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Chapter 6






For the next week, I lived my life to keep my
head down. I was the model employee, even if I did find myself
occasionally wondering what a third visit to that room would
entail. Always, when I caught such disturbing thoughts in my head I
banished them, although an excuse to masturbate always seemed to
present itself soon afterwards. But even if I did find myself
inexplicably turned on by what he had put me through, I kept my
head in the right place, for the most part. I wasn't going to give
him any reason to send that woman after me again.

But as we all know, life isn't always that
simple. It was the Thursday of the third week after my newest
resolution that I was walking down the lawn towards my car and
found Sarah crying on the bench around the back of the drive. Her
face was buried in her raised knees and her blond hair was draped
messily in a curtain over her face.

"What's going on?" I asked her with concern.
In the two months we had been working together, I had developed a
protective affection for my sensitive, slightly younger
coworker.

"I just got a call about my twin sister,"
Sarah said, trying to dry her eyes. "She's in labor."

A knot of fear appeared in my stomach. "Is
everything all right?"

"Well, yeah. I think so. Medically, at least.
They didn't say much over the phone. But I'm supposed to be there,
you know? I promised I'd be there with her. It was the only thing I
could say to help calm her down. You know how we're so close, and
she's been terrified. And I told her I'd be there, that I wouldn't
let anything stop me, and that it was all going to be alright. But
- but they won't let me off." Sarah tore at a tuft of grass in
anguish.

I regarded her with sympathy and laid a hand
on her knee. "How much longer do you work today?"

"I'm on until 9."

"That's only six hours away," I said, trying
to be comforting. "They say your first labor is always long. She's
probably sitting bored at the hospital right now."

Sarah tried to look grateful at my words, but
I could tell they had no effect. "I just know she's terrified. I
mean, we're pretty young, I guess. She's pretty young, I mean.
She's been scared about the whole thing. I told her not to be, but
she's just unreasonable sometimes. I can't imagine what's going
through her head now - I mean, after I absolutely promised I'd be
there with her. Oh goddamnit, Joanna. Mrs. Galefield says I'll get
fired if I go."

I put my arms around her and hugged her to my
chest. "That doesn't sound like her."

"She said it wasn't her idea."

When I heard that, my face hardened a bit.
"What if I covered your shift?"

Sarah's crying softened, and she turned
around. "You don't work tonight?"

"I got off the clock ten minutes ago."

The gratitude on her face was like the sun
coming up, but then her expression sank again. "No, I remember when
I started here. Mrs. Galefield said there wasn't any shift
switching. I remember not liking that, and she just said it was a
house wide rule." She lowered her head back onto her knees.

"She never mentioned anything to me about
that," I said.

"Well what does it matter? That's what she
told me."

"I'm just saying, I don't think you can be
remembering right. I'm absolutely certain she never said anything
like that to me. Or maybe the rule has been changed. You started
here almost a year ago, right? A lot can change in that year."

"You really think the rule's changed?"

"It must've," I insisted. "Or maybe it
doesn't apply to me."

"That doesn't make any sense."

"Look, Sarah, all I know is I never heard
anything about that rule. I have plausible deniability. So this is
me telling you that I know better than you do that you can get out
of here tonight, and I'll cover your shift."

"But what if-"

"Sarah, please just go. I'll handle it. If
anyone makes a stink, I'll take responsibility for the whole thing.
We just work for these people. They don't run our lives. Things
like your sister's first child being born only happen once, and
it's not worth missing. Please just go, before anything comes up.
Just go, and if there's any issue, I'll take the heat. That's my
promise. Just go now."

She leapt to her feet and hugged me fiercely.
"Thank you. I really won't forget this, Joanna."

"Don't worry about it," I said. "Tell your
sister hi from me."

With a final squeeze, Sarah released me and
almost ran down the driveway. I watched her with a smile on my face
until she was out of sight.

But once I was alone, the giddiness of her
departure soon faded. I turned back to go inside, unsure of what
price I would pay for my impulsive generosity. As I passed through
the kitchen's low-framed threshold, I found Mrs. Galefield glancing
disapprovingly towards the door.

"I told her I'd cover," I said shortly.

Mrs. Galefield looked at me in some surprise.
"You know that's against policy."

"What? That's news to me." I adopted a look
of wide-eyed innocence that couldn't possibly have had less of an
impact.

"Don't play dumb, Joanna."

I dropped the act. "Look, Mrs. Galefield, it
would be bullshit to make her stay. If anyone makes an issue of it
just lay the responsibility on me. I practically forced her into
her car."

She snorted derisively. "If that's the way
you want it. I get the impression that you know even better than I
do what you're getting yourself into."

"How do you know about that?" I asked in some
embarrassment.

"Things get passed down to me."

"Yeah, well if it comes to that, then it's
worth it. This isn't some press gang, and I'm not going to sit
around terrified of Mr. Armistead or let him ruin my life or the
people I care about just because he thinks his own needs are more
important than other people's."

Mrs. Galefield looked like she was about to
respond, but then simply shrugged and sighed. "Help me with this
pie crust, then."




Chapter 7






When the woman came the following day, she
didn't even bother waiting out on the doorstep to get me alone. She
came right into the kitchen.

"Sarah Richter," she announced, "and I think
you know you're coming, too," she said coldly to me.

"Leave Sarah out of it," I said. "It was my
idea."

The woman stared me down, stone-faced.
"Both."

"What's going on, Joanna?" Sarah asked in a
worried tone of voice. "Is this about yesterday?"

"Let me handle this," I said before turning
back to the woman. "Look, take me up there and let me talk to him
before you do anything to Sarah. I told you it was my idea."

"I couldn't care less whose idea was what,"
the woman said shortly. "I was told to bring you two up."

Sarah cast me a frightened look as we
followed her into the hall. "Let me do the talking," I whispered to
her.

She nodded apprehensively and took a deep
breath as we were led into the coatroom. I caught her eye and tried
to look reassuring, but then we were both blindfolded and trying to
do anything more for her became impossible.

It was a very grounding experience to be
beside Sarah as she encountered this all for the first time. It was
as though I was being given a chance to watch the perplexed and
frightened state of my first trip upstairs. Just as I had done, she
tripped loudly on the first step of the staircase leading up to the
room.

And then we were past the door, and I heard
the woman leaving. It was a good sign that we were still clothed, I
guess. Perhaps in a very deep part of me, a part that I refused to
acknowledge, I was also a little disappointed by that.

"It was my fault," I blurted out into the
silent room. I knew he was there. "It was my idea. You can't take
it out on Sarah. I made her leave."

I knew he was there. He must be there. But
why wasn't he responding? My objections slowly died on my lips and
I was left listening to Sarah's frightened breathing beside me.

I tried again. "I talked her into it, you
know. You should have heard how long it took me to convince her to
do it. She never wanted to break any rules. It's not right for you
to take anything out on her."

"What's going on, Joanna?" Sarah's voice was
very quiet. "Who are you talking to? Where are we?

"Just listen to me," I yelled. "Just say
something. It's not her fault. Just send her back downstairs.
Please."

I shouted myself into silence, unsure of what
else I could say. There was nothing to do now but wait and hope. He
wasn't going to say anything until he was ready to. He never did
anything before he was ready to. Though it was only my third time
here, I was quickly learning that suspense was his most potent
weapon, and it always struck when I was most susceptive to it, when
my nerves were at their tightest and my tolerance for inaction at
its lowest.

At last, when it was clear I had accepted the
imposed silence, he spoke. "This will all be taken into
consideration, Joanna. Thank you for speaking your mind."

I heard him stand up and approach us.

"Sarah." His voice was kind and he spoke
slowly. It would have been easy to miss the dangerous
undertone.

"Yes?" When contrasted to his quiet assurance
and the almost purring quality of his predatory tones, her
frightened, body-less word sounded almost comical, as though
produced by an entirely different species.

"Your sister had a baby last night?"

"Yes, sir."

"Just yes, please, Sarah."

"Yes."

"Was it a boy or a girl?"

"A boy."

"And healthy?"

"Yes."

"And your sister is well?"

"Yes."

"I'm glad."

His footsteps circled us once, their pace
measured. "Now, Sarah," he continued, "you left work before you
were assigned to last night, didn't you?"

"Yes." Her remorse and fear were palpable in
the tremors of her voice.

"I've asked that my employees not do
that."

"I know."

He was striding around us very slowly and
deliberately, and I began to hear a muffled thumping, as though he
were idly patting something hard against the palm of his hand. I
heard him stop in front of her.

"It is a small mistake, and it is easy to
make. I don't think you will do it again, will you?"

"No. I won't ever."

That thumping continued. "I'm glad to hear
you won't, Sarah. You have been a good worker here, I know. And I
do believe Joanna when she says that she is the one responsible for
talking you into this incident of disobedience. But I am going to
ask for some small penance. Do you understand why?"

Sarah's voice was very quiet now. "Yes."

"Then please step forward to this desk in
front of you and lay your hands flat on the wood."

I heard her take several faltering steps and
then stumble into something hollow.

"Yes, now please lay them on the surface just
like this."

I heard her breath quickening and I covered
my ears to shut out what I knew was coming.

"Joanna, please put your hands at your
sides." He had spoken loudly enough for me to hear through my
fingers, a ringing command far sterner and more powerful than
anything I had yet heard from him. Still, I did not want to obey.
"Joanna, please put your hands at your sides or you will make it
worse for your friend. Do you understand?"

I dropped my arms to my sides, feeling a bit
sick.

Sarah's breathing quickened again. I screwed
my eyes shut beneath the blindfold, but it did not make the sounds
any less upsetting. Again and again I heard the swish and crack of
something striking her hands, and each one followed by a squeal of
pain. The thwacking continued, and the squeals slowly devolved into
despondent whimpers. It was breaking my heart to hear it. I wanted
to call out how sorry I was, but Ewan Armistead had made it as
clear as he needed to that my role now was to listen and not
interfere, or risk making it worse.

After what felt an eternity, the cracking
blows stopped. I heard Sarah collapse to the ground, her ragged
breathing intermixed with quiet, passive moans. The buzzer sounded
in the other room and the door opened.

"Take this one downstairs," he said. "We're
done today, Sarah. I'm sorry this was necessary. I trust that it
will never be necessary again."

And with clumsy, distraught footfalls, I
heard Sarah leave the room under the direction of that woman. The
door closed behind them and I listened to them descending the
stairs. The door at the bottom of the stairs opened and closed, and
then silence returned. Quietly, slowly, his steps approached me
until he stood only a foot or two away.

"Well, Joanna," he said simply, "here we
are."




Chapter 8






The words brought me back into the moment.
Now that Sarah was out of harm's way, I was going to say something
to this man. "Why did you have to do that?" I asked him angrily.
"You said you believe it was my fault, you know her sister's having
a baby, and you still do all that? That's not right. You can't
treat people that way. How do you justify all of this to
yourself?"

He didn't answer me, instead speaking as
though he had not heard. "You know, Joanna, you are an unusual
specimen. I wonder what sort of world we would live in if everybody
possessed your courage."

I tried to ignore the compliment, but it
overcame my anger and a little warmth crept into my reluctant
chest.

"Would you believe me if I told you that I do
not really hold these little misdeeds things against you?" he
asked.

"I don't know what you mean."

"I think it's very understandable that you
act the way you do, that you fight against me the way you do. If I
were in your position, perhaps I would not be so different. It is a
failing on your part to be so stubborn, certainly. It holds you
back, certainly. But it is a very human failing, and I do not
consider it a stain on your character. To the contrary, I think it
is evidence of unshaped potential."

"Alright," I said, unsure where this was
leading.

"I say all of this to you so that you
understand that we are not engaged in some power struggle here. I
am not angry with you. I am not threatened by you trying to
challenge my authority. I find it very inspiring. Too often people
crumple under the first pressure. It warms my heart to encounter
someone like you, Joanna. Do you believe that?"

I thought about it. "If you say it's true, I
believe you."

"Good. Because I think we are going to be
seeing each other on a more frequent basis."

"What do you mean?"

"Well it is obvious to me that there will
never be tranquility in this little world until I have brought you
into line once and for all." The determination in his quiet voice
was pronounced but not aggressive. "You are the real piece of work.
You are the type of project I relish." His mouth lingered in the
final syllable and I felt a shiver run up my back and wick away the
remaining heat of my anger. It was always so easy to hate him when
I was alone. But without fail, each time I was brought to him, that
anger began to seem as limp and useless as yelling at the
tides.

"So - what happens now?" I asked, hoping to
undermine his tendency to dance around the course of action in that
tantalizing and terrifying way of his.

His footsteps approached me and a cool hand
caressed the side of my throat. "That is always my favorite
question, Joanna. I go through the motions of my everyday life
sustained by little more than anticipation of my next opportunity
for a little creativity. Didn't I tell you last time how grateful I
am to you for providing me a creative outlet?" The hand was resting
in a light grasp around my throat and making me very nervous.
"Because truly I am grateful."

I could feel the air from his mouth as he
spoke. His hand was making it difficult for me to swallow.

"You see, Joanna," he continued, "This is a
very important moment in a situation such as ours." The hand
released my throat and began a lingering descent across my
collarbone. "We have had our introduction. I have come to know
you-" his fingers were dragging across my breast "-and perhaps you
have come to understand a little something about me." The hand
paused on my abdomen and my stomach seemed to be rising into my
chest. "It has not been an unenjoyable process." He removed his
hand. "But it has all been relatively superficial. It has all been
physical: some pain and a little pleasure. It was hardly personal
at all, and that is really a very poor foundation for a productive
relationship. Do you see what I mean?"

"I - don't really know," I said. My voice was
catching in my chest, but he was so close that he heard my words by
the air escaping my throat.

"Now is the time when I must make you
understand the true nature of your situation. Before we can move
forward, I am going to make you put aside this resistance. It has
served its purpose, and now it is only holding you back." He was so
close to me that I could feel the heat of his cheek radiating
against my temple. "And you will put aside your resistance when you
recognize how futile it is. Once you see that you are incapable of
lying to me, you will stop trying. Once you see that I am capable
of making your greatest fears a reality, you will stop trying to
weather my punishments. In short, what you know and feel, you will
tell me. What I want, you will give to me. Do you understand?" His
fingers returned, tracing across the back of my neck, and my skin
quivered beneath them.

I took a shuddering breath and summoned my
remaining courage. "I don't think that's going to happen."

I felt his lips touch tenderly against my
neck in a momentary kiss, chaste, appreciative, even grateful. "I
was hoping you would say that," he purred. Without realizing it, I
began to lean in towards him, my mouth slightly open in blind
invitation. It was awful how he toyed with me. Every time I lost
concentration I found my body trying to open itself up to him.

But once again, he ended contact. I heard his
footsteps take him a few feet away. "What to do with you," he was
musing to himself. "That is the question now. What do you fear?
What are your insecurities? That is the question indeed. I would be
a poor specimen if I could not answer those questions by now." He
continued to pace. "If our last two meetings have shown me anything
it is that pain excites you."

"What?" I protested. "No, it doesn't."

"Of course it does, Joanna. Eventually you
will give up lying to me, but so be it. Deny it for now, if that is
your instinct. What is important is that pain is not a suitable
demonstration." I could hear him his steps quickening, a sadistic
enthusiasm in his voice. My only recourse was to feign unconcern as
I listened to him trying to guess my deepest fears in order to
realize them upon me. "You are easily embarrassed. I have noticed
that about you. Perhaps some form of humiliation would be
appropriate. Does that sound interesting? Would that have an impact
on you?"

I fixed my face into what I hoped was a
display of apathy. "Not really."

But he must have caught something in my
voice. "Are you sure?"

"Yes."

"Perhaps. Perhaps if I made it a little less
abstract, you would have a better idea of what we are talking
about. Are you ashamed of your body?"

"No."

"Of course not. It is not, on the whole,
something to be that embarrassed by, I suppose. But that does not
mean that you are comfortable naked, does it? They are hardly the
same thing. I remember when you were last here; you fought against
being stripped of your clothes. It was a surprisingly fierce
display, I must say. The look of horror on your face when you first
felt your blouse being undone was quite exquisite. The memory has
brought a smile to my lips on several occasions. And then, when
Margaret had taken off your skirt and bra and was coming back for
your panties, the way you seized at the waistband and tugged at
them. You were a pitiful sight at that moment. It was as though
your last shred of dignity was woven into that little garment and
you were holding on as though your life depended on it."

I found myself unconsciously clenching my
legs together as he described it, even as I felt a little liquid
leak out of me. I was simultaneously mortified and aroused, but I
didn't dare let either of those emotions show.

"Yes, I think it had a rather strong affect
on you," he went on. "I am quite sure of it. But is it really that
embarrassing to be naked in private? I would think it would be much
more impactful if it all happened in a more public setting, don't
you think?"

I caught my breath a little as I realized
what he was saying. Ah, he would have seen my reaction. I clamped
my jaw shut, but it was too late. I had given him everything he
needed.

"Yes, the more I think about it, the more
appropriate it sounds. Do you think that would have an impact on
you, Joanna? To be paraded around naked in front of the staff? It
would not be so many. I only have about fifteen people on hand.
Perhaps if I had you showed off, that might be a memorable
experience for you, wouldn't it?"

"No, it wouldn't." I couldn't even sound
casual now. My only layer of deception lay in the literal words
themselves.

"Are you sure?"

"Yes," I insisted, though I might as well
have saved my breath. "That's not something I'd be worried about. I
told you I'm not ashamed of my body."

"Hmm. Well, do you mind if we try it
anyways?"

"Waste of time," I said almost
desperately.

He stepped closer. "To the contrary," he
said. "I think this would be a very good use of our time."

I felt his hands undoing the buttons of my
blouse.

"No," I protested. "Why are you doing
this?"

"Because you must be made to understand."

"I'm not afraid of this," I insisted. But it
was inevitable. This was happening, and I couldn't stop it. Perhaps
I could save some face. "Alright," I agreed, as though he had been
asking for my input. "I'll go."

"I'm glad you've come around."

His hands were already opening the waist of
my skirt and sliding it down my legs. I quivered miserably as his
knuckles slid across the smooth skin of my thighs. Next came my
bra, and I felt my nipples stiffen against the air. Then my panties
were off as well and I was left standing naked and shivering. I
felt an exploratory finger against my pussy. He was gauging my
wetness.

"Alright, that will do. And it seems that it
is about the right time of day. I'll see you in a few minutes,
Joanna."

I heard the buzzer sound and the door
open.

"Take her down and show her off a bit," I
heard him say. "Don't bring her back until she's had a change of
heart."

"What sort of change of heart?" the woman
asked.

"You'll know it when you see it."

And then a hand wrapped around my elbow and I
was being walked through the door. I felt the cool air of the
stairwell moving past my slick skin. I tried to come to terms with
what was happening.

"Where are we going?" I asked.

She didn't answer.

At the bottom of the stairs she pulled me to
the right and we passed through a series of doorways. I could hear
voices up ahead. I tried to slow down, but the woman just dragged
me forward until she was bearing as much of my weight as I was. I
could not believe this was happening. It was as though I were in a
dream. All sounds seemed amplified, disjointed, and cacophonous. I
felt like a prisoner being led to the electric chair. Why was this
happening? What had I done to deserve this? I was just trying to
keep my head down and earn a little money and it had come to
this?

A final door opened and I was in the same
room as the voices. They fell silent as the door opened and the
woman pushed me forward. I tripped and sprawled across a cold, hard
floor. The silence dragged on in stunned irresolution. If I just
stayed face down on the ground, maybe this would pass.

I heard the woman speaking behind me. "A gift
from Mr. Armistead," she said. "Because you've all been doing such
fine work, he provides a show for you over your afternoon
break."

A babble of male and female voices, some
disgusted, others stunned, some gleeful, and others derisive, rose
up and bathed me as I lay naked on the floor. I could feel warm
sunlight on my skin.

"Get up, Joanna," the woman said.

I clung to the floor as though without it I
would fall off the earth.

"Get up, Joanna," the woman repeated. Jeers
and catcalls accompanied her words.

I covered myself as best I could and raised
myself slowly from the ground. The voices seemed to be all around
me. There was nowhere to retreat or hide.

"Put your hands at your sides."

I should my head vigorously.

"What would a spectacle be without a little
drama?" The woman asked the crowd. "But don't keep our audience
waiting, Joanna."

Still I refused, trying to creep backwards
away from where most of the voices seemed to be coming from.

I felt a hand tighten on my shoulder and
heard the woman's voice whispering in my ear. "We can do this the
easy way or we can do it the hard way."

I took a breath, struggling to bring the air
into my chest, and then I let my hands fall away. Faint titters met
my ears and more than a couple wolf whistles. It was as though I
could feel their gaze physically roving my body, trickling over my
breasts and probing my bare and sensitive groin. I knew I was beat
red. Perhaps I was red in more than one place.

"Walk forward, would you, Joanna? So they can
see a bit better?"

I balled my hands into fists and willed
myself to place one foot in front of the other. As I moved my legs,
I felt a bead of liquid roll down the inside of my thigh. My God,
was I that wet? I had never experienced this all consuming mixture
of utter humiliation and pervasive arousal. I could no more calm
the heat between my legs than I could dash out of the room with my
eyes blindfolded. The only thing to do was walk forward with one
timid foot in front of the other.

"Go ahead and present yourself to the crowd,"
the woman prodded. "Stick that little ass out or something. Your
assets aren't that great to begin with. If you want all these
people to leave with a favorable impression, you'll need to play
yourself up a bit."

A tear of frustration and humiliation soaked
into the cloth around my eyes. Reluctantly and stiffly I turned
sideways and bent partially over, so that my hands rested on my
knees. Renewed titters and calls of mocking approval met my crimson
ears.

"That's not so bad. Now let's find her
something to sit on." I heard something being dragged across the
floor until it was directly behind me and then the woman's hands
turned me and guided me by the shoulders until my ass met soft
cushion.

"Good, now why don't you open those legs and
show everybody what's going on."

I gasped involuntarily, and the giggles
renewed. The woman's hand returned to my shoulder and tightened
threateningly.

My legs moved jerkily as I struggled to
override every natural instinct of my being.

"Give us a little spread there, Joanna. Get
your fingers involved."

Dear God, did this woman not know the meaning
of pity? I had never felt so demeaned in my life. But her hand was
still there, and what could I do but obey?

My hand was shaking as I lifted it from my
side and moved it towards my pussy. This was all a bad dream and
the voices were just figments of my imagination. I would wake up in
slightly soiled bed sheets and everything would be alright.

But the sensations were too real for any of
that to have been more than wishful thinking.

I gasped when my fingers first made contact.
I was drenched as I had never been in my life.

"Look at that, ladies and gentlemen. She puts
on an act like she doesn't want to be here, but her body sure tells
another story. Who wants to see her rev the engine a little
bit?"

Laughing approval met the suggestion.

"Well you heard them, Joanna. Go ahead."

"What?"

"They want you to pleasure yourself."

"What!?"

"You don't want to disappoint them, do
you?"

"But-"

The hand squeezed painfully into my shoulder.
"Go on."

The first brush of my fingers into my hole
sent a momentary seizure of pleasure and relief through my body.
The voices seemed quieter now, either because my audience was
increasingly enthralled with what I was doing, or because my mind
was beginning to shut them out.

I inserted two fingers to the knuckle and
tickled myself as I had done so many countless times before. My
body knew exactly what it had been waiting for and knew the instant
that it began to get it. I arched back involuntarily and moved my
thumb to my clit, teasing back and forth across the incredibly
sensitive organ.

I released an involuntary moan, and the sound
was met with noises of approval from the other people in the room.
At first I tried to silence myself, but then realized that, for the
moment, I did not mind if they heard me. I was beckoning the shame
and embarrassment out of my body with each stroke of my fingers.
Let them watch, an increasingly loud part of me said. In fact,
please let them watch. I would never have thought how incredible it
was to know that so many eyes were locked onto me as I spread wide
on the edge of the chair for them, stroking myself into
insensibility. I let out another moan, loud and throaty, and they
responded gratifyingly.

There was no turning back now. Half of me
screamed to slink off to some private corner of the room where I
could bring myself off in shameful concealment, and half of me
screamed for everyone around me to see and perceive everything that
I did and felt. Not even a sliver continued to entertain the
possibility that I was not about to orgasm. I could only go forward
with the rushing current.

With their approval, I advanced quickly
towards climax. Often when alone I could draw myself out for an
hour or more, but this was too intense to stand. This was a sprint,
not a marathon. It was a race against my own sudden and intense
hunger, an Olympic heat before an adoring crowd.

My motions became increasingly seizure-like.
I felt my breasts jiggling and bouncing as I struggled to move my
fingers as fast as my body demanded, and I brought my free hand
around to fondle first one and then the other. "Oh God," I was
yelling. I couldn't hear anything anymore. Crests of ecstasy were
compounding and radiating out from my fevered groin. My flesh
contracted around my fingers and I was yelling and peaking and,
suddenly, coming. I gasped as a spurt of liquid shot out and fell
with a splat across the floor. Two more followed and I clamped my
thighs together over my hand and rocked back into the chair, lost
in that ecstasy as it broke and slowly ebbed out of me, leaving in
its wake only mild warmth and exhaustion.




Chapter 9






Slowly I descended back into my surroundings.
The sound of stamping feet and hooting applause met my ears. "Sorry
about the mess, Tom," I heard the woman saying. "I wouldn't have
guessed she'd be a squirter."

Blood was returning to my cheeks as I
straightened myself in the chair. I felt as though I were moving
through the edges of a warm fog and back into the piercing,
uncomfortable sharpness of daylight. A fuller grasp, a more
self-aware understanding, of everything that had just happened was
falling into place. Was this all real? Not some perverse dream? I
brought my knees to my chest, trying to ball myself up and become
insignificant. Liquid continued to drip off of me onto the
floor.

Even in my most intimate moments with a
boyfriend I had never been so completely beyond check and control.
I had been drawn into the perverse eroticism of the crowd's
attention so quickly and irresistibly that all shame and
self-awareness had been put on hold, not to come crashing back to
me until that moment. It was as though I had been forced to take a
drug and must now bear the shame and discomfort of withdrawal.

I felt the woman's hand on my elbow and I
stood up numbly, my blindfold wet on my eyes and my whole body
blushing crimson. She led me out of the room and I heard them
talking about my ass as I walked away.

The door to that awful room closed behind us
and I collapsed to the floor. My tears broke the dam and began to
flood out of me. The humiliation and shame was more than I could
stand, and they immobilized me right there on the floor where I
could only sob uncontrollably.

"Come on," the woman was saying, "get up."
When my crying showed no sign of relenting, she lifted me partially
off the ground by one arm and began to drag me across the floor.
The rough surface was grating painfully against the skin of my hip,
but I hardly noticed.

After a few hundred feet she released my arm
and I fell to the ground. "No way in hell am I carrying you up
these stairs," she said. "Get up right now."

But still I heard her only from a distance
and felt no compulsion to obey her. What could she do to me that
compared to what she had already done?

Suddenly I felt an intense pain in each
nipple. She had gripped one in each hand and was pinching them
viciously. I was actually being lifted an inch off the ground by my
nipples. I screamed. "Stop! Let go!"

"Get up!"

I scrabbled to get my feet under me without
shifting my weight in such a way that would pull against her
grip.

"Walk up the stairs!" She ordered.

She continued to tug upwards as I stood, so
that even once I was at full height I had to raise up precariously
on tiptoe to avoid the full force of her vice-like fingers. Thus
she led me up the steps: my tits pulled upwards away from me and
the rest of my body following behind them, emitting occasional
whimpers of pain that served only to evoke an extra-hard squeeze
from the woman's hands.

At the top of the stairs she did not release
me, but hauled me forwards on tiptoe to the door and then thrust me
through. Only then did she let go.

As had happened downstairs, I stumbled and
fell at the unexpected push, and my tits scraped against that now
familiar slate floor. I rolled over onto my back and cradled my
sore breasts. The sobbing returned as I lay spent and hurting on
the ground.

The door closed and after only a few seconds
it opened again and the heavy steps of Ewan Armistead became
audible through my crying.

"I'm not going to play games with you,
Joanna," he said. "I think you understand that now."

"What do you want from me?"

"I want honesty. I want obedience. I want you
to surrender to me, as you inevitably will."

"It's yours," I sobbed. "Whatever you're
talking about, it's yours. Take what you want. Just stop doing this
to me."

"Why did you pretend that you were not
afraid?"

"Because I thought you wouldn't make me do it
if I pretended that I didn't care."

"Did you think you could fool me?"

"Maybe at first."

"But you were still lying as I took your
clothes off. Why were you lying then?"

"I don't know."

"Try and think."

"Well - because I didn't want you to know you
could beat me."

"Pride, then?"

"Yes."

"But I can beat you."

"Yes, you can."

"So that is over now?"

I took a long, shuddering breath and the
tears slowed. "Yes."

He fell silent, allowing me to reflect on
what I had just said. There was an honest release in it. It was
absolutely, absolutely true. I repeated the word in my head. There
was nothing left to hide. There was nothing left to fight against.
With that word, I surrendered everything I knew, everything I
possessed, and everything I was capable of experiencing. It all
became his, and he would do with it what he would. If he wanted me
naked in front of his staff, it was his body to show the world. If
he wanted to make me suffer, I would simply endure it. If he wanted
to give me pleasure, I would do my best to treasure it. How simple
life could become, if put into those terms. It was a shelter from
all the shame and impotence, and a calm spread through me. If only
I had seen things this way before now.

"It seems that we have accomplished what we
set out to do today, then, Joanna. I have to send you away now, so
that I can take care of more important business, but I think we
will have many more hours together to relish this
breakthrough."

I felt my clothes being laid on my bare
stomach.

"Dress yourself," he instructed, "and go out
the door that is just beyond where your feet are now. Once you've
closed the door behind you, you may take off the blindfold. The
hallway to the kitchen is through the door at the foot of the
stairs. Leave the blindfold in that room, and finish your work
today. When you come in tomorrow, take the blindfold and come wait
at the top of the stairs outside this door. Do you understand?"

"Yes."

"Good."

His footsteps moved away and the door opened
and then closed.

Gingerly, I raised myself up on one elbow,
still massaging at the sting in my nipples. I did my best to wipe
the remaining liquid off my groin and thighs with my palm, and then
began to dress. When I pulled on my panties, they clung damply to
me. Next was my skirt, and the waistband sat uncomfortably against
the spot on my hip where I had been dragged along the ground. I was
becoming very well acquainted with these little mementoes of
dealing with Ewan Armistead: wetness, soreness, humiliation, and
confusion.

Once I was dressed, I felt my way towards the
door. It seemed to be some kind of heavy oak that matched the sound
that I now knew so well. The brass of the doorknob was cool and
slick against my palm. Once on the other side, I raised my hands to
the blindfold and felt around to loosen the knot. It came undone
surprisingly easily, and the cloth slid off into my hand.

I was standing on the balcony of a small
foyer. Beneath my feet was a floor of some kind of dark-stained
hardwood, vibrant and antique. The ceiling rose into a flat dome
some fifteen feet above my head and a gilded chandelier gleamed
dully beneath a pair of thick gold-colored chains. Deep-hued
paintings, mostly baroque and thickly framed, lined the wall of the
balcony.

In spite if my mood not a moment earlier, I
released a disbelieving giggle as I reminded myself that given my
orientation within the house, I was likely standing on the back
stairs. I could not begin to guess what the front hall looked like
in a house like this.

With small, humbled steps I moved to my right
and laid my hand on the mahogany banister. I knocked on it with a
speculative knuckle and the whole structure reverberated with a
rich sound that echoed back to me from the dome overhead. What I
would have given to stand in that spot for a while, drinking in the
quiet lavishness of that back chamber.

But I had been told to finish my work, so
with those same reverent footfalls I descended the stairs and went
forward to the plain door that I knew would lead me into the back
hallway. I glanced briefly in the direction down which the woman
had led me to my humiliation several minutes earlier, but saw only
a long corridor that curved out of sight. With regret, I entered
the coatroom and the mundane realm in which I had been working for
the past two months, ignorant of the richness that lay on the other
side of the simple walls of our kitchen.

"Jesus Christ, Joanna," I heard Sarah yell
from the kitchen. The door to the kitchen flew open and she was
standing in front of me in the hall, a mixture of horror and
disbelieving sympathy on her young face. "Paul told me Armistead
took your clothes and - I couldn't believe my ears. It wasn't true,
was it? My God, say it wasn't true or my heart'll stop
beating."

"Paul probably wouldn't make something like
that up," I said neutrally.

"What?! I mean, he did that? That's
disgusting. That's not legal. You have to - I mean, just because
you covered my shift last night? I don't understand. All he did to
me was - but Jesus Christ, Joanna. How did this happen? I just
don't understand. Are you going to go to the police?"

"No, I'm not going to the police," I said a
bit wearily.

"Well you can sue him, you know. If you
aren't going to press criminal charges you could wring him for
every dime he's worth. I mean, you've got witnesses. Jesus Christ.
And all for what you did, I mean - Why are you taking this so
calmly?"

"I'm just done fighting him."

"What do you mean? What you do you mean -
you've been fighting him before this?"

"I don't want to talk about it right now. Why
don't we just finish what we have to get done today and not talk
about it?"

Sarah stared at me in stunned disbelief. "I
don't understand."

"It took me a while to get it, too. Just
don't make a fuss about it."

"I just don't understand why you're not going
to the authorities."

I realized that I didn't really have an
answer to the question. There were any number of reasonable
answers, but were any of them true? I decided to go with something
she'd believe, and worry about the real answer later. "I need this
job. If I try to take him to court it'll be months or years before
I get a decision against him, even if I win. I need money now, or
my mother's medical treatments will get cut off and she'll never
move her hand again."

"There are resources for people in this
situation," Sarah insisted. "People will help you. What kind of
precedent does it set if you let him get away with this?"

"Look, Sarah, drop it, would you?" Even I was
surprised at the sudden anger in my tone. "It's not skin off your
back. He's not after anybody else. I'm a special case. I got myself
into this, and I'm dealing with it. Just leave me alone about it."
I didn't know why I was defending Armistead, if that was what I was
doing. But he was right when he said he had accomplished what he
set out to do. I really was done struggling. I wasn't biding my
time. I wasn't looking for an opportunity to strike back. I was
done. I had accepted a new path. "I just said, I tried fighting and
I'm done with it."

Sarah stared at me, apprehension and
confusion plain on her face. "So this has been happening? You'd
been up there with him before today?"

"Twice before. I stole a bottle of wine and
got caught."

"What happened the second time?"

"I did it twice."

"Are you serious?"

"Yeah, it was stupid, I know."

"And he did stuff like this to you those
other times, too?"

For some reason I found myself a little
offended by that question. What Armistead had done to me was ...
private? Maybe that wasn't the perfect word, but there was
something that felt undeniably wrong about relating my experiences
in that room with another person. Maybe I was just embarrassed. "I
told you I didn't want to talk about this."

She stared hard into my eyes for a long
moment, and then shrugged her shoulders. "I don't understand it,
but if that's what you want."

"Yeah," I said.

She shrugged again, looking a little injured,
and then turned and went back into the kitchen. I followed.

For her part, Mrs. Galefield said nothing. If
she had heard the same rumors or judged me in some way for my
involvement with the goings on upstairs, she gave little
indication. I didn't know whether I felt more self-conscious under
her gaze or Sarah's.
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Book Three: Heart
Unbound

With Joanna’s submission to Ewan now
established, their relationship is becoming an increasingly large
part of her life. Beneath the sexual and psychological intensity of
their time together, other, deeper emotions begin to grow as well.
Joanna is soon asking herself questions that she has no answer to.
Are her feelings reciprocated? Is she simply a rich man’s toy?
Would he disapprove of these new emotions if he knew? As
familiarity builds and the emotional stakes increase, the chance of
fatal misstep seems to grow, rather than fade.
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