

"So then what," I said at last, "this
continues on indefinitely? The lives of one generation after
another each ruined to serve some outdated idea? Are your children
going lead the same kind of life?"

He walked to the window and looked out into
the crystalline morning light. "I don't know. Perhaps I want the
family to die with me. Maybe I want it all to come to a clean
finish and be done with."

I was stunned. "What? How can you say that? I
mean what the hell would that accomplish?"

For the first time, I saw him look genuinely
unsure. "I really don't know what it would accomplish," he
admitted. "Recently it has simply seemed like the only thing to
do."

I chewed on that, believing him wrong but
hesitating to say it outright. "Well, what's the point of serving
the family if it's all going to come to an end anyways?"

"Again, I really can't say. This, serving
this, being ruled by this, is all that I know. It's all that I am
ever supposed to have or do."

"Who decided that?"

He gave me a long, steady look. "I told you
when you first asked the question that it was not something that
you would understand. I have been tolerant of the questioning, but
I think that is all for today."

But I didn't leave. "This is all bullshit," I
told him.

"You have just crossed a line that is very
near and dear to my heart," he said, speaking quite coldly now.
"And I am going to ask you to leave."

"That's all just justification. It just
sounds like you're justifying a decision you already made. None of
that holds water."

He pressed a button and a buzzer sounded in
the other room.

"You know what?" I insisted. "I think I was
right all along."

The door opened and the woman who had first
led me up into this room all those months ago walked through
it.

"Take her downstairs, please," Ewan
instructed her. "Joanna's being a little uncooperative."

"I was right all along," I repeated, becoming
increasingly belligerent as the woman moved to take hold of me.
"You're brought up in this mansion, being told you're special,
being told that you are better than everybody else, and you think
it's easier to live in that lie than confront the truth that might
be waiting out there for you."

The woman seized me by the shoulders and
began forcing me towards the door.

"You think you can't measure up to what
you're supposed to be, and the alternative is to hide away and let
life pass you by. Don't fool yourself. You aren't fooling me,
anyhow. That's why you want me here. That's why you brought me up
here, because it's not enough for you. I know it's not enough for
you."

The woman thrust me out onto the landing and
slammed the door behind me. I slapped my palm against it and
continued to shout, but after a minute it was obvious that he could
not hear me through the heavy wooden panels. The only effect was an
awful echoing sound, my own half-crazed voice bouncing back to me
off the immaculate and priceless surfaces of the balcony and the
domed ceiling above it. I recognized those surfaces for what they
were, now, saw them through Ewan's eyes. Each piece was a small
part of a jail cell erected for him, built upon him by his
predecessors, and he had knew so little of any other life that he
was powerless to overcome them.

In that cacophony I experienced a very real
fear that he would never overcome it, that my feelings for him were
doomed by the simple monolithic weight of the Armistead legacy.
Surely there was some purpose for me ending up in this situation, I
tried to convince myself. Why are you here if you are not capable
of pulling him out of this place?

By the following morning my resolution had
stiffened. He said he appreciated me for my strength. I recalled
him having said that any number of times. It was as good as a call
for help, a plea that someone show the determination to tell him
what he had not realized in all the years of being subjected to the
burden of that life and that name. Each fall of my foot on the
stairway sounded back to me slow and purposeful as I climbed to
accomplish something I would have been terrified to attempt even a
month or two ago.

But instead I was fired. Without so much as
seeing him, I was fired. I saw the pink slip taped to the door of
the balcony when there were still several steps to go. And though
it was in plain sight, a piece of paper where there had never been
one before and with that ominous color, I thought surely not.
Surely that is not what it seems to be. But no, that was exactly
what it was. The form letter was complete with the Armistead seal
and Ewan's signature, the final pay check was attached beneath it.
Thank you for your service, the letter read. Nothing more than
that.














This concludes
Heart Unbound. Blind in
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Book Four: Trying to Make
Do with Other Men

Joanna’s worst fears have been realized. Is
everything over? Does anything come next for her? With her
characteristic combination of courage, stubbornness, and denial,
Joanna sets out to pick up the pieces and try to find in the
outside world what she did not know she wanted before she went to
work in the Armistead mansion. Can it truly be found again? Or is
the answer to set her sights and standards lower and try to make
do? The journey before her is long, rough, and she has only the
slightest expectation that it will take her where she wants to go,
but there is nowhere to go but forward.
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