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  Chapter One
  




  Chapter One


  Roddy Morgan slipped his hand inside my skirt while I was at the water cooler. Warm on my tepid skin, his palm raised goose bumps on the flesh, and a quiver that ran from the nape of my neck to the groped cheek below. I was getting a drink. He was getting into my panties. I scooted away, while trying to fend off the curious glances of three power executives walking the corridor looking seriously glum, a little offended by what they thought they saw, but too busy to bother with Roddy’s mischief and my blushing face. As a rule, I make it a point to avoid the glances of self-important men, to stay on the sidelines, lost in the shuffle of the frantic office. I also took my life leisurely, remaining most of the time buried in a back corner of the research department, beyond rows and rows of rickety wooden file shelves eight feet high, where my cluttered desk sat like a tribute to an independent thinker. At the moment of the three men’s passing, I did catch a pair of dark and steamy eyes focused almost cruelly on me, but I don’t remember who they belonged to. Those eyes were as effective as Roddy’s hand on my derriere was for making me have sexual thoughts, but they were gone too soon for me to connect them with identifying details such as a face, or a tie, or a pressed suit, or a distinctive body shape. 


  Back at my desk, I turned on my ancient monitor—the pixel count was bad and the color fading—but it generally did the trick. There were precious few funds for the equipment I needed, given the job I was supposed to do, part of which was surfing the Internet for information the advertising agents needed for clients, for marketing strategies and for sales leads, for verbiage required to make the ‘Big’ sell. I was supposed to know it all, find anything anyone needed at a glance. And once the faceless souls had what they wanted and left my stuffy cubicle for the wider world of their fancy offices, I was ignored. That’s exactly how I liked it then; suited me to a tee. No one got into my private business and I didn’t care about anyone else’s. I was saved from the secretarial pool chatter in my corner behind the office files—they really didn’t plan on my position when they arranged offices and desks, but the isolation was my salvation. 


  My only real contact with humanity other than the string of assignments that justified my being here was with Roddy, a quirky computer technician, who was in my space the first few weeks, fixing my antiquated computer system more than I was using it.  He ended up replacing just about everything from motherboard to video card, from power supply to printer cable. He doubled my speed, quadrupled the RAM, added a billion gig hard drive—or so it would seem—and hooked me to the T-line, so I didn’t have to connect to the Internet with the 28K modem that some ignorant exec decided was probably adequate for my job. Roddy had my revamped system souped up like a hotrod in two weeks, and then kept coming back for more fixes, almost daily. 


  How I was expected to do my job with an outdated computer, neither Roddy nor I could figure. “Idiots!” he rolled his eyes and scowled, ranting on about the stupidity of the computer illiterate, while poking his fingers and tools into my hardware. It was his way of seducing me, as if all the technical lingo was foreplay, and as he turned the last screw on the computer case, solving my latest dilemma, I’d be climbing his bones, unable to defend myself against his brilliance. I think he liked my hardware as much as the jerry-rigged computer that brought him to me. That opinion wouldn’t be completely groundless. I might be the kind of girl to watch—if a guy wasn’t looking for a runway model, with size zero tits and an emaciated body, or the beach girl with a bouncing set of artificial jugs and a mop of dyed blonde hair. I prided myself on a voluptuous, pre-Twiggy look, on being exotic with dark skin and hair the color of burnt toast. I have hips and breasts in generous proportions, curves, muscled thighs and a rolling kind of carriage that naturally drew the attention of men—when I wanted to draw their attention, and only then. 


  Strangely, I did like Roddy. He wasn’t as geeky as most computer junkies—no pocket protector, no fisheye glasses, no scraggly hair and unpressed clothes. Maybe his brown hair was disheveled and falling into his face, and his blue jeans were worn, but the hair was almost sexy, and he neatly tucked his bleached white cotton t-shirts into a low-slung waistline. His smile was quick and easy, his dark eyes deep and soulful. His look was almost movie idol perfect, except for teeth that needed a little fixing. 


  I soon looked forward to his visits, and even the sexy glimmer in his eye as he subtly came on to me. Maybe it was simply loneliness. Eight hours a day lost in my solitary island, little contact with the world outside—sometimes I even ate lunch sitting in my desk chair—a friendly face, someone else removed from the constant power, money grubbing consciousness of the outer office made Roddy Morgan interesting, even fascinating. And, then too, there was a sexy swagger to his tight round buns. 


  Exactly when he decided that he’d fuck me in the computer lab, I don’t know. One of those accidents that just happens, I suppose, like stumbling over your own foot. I think we knew that my cubicle was out of the question for anything sexual. Yes, it was off the beaten path of the regular office, but there was no door, no lock and key, no way to be sure that we wouldn’t be found by some unsuspecting party looking for research—not the sight of Roddy’s tongue down my throat, or worse yet, me on my knees, tonguing his cock. 


  Occasionally at lunchtime, I ventured to the lab at Roddy’s invitation. Different scenery. Different people. The break was refreshing, I’d tell myself, even if it did give Roddy the idea that I was interested in him. I never expected that after sharing tuna sandwiches and Coke we’d suddenly be locked in a passionate embrace, with his mouth opened on mine. He was wearing some delicious scent of aftershave that riled my crotch, and made me grovel helplessly into his body, where I discovered a firm set of muscles, powerful ones that could only be the result of regular workouts in a gym. My discovery fanned the flames of my desire, so that before I returned to my desk for the afternoon, I was laid out on a table in the computer lab—memory, modems, video cards and tools shoved aside—as Roddy pulled out a first rate cock from inside his jeans and shoved it into my wet slit. He got started and my breasts were bouncing, my hair flying, my mouth trying to swallow the natural sounds of sex—though I really didn’t succeed. Thankfully, he was quick—time was running out on our privacy, I would soon discover; his boss walked in on us not a minute after we were finished and presentable. But quick made sense. We’d been getting ready for this moment for weeks, and the explosive force of our locked groins was only natural. Roddy Morgan rammed his fat prick into my love cave with such expertise that I immediately put him into another category of men, one reserved for the ‘keepers’—definition obvious. No longer the computer wizard geek, he’d become a smoldering stud with an attitude. I loved it! Even if I could never love him, I could sure fuck the hell out of him. Seemed like a simple cure for my loneliness on the job. 


  After the first time, we generally fucked every other day, even though Roddy’s trips to my cubicle were curtailed somewhat. He had a shitload of computers that needed fixing and since mine was running like a Swiss watch, we both figured it would be easier to conduct our fling in the more remote subterranean computer lab. His boss always ate out, he assured me, and hardly anyone in the company even knew where the place was. That was by design, Roddy told me. He liked his anonymity and seclusion as much as I did.


  Thus, some three weeks later, it wasn’t completely unexpected to find Roddy playfully, and hopefully surreptitiously, fondling my privates by the water cooler. Little did I know how much that brief hand-in-my-pants encounter drew the attention of that small audience of execs, their attention aptly focused on me.


  ***


  When I wasn’t interacting officially or sexually with Roddy Morgan, which was most of the time, I searched for facts, figures and information requested of me. I delved into books, research reports, and often made phone calls for the answers I needed. Mostly, though, I surfed the net, which seemed to provide information the quickest easiest way. And when I wasn’t surfing the net for work-related information, which could be long periods of time, as the need for my research skills seemed to go in streaks, I surfed the net for myself. 


  Until I landed this job, I’d had very little Internet experience. My friends were chatting nightly in groups, playing kinky games in porn sites and generally talking a language I didn’t understand. I replied that chat rooms were a waste of time, and that Net porn was garbage designed solely to take your money. They said I didn’t know what I was missing. I found out all too quickly that they were right.


  The first time I stumbled on a porn site—www.bigbabesinbathingsuits.com—and it was truly an accident, I swear, I almost creamed my pants when I saw in flashing, 3-D color a pair of breasts that looked exactly like mine—exact clones. The aureoles were large and dark like mine, and the nipples in the centers small perfectly formed knots in perfect duplication of the ones I looked at daily in the mirror. Of course, the face that belonged to them was nothing like mine, but that didn’t matter. For nearly sixty seconds, my eyes were glued to the two perfectly rounded, very naturally stunning orbs. I can remember rubbing my tits almost protectively as I gazed at the image, while feeling a strange sensation of lust swimming through me. Eventually, I shook off the feeling and retreated with the back button to safer websites, breathing a little easier, and finally deciding that there were just not that many body styles, shapes and types, and perhaps mine was particularly pleasing for internet viewers. Naturally I’d find ones similar to mine amidst the raunchy layouts that so garishly populate the Internet. I almost smiled with satisfaction at that conclusion, but when I tried to find the site again, it seemed to be lost in the big-breasted oblivion of a hundred websites exactly like it, a hundred almost exactly like it. None of the websites I followed through a maze of linking pages had my clone on the front page, or any page I found beyond the entry button. I didn’t yet realize that there was a detailed history of my Internet travels, robotically recorded inside my computer. By the time I did find out about this convenient feature, www.bigbabesinbathingsuits.com, or whatever the site name was, had dropped out of my files. 


  I spent a good week deliberately avoiding porn sites. In fact, I stayed away from Internet research for days, thinking that I could do a better job with traditional methods. Unfortunately, it took hours—and sometimes days—to find through conventional channels what I could locate in minutes on the net. I finally ventured back cautiously, but was careful to avoid anything sexual. 


  I was successful in my plan for several days. But then my determination to remain professional and untainted by the seamier site of the Net took a drastic turn in the opposite direction. That day it was late. Except for a few over-achievers still diligently working on their accounts, a stray secretary and me, the offices of Lloyd & Lockhart Advertising were vacant. Even Roddy had gone home for the day. Oddly, I’d shrugged off his last sexual advances. I hadn’t been in the mood since my eyes fixated on my body-twin’s twin boobs—this was just after he’d been caught with his hand up my skirt. I certainly wasn’t going to explain to Roddy why I wasn’t uninterested. I suspect he thought it had something to do with the incident, but it really didn’t. 


  That night, just before quitting time, I was aimlessly surfing for myself again, thinking I’d look up L L Bean for a sweater to buy my preppie sister for her birthday. But before I got anywhere near www.button-downshirtsandcorduroyskirts.com I was buffeted back into the web of bare-chested women and shaved pubic mounds, thrust toward the steamy opened-mouthed expressions of women about to go down on penis heads. My response was as automatic as Pavlov’s dog—mouth salivating, heart palpitating, pussy heating and squirming in my chair, long before my conscious mind realized what I was really feeling. Where was Roddy when I needed him? Of course, he was on his way home, lost in that other modern transit maze, the city bus system, heading toward whatever seedy rooms comforted him at night. Maybe, he was on his way to the girlfriend I didn’t know about. We had a ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ policy regarding other relationships, which pretty much assured that ours remained a temporary fling.


  In lieu of any direct relief, I kept up my desperate journey deeper and deeper inside the gigantic rift that was this strange erotic world. There were no rules on what could be shown before the naked eye, and mine were wide open, not browsing as much as devouring the images. I surfed on feeling crazed and miserable, body aching, tits aching, cunt aching, head aching. Where would this end? 


  Suddenly my alternative world took a drastic shift. Images from the dark lair of S&M appeared before me and another fanatical nosedive followed… leather, latex, lace, black screens with beckoning fingers in the form of bondage, whips and cruel looking women turned the erotic into a hellish landscape. I have no idea how I navigated through that bottomless muck, but I knew that I didn’t want to stop before I’d seen it all. Yes, that would have taken days, a fact that dawned on me about ten o’clock that night when I saw the cleaning lady wheeling her cart toward my cubicle. 


  I came up for air just long enough to tell her that I was too busy to have her clean my tiny workspace. 


  “They sure work you hard around here,” the big black lady sighed, as if she understood my predicament. 


  I nodded and smiled.


  She smiled back and left me to the private disaster I was making of my time. 


  Ten o’clock. What was I doing in the building at this hour? 


  ‘But just another hour,’ the internal voice in me chimed in like a desperate child. 


  No! I was about to close out of the six browsers open on my monitor.


  ‘Ten minutes, please?’ the voice again.


  No! I closed all but the very last window. 


  ‘Five minutes. Til ten fifteen, tops,’ the inner voice kept pleading. 


  I gazed at the clock on the desk, 10:07. Okay. So, what was the matter with another few minutes? my rational mind continued persuasively.


  I hit another link and the machine was flying again as though I’d just brought it back from the dead. Quick as I could, I moved from link to link searching for something I didn’t understand, seeking something I know I didn’t trust, pushed by forces I could not name, but none of that mattered. I couldn’t stop myself. I had to have the satisfaction, now, in big bold renditions. 


  This must be the nature of addictions. They grab for a tiny piece of your attention, and once they have it, they command it all. 


  Submissive, dominant, D/s, masters, slaves, power exchange were meaningful words with great mysteries behind them. Before the clock struck midnight, I was at www.alt.com, hyped up on the immediacy of it and poised to place a personal ad of my own. 


  “I have to lock up, miss,” the big black gal was gently knocking on my cubicle, trying not to destroy my perfect concentration, and yet for the express purpose of doing just that. She couldn’t leave the floor with me still there. 


  “No one else around?” I asked, looking up in a fog.


  “No, miss.”


  “Sorry. I must’ve lost track of time.”


  My computer whirred to a halt, leaving me wondering if I’d find these pages again, and if I did, would I find them as addictive as they’d been all night. 


  ***


  I went home to masturbate to the theme that kept reverberating through my head. Men, strange, mysterious, dark, visionary, purposeful, strong-willed, unbendable men telling me what to do. I opened my thighs while lying back on my bed and fingering the throbbing sliver of skin that makes up my love bud—the sweet little thing was angrily cawing at me because I couldn’t rub myself off fast enough. But I want to savor the experience, I internally screamed. Feel the voices, the words inside my brain. I made up the images when my memory of the websites failed me but the scenes depicted didn’t go far enough. I created dialogue between imaginary people, fashioned a sensuous aura in my mind, drew in the smells of leather, the sounds of leather striking flesh, the pictures incessant and fully fleshed out, all coming from an unknown continent of desire found unexplored in my sexual psyche. How could this be? I would spend days asking myself that question. 


  I didn’t have any answers to my quandary the first time the questions crossed my mind, while reveling in my masturbation. But at the time, I really didn’t care. I had sensation, drama, the image of myself in bondage, dreams of being held captive by unknown forces and men like I’d never met before—real men. (Roddy obviously wasn’t part of the picture)


  My body climbed to the top of an enormous crescendo where I straddled the sensation for minutes, until I couldn’t hold myself back any longer and the bottom fell out of my control. I rocked on my fingers, on my hand, gyrating spastically. Then I shoved my hand inside of my vagina, as if it were a cock. The wanting was imperious, driven, cruel, bossy. At the end of it, there was one hellava crushing, crunching spasm that jerked my groin off the bed… endless more merciful spasms followed. I know I screamed softly, and moaned thereafter. If I’d had a partner to share this with, I would have wailed loudly for the glory of it and to brag about my ecstasy. But being alone, I still nurtured some sense of propriety; it must have been ingrained. Why scream if there is no one to hear? Sensible thought. 


  Mine was a soft scream only I could hear. I was the only one who mattered. 


  ***


  All illusions about myself were shattered that night. I couldn’t sleep. Four times later on I had to come, as if I were on a perpetual sex drug, lost in the land of my body. When I finally woke in the morning, I found I’d subliminally drafted the script for the rest of my life, and it looked nothing like the one I’d been working from since I was twenty-one. Now at thirty-two I was changing everything, dropping assumptions about myself as a conventional woman. All caution thrown to the wind, I leapt from there, purposefully and headlong into the realm of Internet porn—specifically sites that featured S&M and exposes of submissive women living lives as sex slaves, at the mercy of their men. 


  I only screwed Roddy when I couldn’t stand the undeniable demands resulting from my own arousal. Sometimes I was driven to him, forced to take the little used backstairs to the computer lab, where I’d hopefully find him. Often he wasn’t there, but off repairing computers in the offices above. When I did find him alone, I came on to him ravenously. Certainly, this was not the way a submissive woman acted, but I didn’t quite understand that then. I only understood my driving physical need. 


  ***


  After two weeks of self-discovery, gauging my feelings and taking note of the sexual desires surfacing right and left beside me like porpoises in the water, I found the personals site again and decided to place an ad—although I had no intention of answering any replies. I wanted the titillation, fuel added to the inferno already burning inside me. While sanity took a backseat, the obsession ruled. I wrote my ad… something simple. 


  “Wannabe submissive woman looking for men who excite me… strong, patient, creative, determined men who won’t put up with my BS. I don’t know what I like, but I suspect that I’ll do anything you ask, as long as you’re the right man for the job. I’m not sure about pain, because I’ve never had the experience, so go softly to start and help me feel my way through. But, please, please, force me to obey!” 


  I included a picture of myself taken by a former lover, a softly screened black and white nude shot, which was mostly of my back, from my neck down to my ass. My long dark hair almost completely covered the exposed side of my face. I imagine if you knew me well, you might recognize me from the pose, the attitude, the body type. It was very ‘me’ without revealing anything specific. I was taking a chance that no one I knew would find these personals, let alone find my ad. Although the fact that there was even a mere chance of being recognized made the whole experience even more exciting. One minute I wanted to take back the impulsive move and the next I was squirming in my chair, panties flooded with the pungent juices from within—as ripe and powerful as my desire.


  Days after the ad appeared, my personal email was flooded with replies. I had no idea so many men would think they had the balls, the guts, to tame me, to train me to submit and give me the pleasure I so desired. Some messages I immediately deleted—just horny guys with hard-ons and no imagination. Other replies I read more thoroughly, hearing the imagined sounds of their voices speaking in my head. Often the verbiage was the same, and soon almost predictable. I can take you into the darkness… I can make you tremble. I’m experienced, firm but caring, ruthless but wise. One night, I was about to answer the best ones. Why not? The anonymous game made me tingle all over in ways I never had before. Besides, it was only a game, safe, anonymous, without the risk of meeting someone for real… unless of course I really wanted to meet someone…


  Maybe, eventually, I’d be ready for that too… 


  And, then, may not. 


  I read through the selected ten replies one more time, seeing the words repeat… silly, trite, redundant words. The repetitious phrases sounded like these men were reading from the same script… and their impossible claims suddenly lost their ability to inspire me. I dismissed them all, along with the whole silly idea. I put my personal ad profile on hold and walked away from the computer, dismayed and confused… though maybe just afraid. 


  An hour later, I changed my mind. Given the sexual roar inside my body and the demands it made on me, I should, at the very least, allow their fantasies collide with mine. Maybe one would rise above the others and be worth my time. I certainly needed something to assuage the unsatisfied roar within me.


  I’d go back. I’d look again. I’d answer some of the emails with brief remarks, see who was serious, who was just playing games—if it was possible to determine that from an email. 


  I was nearly out of the office, in the downstairs lobby heading for him, when I finally settled on my plan. I almost turned back. As though a tractor beam had attached itself to my crotch, I could feel the tug, its unrelenting determination to have me. The grip of sensibility and sanity had loosened and I stopped. I started back, and then I stopped again and turned toward the outside door … . Waiting for my insides to give me another order.


  Yes! Yes! I’d give it another try! But not today. I needed to be sensible, sleep with my decision. After all, it was almost midnight again and the cleaning lady would be leaving the building. I’d have to leave too. 







  

  Chapter Two
  




  Chapter Two


  Email… from an unknown party.


  My eyes were hardly open enough to focus. It had been a long night. I dragged myself to the office, slurping coffee, hoping it would wake me up.


  Skye Sinclair… if you want the real thing, you can have it safely, without stupidly risking your life. You’re looking for a sexual master; you have one right here in the building…


  I frantically looked around as if someone would be popping out of the woodwork. Everything was normal. 


  Answer this email and we can begin today. Refuse me and I’ll insist you cease your clandestine activities on company time.


  My face flushed beet red, as my heart seemed to leap to my throat. Then my stomach turned suddenly sour and I thought for a minute I’d lose the coffee I’d been gulping. I put my head on the table, on my crossed arms and tried to breathe, to calm. Someone knew. How would they know? Was my computer tapped, my email searched? No, there was no email from the computer ISP… just my Hotmail account with dozens of replies.


  Good God! He must have seen my picture and recognized my body… or that small the sliver of my face. 


  But who? I stared toward the tall stacks of file, the boxes, the cabinets, the wall between me and the outside world, the world of the advertising firm and its network of fasting talking executives and efficient secretaries, running self-importantly with files locked under their arms or in clutched front of them as if they needed protection. 


  Was this blackmail? My first shocked thoughts went naturally down that slippery slope. 


  I raised my head, hit “reply” and sent off the question. 


  Are you blackmailing me?


  Ten minutes later, ten minutes of sweating, stewing, and crazed waiting passed. 


  akol@imcarefullyhidingfromyou.com replied…


  No. No blackmail. You want this master, the offer stands. You don’t, then keep your private activities to private time outside this office. 


  He had clout it would seem. But apparently, I interested him, which made me interested in return. 


  Who are you? was my next message, to which I received the prompt response…


  An admirer of your physicality, your sexuality, and now, it seems, your sexual tastes. You have my email, no need to reply until you’re certain what you want. What’s said between us remains private, forever. 


  No! I couldn’t let the offer rest just yet.


  Am I going to know who you are? I typed right back. 


  Maybe in time. That’s for me to decide.


  You’re not the kid in the mailroom, are you?


  No, and I’m not the computer techie you’ve been fucking at lunch. (I could hear the sarcastic frustration teaming from his dispassionate reply) Enough with the questions, don’t reply until you can give me a firm answer, yes or no. 


  I paused the panic button for several minutes, closed out of Hotmail—someone was approaching my desk. For nearly two hours, I went about company business because that’s what I had to do. A sudden glut of research projects landed on my desk and my focus changed. Even so, residing side by side with my efficient and productive use of company time was a burning in my belly that seemed to swell it far beyond the boundaries of my body. Hysteria. Arousal. Sex. Panic. Reckless anxiety.


  What would I do?


  The day wore on, sometimes speeding by in a frenzy. I was glad that I was working; it kept my mind off other things. Sometimes the minutes ticked by slowly, like molasses falling unhurriedly from a jar. Every dull website I searched reminded me of the rage and the wildness inside. Finally, at five o’clock I hastily typed an answer, the only thing I could think of to say… 


  What would you have me do?


  Ten minutes later:


  If you’re wearing panties, take them off now and sit with your bare ass on your chair. Leave the panties in your top desk drawer… the one you WON’T lock tonight. If you’re wearing pantyhose, cut out the crotch so at the very least your pussy is naked. 


  For the future, don’t wear panties or pantyhose again. Buy a garterbelt and stockings if you have to. And obviously, no jeans, no pants of any kind. Take care of these things for now, and I’ll write more later. 


  Later, when? I’m about to leave for the day! I pounded the keys impatiently. 


  You’ll stay until six. So, do as I say. You want to argue or specify, let’s quit now before you completely disappoint me.


  A day of speculation, anxiety and the raging hothouse of my crotch put me in another panic with this comment. I gulped. My lips were parched and my crotch ached. I couldn’t stop now. 


  No, no no! I typed right back. I want this. Yes. I really do. 


  After rifling off the message with lightning speed, I looked around for voyeurs, and finding none, I fished under the desk, under my skirt for my panties. It was a warm day, just the beginning of summer; so thankfully, I wore no hose. Before I could get the panties down, however, my email account pinged again. 


  Good. Was his reply. Now that’s a decent answer. Feeling the steady deliberateness of his reply, I breathed relieved. Yes, he was giving me exactly what I asked for… I think… strong, patient, creative, determined… as in my ad. Now calm yourself and do as I say. Do it carefully, thinking of me.


  My sensible self thought this sounded silly, especially since I didn’t have any clue who the guy was. But surprisingly, there was a funny power behind the message, and I did as I was told, it seemed he was watching me. Some vague face appeared in my thoughts, looking down on every movement, as I again reached under my skirt and hooked the side of my panties with my finger. A simple, slow tug, a subtle squirming in my seat and the panties were down to my knees. With another glance around and a brief check of my feelings—my thoughts of the master who commanded me had my arousal getting more intense by leaps and bounds—I pulled the panties over my legs and briskly stuffed them into my desk drawer. 


  Done.


  Good girl. Leave at six, no sooner. We’ll meet tomorrow—online.


  Yes, of course, he was exiting the building before me… a cover-up so I wouldn’t know who he was. I was pleased, relieved, scared, but damn curious. After savoring the sweet relief, the triumph and my own impatience for nearly ten minutes, I searched my desk for adequate cover, and found several files I could personally return to the outer offices, while seeing who was still there. Of course, my cyber master might have left by then, but my curiosity wouldn’t let me sit in my seat a moment longer. Besides, if I wiggled much more on the damp, sticky surface of my desk chair, I might have come. I wasn’t sure I was ready for that. 


  At five-thirty there were still a dozen people in the office, agents and secretaries, even the mail room clerk, who I was promised wasn’t my secret master. I did look at him deliberately, just to make sure he wasn’t giving me a fast line to put me off his tail. Nope. The guy was dull and certainly unimaginative… couldn’t have been more unlikely if he tried. If he had been the man, it would have been painfully obvious, which made this guy innocent. I still considered that Roddy was the guilty party, but in six weeks, there wasn’t one significant hint that he had any fascination for the sexual dark world I was after. I focused my attentions instead on the men I’d been ignoring since I started working at Lloyd & Lockhart Advertising—the agents and the higher echelon of executives whose business bored me and whose lifestyles I loathed for their inexcusable self-indulgence. I couldn’t think of one reason to want, approach or lust after any one of them, and yet, it seemed likely that one in their midst was on the other end of my frantic, furtive seesaw email conversation. 


  T J Niven… the comptroller—I knew this only because I had delivered reports to him in the past. He was curiously like the man with whom he shared the famous surname, David Niven: tall with a ramrod straight back and a poised polished look he carefully kept. In spite of the fact that he wasn’t English at all, I always thought I’d hear that distinctive accent come from his mouth, and was surprised when he revealed that he was just good old American. I thought him a bit of a wimp, actually, but he could be a closet pervert—maybe. 


  “Miss Sinclair,” he nodded as I passed him by. He’d never done that before, never said anything to me before. Sure, I’d delivered reports, but we’d never, ever connected. Suddenly my tummy was tingling, my pussy a little hotter than it already was in its wildly aroused state. I moved on. There were other possibilities to consider.


  Ellington Lloyd… the President with a capital P. He had swaggering good looks, charm and elegance, though he took great pains to look casual for the troops: loosening his tie by midday, throwing his suit coat over his shoulder as he left for the evening, patting the secretaries on the back, all standard procedure. He was cheerleader, creator, the dynamo behind the advertising firm, and no doubt titillated any woman who passed through the door. I knew of three secretaries who thought he was ‘cute’;  though cute was not the word I’d call him—not a man who’s nearly fifty years old. Still, if I bothered to get beyond the elements of his life I found crass and tedious, I could actually find him sexy. Could he pull off the ruse? Without a doubt. But would he have the time? The inclination? Not likely. Still, I could hardly scratch him off the list of possibilities. You never knew what was inside a man where he kept his secrets hidden. 


  “The report you asked for,” I said handing him one of the files I held to my chest. I hadn’t bothered to knock on his door; this was just a delivery. 


  “Yes, thank you,” he looked up and nodded at the same time answering the phone. He stared at me, I’m sure of it, deliberately stared. I didn’t now whether to go or stay. He seemed to make a waving motion that suggested I remain. Then as he talked, he thumbed through my research, appearing as interested in what I’d found as he was in the phone conversation. Finally, his face turned grim, “One second,” he said to the caller. He covered the mouthpiece; “I’ll catch you later.” He smiled and seemed to wave me on, so I left. See me later? About what? Our paths almost never crossed and he wanted something from me now? My hackles were up, my suspicions raised. 


  Joel McNary… advertising agent, the cream of the crop, a less influential version of Ellington Lloyd. He was still a forceful personality and in this younger version was seriously good-looking, even cute. His perfectly groomed dark hair and sculptured features were straight from the pages of a gentleman’s magazine. And though he was at risk of looking too much like a cliché, I could appreciate the package and its impact on most females. It certainly wouldn’t upset me if he were my mystery man. As I looked him straight in the face while handing him the finished project he’d tossed on my desk earlier that day, he looked me straight in the eye. I almost stepped back in surprise and I definitely lost my powers of speech. Suddenly remembering that my crotch was totally bare underneath my fairly short skirt, I worried that somehow the whole office could see through my beige skirt, and my private parts were there to critique. “Thank you, Miss… hum,” he’d forgotten my name.


  “Just call me Skye.”


  “Skye?”


  “Yes, Skye.” I must have sounded like a fool. 


  “Well, Skye, thank you so much.” He acted like he’d never seen me before, which was hardly the case. Maybe he was really seeing me for the first time. In the wake of that brief meeting I felt a wave of familiarity, of interest pass from him to me. Could he possibly be the one? My entire body tittered at the thought. No. Never. I’d never be that lucky. But what if I was? Impulse made me smile at him like schoolgirl with a crush. Then I tossed my head, and moved away, shaking my ass as I went. 


  Toward the far side of the office, as far from my corner and cubicle as possible, I found Preston Lockhart still in his office. Lockhart—heir to half the company assets but actually a bit player in the company, considering the disparity in the weight of his name and the job he chose. It wasn’t that he couldn’t fill his deceased daddy’s shoes as an advertising magnet, he simply had other talents more important to the agency. Preston Lockhart—I always thought his name must be a nightmare to live with; and it only added to his aloof and stuffy attitude. He was too impeccable, too perfectly manicured, too seemingly uptight for me to be attracted to him—now that I was suddenly evaluating every man I saw in the office. In his youth, he’d have been the soccer, maybe hockey player… no, on second thought, he probably crewed… for Yale, I think. Yes. It was a Yale diploma hanging on his wall. 


  If Joel McNary stepped from the pages of GQ, this man stepped out of the past, out of the twenties, out of F. Scott Fitzgerald, The Great Gatsby, with the panache of bygone days—maybe why he chose to remain the official company watchdog, the efficiency expert everyone wanted to shoo away. That fact obviously didn’t bother him. He was cold enough to chill ice cubes in May. A sexual master? A sadistic animal? Humph, I shrugged, he was as likely and unlikely as the others I been evaluating since I made my bold excursion into the office. 


  “Miss Sinclair?” He looked up from the papers in front of his nose.


  “Yes,” I answered politely.


  “Your first name?” he asked like this was an interview. 


  “Syke,” I replied. 


  “You make that up?” He questioned me with an air of suspicion.


  “No, I didn’t make that up,” I sounded offended. 


  He raised his eyebrows critically, and I got the chills. 


  “You wanted these,” I shoved my last file of papers toward him. I wanted out of there fast, becoming instantly impatient. I’d been quickly reminded of why I didn’t like these people, and had stayed clear of them all this time. 


  He poured over the documents about copyrights and trade names. Probably important stuff to him, although it was boring to me.


  “You’re not finished,” he curtly observed.


  “No, but I thought you might want this to start.”


  “No, I want the whole thing when it’s done tomorrow,” he handed the file back to me. 


  “Tomorrow, when?” I asked. 


  “By ten.”


  “Ten?”


  “Yes, ten. Get here early for a change and get some work done… you waste enough hours as it is, Skye Sinclair.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “I’ll see you at ten tomorrow morning,” he dismissed me without offering any further explanation. I guess he didn’t have to. My cold chills went on for hours afterwards and I had no explanation why. I added him to the list, I had to after that remark, You waste enough hours as it is, Syke Sinclair. Might be innocent. Might be incriminating. Might be a fairly logical comment for an efficiency expert.


  ***


  By the time I left, just after six o’clock, I’d had mixed messages from four office icons, all of which might have pointed to my mystery man. Confusion reigned. The only solution I had for this critical situation was between my thighs. My bare pussy pressed against the seat of my car, dampened the fabric just as it had dampened the fabric of my desk chair. As I drove home, I thought of my panties stuffed inside my desk drawer, easily visible to anyone who opened it. Anyone could stumble on them… anyone looking for a pencil pull could open the drawer and wonder why the research assistant had left a pair slightly soiled black panties in her desk. Sure, the possibility that someone would discover them was probably remote. More likely, whoever was behind the email messages would have an easy way to know if I was following his orders. If it was a test, I suppose I passed. 


  Riding home, the reminder of my lust throbbed between my legs. The ache hurt. As I pulled into the parking garage of the apartment building, I pressed my fingers to my crotch and began to play with myself. I couldn’t wait. Stopping the car in my assigned stall, I leaned back and continued to play with my wet pussy. Looking down, I could see my breasts pushing against the fabric of my blouse, and my nipples hard and poking through the silk. A few efficient strokes of my fingers against my clit, a few more… “Gawd yeesssssss,” I quietly murmured, panting, groaning, hoping I wouldn’t be seen as I came. Because of my long day of frustrated arousal, my need was great and I came hard, belly grinding in powerful spasms, pussy spilling wet stuff on my hand, “Acccccccccchhhhhhhhh, yessssssssss.” 


  I collapsed into the seat, breathing heavily for some seconds, then I stumbled from my car and stumbled up the stairs and into my apartment. Closing the door behind me, I locked it, bolted it and attached the connecting chain—as if any of that would keep the lusty demons off my back and out of my crotch. 
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  Chapter Three


  I had my dream dates everyday with akol@yourmaster.com.


     Masturbate at your desk, just as you’re finishing lunch. Email when you’re about to come.


  By ten the next day, I was desperate for this message, about to email him demanding he pay attention to me. And then, this little missal arrived to insist I do exactly what I knew I had to. So titillated by the assignment, I barely gazed about to see if it was safe before my fingers dove for the pulsing wetness between my thighs. I was little more than a blatant whore, churning my groin against my hand, which zeroed in on all the right places. Naughty me, I didn’t want to come too soon… I wanted the sensations to linger, to gain intensity before it spilled free. The fact of my vulnerable position only increased my excitement. Of course, I’d stop if someone suddenly appeared from between the files, or along the back corridor. But no one did. Fifteen minutes of beautiful sensation brought me to the perfect peak, and just as I was about to let the explosion rip, I remembered the whole of the master’s message. Email when you’re about to come.


  Damn him! I said to myself as I pulled my hand away.


  Now, please! I quickly typed and sent my message.


  Yes. Right. Waiting for permission was part of the game. I backed off a dozen times… spending nearly twenty minutes teetering on the edge of oblivion before the man finally emailed back. 


  Stop now. You’ll get to come when you’ve earned the right. 


  No, no, please! I shot right back. 


  His reply seemed almost instantaneous. Maybe the game’s up before it’s even started, Miss Skye Sinclair. Follow the rules, or quit. 


  Sorry… but can’t I please come?


  Sorry, Sir, he corrected me by return mail, apparently having decided that I needed to address him more formally, and no you can’t come now. You’ll have to wait. In the meantime, no coming without permission. I own your body, your mind, your soul. That’s the first rule of submission. You get this one, you might make yourself worthy of a master. 


  I hated him for denying me… but it was as I asked. It was as I had imagined. Exactly. Denial, creating a pulse of sexual excitement I could hardly contain. Men—a man—who won’t put up with my BS… who forced me to obey. That was the gist of my personal ad. 


  Be careful what you pray about, what you dream, what you imagine, what you dare to think. From somewhere beyond my memory the warning flew in as a reminder. I had to decide, was this what I really wanted?


  ***


  The messages that followed my lunchtime masturbation got more specific, more intrusive, more pointed. 


  End the affair with the computer tech.  End all your affairs. 


  The order was short and precise.


  Yes, absolutely, it was time to end my fling with Roddy—although it wasn’t easy pushing him away.


  Tell him you have another man. What? Was he in my brain, reading my mind?


  Focus all your thoughts on me. 


  Yes yes… I was doing that, thinking of him every hour, every minute.


  Dress for me, walk for me, live for my commands. 


  Yes, I was doing that too, getting sluttier, more provocative, unbuttoning my blouses to expose my breasts, letting peeks of flesh appear for the casual eye, wearing a garterbelt and stockings in lieu of pantyhose, wondering if anyone noticed, wondering if my master witnessed my transformation.


  Look the men in the office in the eyes as if you’re looking into mine. Let them see your lust and understand you are a sexual woman… 


  The dressing was easy, but eye contact was hard with men I’d sworn to hate. I still wanted to dismiss them, cut through their façades with my critical knife, but I was turning into putty instead. Every day there was a new incarnation of myself to wonder about. Why was I making these changes so easily? 


  Ellington Lloyd, Joel McNary, T J Niven, Preston Lockhart… and the others soon knew exactly who I was: Skye Sinclair, the woman at the far end of the building, the head of research, the slut in sheep’s clothing who’d been hiding all this time. 


  At the end of my day, however, I was still no closer to knowing my mystery man than when this charade began. Every night I went to bed with one of the primary players in my mind, with akol@mysteriouswarrior.com hanging over my head like a Sword of Damocles. He evolved from night to night, but he was never flesh and blood, anything more than an apparition, the phantom prince of my kinky nightmares. 


  Why can’t you tell me who you are? I typed the desperate message, hoping for an honest answer.  


  Keep looking them in the eye. Eventually you’ll connect with me and you’ll know then who I am. 


  ***


  The messages were always brief, sometimes incisive, and growing increasing sexual, increasingly graphic. 


  Find a sizeable, but comfortable dildo to wear in your pussy. Insert it in the morning, fasten it in tight and wear it to the office tomorrow. 


  No! No, absolutely not! Was my immediate reply. 


  But then my resolve crumbled like so much dust. How could I not? How could I dismiss the rumbling in my tummy, the wetness between my thighs, the aroma of sex emitted from my pores as the brilliance of this next assignment seized my imagination? 


   My body shuddered in advance, then shuddered more as I combed the nearest sex shop for the right equipment for the task. I found a five-inch dildo and a smooth silk rope, and dwelling on the lure of this assignment, I even tried on a black lace corset in the dressing room, becoming so aroused I wanted to masturbate. But my master’s orders stopped me. I left the shop with bag in hand, dildo and rope inside, leaving the corset lying on the dressing room floor.


  I couldn’t imagine wearing the weighty piece inside me all day, but I would. For him, if not for me.


  ***


  It had been three days since my last orgasm. My body was raw, exploding every hour in reminder of the pleasure denied me. But I was true to my word, too hooked on my master’s game to disobey an order. 


  I left my apartment the next morning, attired in a denim skirt, a bright yellow t-shirt and a pair of summer sandals. Standing in front of the mirror, I made certain no one would ever know the secret beneath the skirt, as the heavy weight of the fabric covered any evidence of the ropes and dildo underneath. Afraid the dildo would slip out, I’d bound my groin so tightly that the ropes cut and every move was a reminder of this gross absurdity. Sitting became a dicey situation: some positions were excruciatingly painful, while others, I could hardly tell there was something lodged inside me. Regardless, I never forgot the strain of the ropes wrapping my waist, bisecting my crotch and tied off behind me. I wouldn’t bend over, I wouldn’t brush up against anyone, and if I could safely hide in my cubicle all day, I would. 


  For a time I ignored the effect the bondage was having on me. It was an annoyance, not a pleasure. But all that changed during lunch, as I was taking bite of a salad, sitting primly as if the dildo was an anchor keeping me in place when my computer pinged, alerting me to a newly received message. 


  Think about what you’re doing, Skye. And think about why.


  More orders, these were simple ones, and I let my mind drift to thoughts of him… Niven, Lockhart, McNary, and Lloyd, the strange composite of the four gentlemen in the office and everything else I imagined the man to be. Of course, I could be way off base and my email master was none of these men, perhaps someone much less attractive, much more mundane, much more approachable, much less exciting than I hoped for. I let my imagination drift away, and soon the effect of the dildo and ropes became more than an annoyance, more than irritation, more than just another assignment. It worked on me like the fingers of a lover, tempting, taunting, revealing the truth about myself. My belly swelled with desire, as my thoughts were captured, poised on the unknown man who demanded this of me. I was at his feet, naked but for this simple gear, waiting for his touch, waiting for the revelation. 


  The phone suddenly jangled, knocking me out of my dreams. 


  “Research Department,” I answered.


  “Face the window, Skye, and pull down the blind. Close your eyes and wait for me. Do it now.”


  Now? Here? Inside this half hidden cubicle? But what if…? I tried to blurt out, but it was too late. The phone clicked and the dial tone buzzed in my ear like a buzz saw. 


  I swiveled my chair, reached for the mini-blind ropes and tugged until the slats dropped down. Afraid to move from there, I closed my eyes and waited, feeling him near, feeling the ropes, the gnawing dildo in my pussy and my arousal soar far beyond its previous bounds. My body ached for his physical touch. 


  In minutes, my obedience was rewarded as I heard the crisp sound of shoes in the corridor and then the shuffling of feet behind me. Feeling the presence of a body hovering over me, I mentally sifted through the images, the men, the possibilities, and the ones I’d already dismissed. The cuff of his shirt brushed my cheek, while the scent of his cologne wafted toward my nostrils. He rested a palm on my shoulder and squeezed firmly. 


  His voice was low and muffled as it had been on the phone, so unlike the four men I knew about… or so I believed. 


  “The demands become serious from here on, Skye.” His fingers caressed my face and my body trembled scared. “Play with yourself for me. Eyes closed, hand inside your crotch.”


  “Here? Now?” I croaked that old refrain. 


  “Here. Now,” he softly confirmed. 


  I lifted my skirt and parted my thighs, while the energy of sex burst from me in a raging torrent. For days I hadn’t come, so it only took a minute of frantic play to have me at the edge. 


  His hand gripped my throat hard. I was sure I’d suffocate. “Come!” he ordered, bending down to whisper in my ear. My body seemed to rip apart, with the end crashing in around me. My ass lifted off the seat, then my bound groin rocked back and forth as it settled down, making the chair squeak with each jarring movement, certainly telegraphing my state of being to the whole goddam world. I forgot myself, the place, the time, the company, and groaned because I could do no less.


  “Hush!” I heard his imperative firmly remind me where I was. Then as the spasms ceased to shake my groin, he released his grip. He backed away, saying, “No one’s going to bother you.  Pull yourself together and get back to work.”


  The sensations lingered with me long into the afternoon, along with the memory of his scent, the feel of his hand, the warmth of his skin, the gentle firmness of his voice. If only I had turned around and opened my eyes, I’d have seen his face. But he remained, instead, my mystery, the man without a face, without a name. 


  The ropes remained in place and the dildo in my pussy until the end of my workday. There was not another word from my master in that time; I suppose he believed he’d said enough. At home that night, I washed the dildo and rope and placed them in a silk bag in the bottom of my lingerie drawer, there to wait for other orders, another time. There to haunt me, I suppose. 


  ***


  Three days passed, and as the busy world of Lloyd & Lockhart exploded with work for me to do, I had no time for email conversations… even if I was driven to check my messages hourly. Curiously, my master was silent. On the second day, without a familiar message in my inbox, I took off to investigate… see who was out of the office. To my disappointment, all four of my prime suspects along with the other less likely possibilities were in the building, intact, sticking to the office as if they’d been pasted there, cut-out paper doll caricatures working diligently, just as I was. Deprived of clues to my master’s identity, I headed back to my cubicle and my steadily rising mountain of work. 


  For a time, the silence in my email was some relief, but soon the satiation of that one long ago climax dwindled. My body asked for more. No! I denied it firmly. It asked again, as often as I would think of the mysterious man in charge and his continuing effect on me. I denied it myself repeatedly, realizing that I could masturbate, if I really got that horny. But it was the principle of the matter… sure, I could fudge on the rules and get myself off—in seconds likely—but then I’d have to lie to him, and to myself. I’d feel the guilt like an accusing parent wagging its finger at my weakness. 


  Third day waiting… I went home feeling limp as a rag, my body crawling with the pressing need. Any touch, any slight touch, and my crotch was likely to explode. I slumped in my easy chair, took a long drink of ice water and wished for something to deliver me from this disaster. I wanted the man, but I wanted him closer. Email was not enough when email was cold. My fantasies were not enough when they could vanish with the breeze. I needed his warmth, the sound of his voice, the touch of his hand to take this crushed desire and make it mean something. 


  Impatient me… I should have known he’d read my mind and my impatience and understand my plight—after all, he’d created it; but it took nearly half my evening before I rather accidentally discovered a package wedged in my mailbox. One minute I was drowning in my physical denial, the next, I was suddenly reminded by a TV commercial that I hadn’t collected my daily mail. 


  ***


  “Read first” the envelope said in a scratchy masculine script. Pen and ink on a bright white note. “Begin no later than ten pm. Finish your preparations in twenty minutes and wait.”


  My body answered with alarm. A glance at the clock, it was already ten to ten… I read on with my eyes growing wider as one command followed the next, as the master explained the items in the box—which I tore apart until the tissue paper was in shreds and lying before me was a blindfold, rope and handcuffs. 


  If you forget the first instruction, I was warned, you may wait a long time for your rescue.


  That first instruction… Put your house key under the mat outside your front door. 


  I finally moved, forced by my resolve, and the white-hot feel of my crotch. My thighs rubbed together and I groaned aloud. This was crazy, utterly crazy! But wonderful!


  With my house key safely nudged under the doormat, I continued the long and detailed list, first placing a straight-backed dining room chair in the center of my living room. Then I stripped away my clothes, rubbed my body with scented lotion—that was by my inspiration—then I proceeded to sit in the chair and bind my ankles to chair legs and my knees, spread wide, to either side of the seat. He’d provided just enough rope to complete each task; he was an efficient man. Once my lower limbs were secure, I continued with the instructions, placing one handcuff around my left wrist, then covering my eyes with the blindfold so I couldn’t see anything but a tiny sliver of light below, where the soft illumination of the living room lamp seeped inside. Should I turn out the light? I wondered to myself. 


  No! No! It’s a waste of time; I answered my question quickly… my twenty minutes is nearly gone. 


  I had memorized the last instruction, having read it ten times through… dwelling on what that meant. 


  Slip your hands behind your back, behind the back of the chair, and work the second handcuff around your right wrist, press it closed until you hear the lock set.


  This was crazy. I didn’t even know the man and I was putting myself in bondage from which couldn’t escape. Why? 


  What made me trust him? Or was it even a matter of trust? Had my life become so tedious that I’d let myself be lured by such sexual promises? Apparently so. 


  It didn’t matter, however, what my better judgment told me. I completed the bondage as ordered, believing, hoping I’d be rescued and delivered from this crazy lust. 


  ***


  The minutes dragged on endlessly, making rude accusations of about my stupidity with each defining tick of the clock. How could I do this to myself? How could I be so foolish when I didn’t even know his name, had never laid my eyes on his face? What craziness had brought me into this horror!


  The minutes dragged and I began to sweat. My hands nervously worked the cuffs, as I wondered if I could free myself. But the metal held me fast, made the bondage stick, and continued to remind me of the predicament I’d gullibly walked right in to. No, there was no plan for rescue but the one my master outlined. I remembered his words and prayed.


  Be content to wait, Skye. Be content.


  How the hell could I be content? Did he know how I suffered? Understand the horror of waiting? My fear of failing him? Failing me? Looking stupid in the eyes of the world, as I naively followed the instructions of an anonymous man? 


  Yes, of course, he knew. He evidently knew me well—better than I knew myself— and that was why he could so easily put me in bondage without laying a finger on my body. 


  For a time I disappeared… I’m certain that I didn’t sleep, but I didn’t daydream and I don’t remember being conscious, not until I suddenly heard the sound of a key in the front door. Ah relief! My fear of not being rescued slowly subsided… though it was quickly replaced by more immediate concerns. 


  The sound of shoes on my hardwood floor became not one pair but two, as the game took an unanticipated turn. Was I prepared for this? Two masters? Was I naïve to think I was dealing with one man alone? What if they were all masters—these mysterious men who populated my office? How many were there? Had I become their slut, their toy to use? I raced from thought to thought afraid of the answers, afraid of the questions. 


  Then a voice suddenly jerked me out of my hysteria and into reality. 


  “You say her name is Skye?” I heard the question, but not the answer. 


  “Voluptuous little thing, isn’t she? You suppose she can take a beating?”


  Something cold and thin drew a line between my naked breasts, down my torso to my tummy, finally jabbing me in the crotch. 


  My flesh jumped. My crotch quickened. I could feel hot tears of fear inside the blindfold. 


  “How they do play with fire…”


  There was but one voice speaking, once voice taunting. The second man was silent, replying silently to his friend.


  Something cold and harsh crept up and clamped down on my left nipple; its twin repeated with a steely grip on the right one. My tits dragged heavily from the weight, stretched downward, the skin pinched, a tiny but screaming pain rolling through my body. I bit my lip as my body tensed. 


  “Better if you relax…” the voice addressed me specifically. 


  I could sense him circling me, his implement—a baton, a cane, the tip of a knife, perhaps—made contact with my skin in unexpected places: my shoulder, my knee, my ass, scratching the surface and causing me to jerk each time.


  I attempted to obey the unseen master and relax, while wondering where the other man had been… was he still there? My breathing slowed, and as the sharp pains in my nipples began to ease, I sensed the wildness in my crotch, the clawing, aching need for sex supplant the heavy ache from the dangling clamps. 


  “Ooo, yes, look how she squirms to avoid her lust.” He couldn’t be more delighted with my distress. 


  Perhaps my saner self hated these taunts, but my sexual self was on fire. The need in me ignored for days billowed free now. My only prayer was for release… not from the bondage, but from the ache, the pain of not coming, this crazy sensation that was driving me mad. Heaven help me! I sat before two cruel sadists no long wondering why I put myself in this position, wondering only if they’d get me off. 


  One was in front of me, the other behind, weaving his fingers through my dark hair, pulling, like he’d strangle me. 


  “You want to come?”


  Yes! I heard his voice… but I still I didn’t recognize the man. 


  “Yes, sir, I want to come.”


  The man in front began to play with me, tease me with his fingers, jab me with his tool and pinch my clitoris until it hurt. Waves of sensation rolled through my body, again and again. I was close to coming. 


  “You think you’ve earned it, slut?”


  “Oh, sir, I hope so. I’ve done everything you’ve asked.”


  “Indeed. Indeed you have.”


  He pulled my hair down and my head back, as if he could look into my eyes.


  As the other man continued manipulating my genitals, I couldn’t wait. He wouldn’t stop, not even for a second. Soon, my body flooded free with this wild excess. 


  “Oh, pllllleeeeease!” I quietly pleaded to the man above me. 


  “You’re holding back for me, that’s good.” He let go my hair and my head bobbed forward. “Put her out of her misery,” he said coldly to the other man. 


  On cue, the man in front increased his efforts so that in seconds, my pussy gushed with juice. The empty cavern clenched, and clenched again, as if it was looking for something inside to bear down on. 


  So what if it was a wasted effort without a cock in side me. My whole being died in that moment of surrender… taken to heaven with a solitary pleasure. 


  I was too far gone to hear or feel the handcuffs unlocked. But when the men were at my door, walking out on me, one of them called back, “You can set yourself free, Skye, whenever you’re ready.” 


  I shook myself awake, while my belly still spasmed in tiny aftershocks of the big quake. I moved fast once I discarded the blindfold, suddenly frantic with new things on my mind. Freeing my bound legs, I raced to the window looking down on the street, straining in the darkness to see what make of car, if any, was speeding away. But the street was empty of traffic, no car doors shut, no pedestrians walked briskly in the night, no masters and voyeurs passed by. They’d already escaped the neighborhood undetected, leaving me to wonder, to worry still who claimed my thoughts so brutally, who owned me with the sound of his vague voice, whose cold typed messages had the power to lure the most degrading acts from me, a girl once innocent of such strange sex.
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  Chapter Four


  In the several days after, my apartment, well being and body were raided in the night, I kept a low profile in the office. Despite the fact that I was terribly curious about my visitors, my apprehensions seemed to prevent my previous bold adventures into the outer offices. I ducked out of hallways, walked rapidly down corridors and spent as much time as possible sheltered by my cubicle, busy with a flurry of important tasks. Even the casual glance from a coworker was likely to make me blush, and I’d suddenly feel a quickening warmth creeping through my body. I was afraid that everyone knew my secret.


  In the meantime, I waited impatiently for another message from my email master, dreading but anticipating his next command. There had been just one lone message after the appalling night in my apartment:


  It is a credit to you that you’re learning fast. I will be in touch.


  Was he out of town for the week following? Had the job taken too much of his time to bother with me? Those questions floated in my brain for days, with no reasonable answers surfacing to calm my inner turmoil. This time I had no desire to inspect the office for clues to satisfy my curiosity. I allowed myself to stew in my embarrassment and my quandary. 


  Five days later, I returned to my desk after lunch—during which I’d gone to the tech office in basement that day, seeking solace from an unknowing Roddy—and clicking into my personal email as usual, I watched the screen flicker as I shrugged off my sweater. 


  A message from akol@mysterymaster.com popped into my email and I could hardly sit down, nervous as a June bride, my shattered poise making me almost lose it in my wobbly desk chair. My sex hormones began to rumble, making my tummy flutter and my pussy wet. I spent several seconds trying to settle myself, and finally opened the email without redeeming my composure at all. 


  You’ll find a bag inside your right desk drawer. Take it unopened to the 5th floor conference room, and then follow the instructions to the letter. Leave now… and don’t fail me.


  Why would he think I’d fail him? 


  My right desk drawer always needed a tug to get it open; the lock would jam, and only with the right jiggling could I get it loose. That day, I pressed the knob and it opened without the familiar tug; this was odd. Inside the drawer, at the top, sitting on a spare pair of shoes, my make-up kit, a Kleenex box, and other personal items, was a brown velvet bag, tied with a drawstring at the top. I grabbed it, trying blindly to feel the contents, and then with my insides all keyed up and nearly nauseous, I sped off down the back corridor toward the elevator. Luckily, there was no one to witness my obvious distress, just a janitor who didn’t give a hoot about me, sweeping the floor with a huge dust mop. 


  5th Floor Conference Room. I didn’t even know there was one. 


  The 5th floor was the spare parts annex for two floors of Lloyd & Lockhart offices below… a file room, temporary desks for the accounting department during an audit, a little-used lunchroom for secretaries and clerks, who most often opted to leave the building to lunch at one of the cafés, coffee shops or bistros on the street. Grey walls, grey furniture, grey floors, and a Coke machine that droned annoyingly loud; who’d want to spend their lunch hour there? It was my first time through the sparse place and hopefully my last. Although at the moment, I was too engrossed in finding the Conference Room to care. I listened to the clicking of typewriters and computers in the two offices along the corridor and arrived at the end of the hall, standing in front of a windowless door, labeled with a black plastic plaque, Conference Room. 


  Inside, the environment was a little more hospitable than the rest of the 5th floor. A blue-green carpet covered the linoleum tile and the chairs and conference table were a warm blond wood, smooth with rounded edges. Across the wall opposite the door was a bank of undraped windows that looked down on the street. I dropped the brown velvet bag onto the table and peered outside, feeling grateful that I wouldn’t need to worry about anyone surprising me. 


  Beyond the glass, beyond the busy city street below, were residential neighborhoods of simple wood frame and brick trimmed houses. To the left, the street meandered down a hill to the riverfront where trendy shops lined the thoroughfare; and to the right in the distance, the middle class neighborhoods ended at the woods of the city park, which stretched on for some distance, farther than my eye could see. 


  I turned back, staring at the velvet bag for what seemed like many minutes—although it was probably just seconds—immobilized by my fear. My mind flashed back to the incident in my apartment five days before. It was enough to make me split the scene, leaving the bag and my desires in favor of my sanity. Instead, my hands of their own volition impulsively flew to the satin ties, tugging and pulling the opening apart. I shook out the contents: a note, rope wrist cuffs, dildo, high-heels and assorted clamps spilled loudly onto the wood surface … so loudly I wanted to smother the noise with my body. Did it call attention to my presence there? Was there anyone who might be curious? I furtively looked around, any second expecting someone to come popping through the doors to investigate. 


  I could have fled the room, but like a robot with no mind of my own, I picked up the note and began to read the instructions. 


  Place one of the large armchairs before the window, then strip naked. Replace your shoes with the high-heels. Cuff each wrist in a leather cuff, and then lubricate the anal plug—so this was an anal plug!—with your pussy juices. There should be enough to coat it sufficiently so the plug slides neatly into your ass. Hold it there—it should stay with little effort. Then place the connecting nipple pins over your nipples and squeeze them tight. When you feel a small ripple of pain, stop and let the chain dangle free. Go slowly, let every step arouse you. Next, tie ropes to the top of each forward chair leg and attach them to the large clamps, which can rest on the chair seat until you’re ready to use them.


  Finally, position yourself bending forward over the back of the chair—the one he wanted me to use hit me at my waist—and then with a little ingenuity you’ll be able to lock the rings embedded in the wrist cuffs to the clamps. Pull tight; they are designed to lock up short, preventing you from releasing yourself.


  By the time I’d followed each order, my heart was about to jump through my chest, my palms were wet with sweat and there was a shine across my body that must have made me glow in the yellow light from above. I wished I’d not snapped the lights on the moment I entered the room and had left it dark; but at the time, it was as grey inside as the cloudy day outside. Once I completed the self-bondage, just like the night in my apartment, there was no way I could escape without someone there to help—at least none that came to mind.


  Allow your body to feel, Skye. Relish the sensation, and look forward to the impact that will follow. 


  Close your eyes; I’ll be there soon. 


  There I was, poised over the back of a sizeable armchair, legs spread and my arms stretched before me, secured to the legs in front. Dangling from my pinched nipples, the chain hung heavily, drawing the flesh out to the limit of its endurance, and at the same time creating a most exquisite ache.  


  Allow your body to feel, Skye. Relish the sensation, and look forward to the impact that will follow. 


  Close your eyes; I’ll be there soon. 


  Was it possible to relish the feel of this? Impact… what did that mean, I wondered as I waited in the silent, stuffy, room. 


  Close your eyes; I’ll be there soon. 


  With the lights from above beaming down on my bound body, I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and told myself not to panic. 


  It would seem that my life as this master’s submissive would be filled with long stretches of time, waiting… the rush, the warmth, the exploding sexual energy of anticipation and then the wait, the endless wait… the tease, the seduction, the mind-fuck, the forbidden lust. This was what drove me into danger, what threatened my sanity, turned off my good judgment, propelled me headlong forward. It didn’t look pretty. It wasn’t romantic. Nothing about this looked like love—unless you could call my plunge into the sexual Netherlands a daring act of self-love. My lust followed its own logic into a world that was at the same time degrading, insane and glorious. 


  By the time the lights went off, I was swimming in the sensations that flooded my body, almost orgasmic as the dildo in my ass moved with the involuntary massage of my inner muscles. I was so far inside myself that I hardly realized someone had entered the room, until I felt something touch my back. My eyes shot open for an instant and then closed again even tighter when the sudden rap of a whistling cane seared the flesh of my ass. 


  “Yeeeeeeeesh!” I exclaimed under my breath. 


  “Oh, so you want an audience,” the voice spoke softly.


  “No, sir,” I whispered quietly. 


  He struck again with a blistering cut across the top of my thighs, and I couldn’t prevent a tiny cry from escaping my lips. But then, afraid he’d be upset with me, I sucked in air and bit my lip. It might have even bled a bit. 


  “Enough?” 


  I heard the question in his voice but didn’t now how to reply, so I kept my silence. 


  His hand was at my ass, pressing the dildo into me rhythmically, as he would a cock. Then, his fingers dropped lower, massaging my pussy, the labia and clitoris, and finally pinching the tiny bud of my clit until I almost cried out. He knew my body was screaming with arousal, backed by pent-up, unspent need. With just the slight manipulation of his fingers, the dam inside me seemed to burst and my body went taut. I pulled up tugging on the cuffs and shook the chair with my shaking body. The heavy chain between my breasts tore at my nipples, as if it would tear them off, while tiny rivers of pain shooting from the pinched skin expanded the deep orgasmic pulse of climax. My pussy grabbed at air as it came, yearning for the cock that should have been there. Meanwhile, behind me, bending over my body, the master of my fantasyland clutched my hair with one hand and shoved the anal plug ever deeper into my ass. 


  By chance, perhaps just by accident, I opened one eye again, just long enough to see the cuff of his shirt and the gold cufflink gleaming in the light above. I shut it tight again as soon as the fact registered in my brain. I was angry with myself for peeking, for having such ill-gained knowledge about my master. Like a child at Christmas, stealing glimpses of his presents before Christmas morning, I was stealing away the mystery and denying myself the pleasure of surprise. 


  The incident in the 5th Floor Conference Room ended when my master let go my hair and pulled the anal plug from my ass—it exited with a swooshy sort of pop. He removed the clamps from my nipples, along with their connecting chain. The briskness of the act almost made me howl as blood rushed back to fill the tortured flesh. He worked methodically, removing the wrist-cuffs and the clamps that attached them to the chair.


  “You’ll keep the shoes and wear them when I ask you to,” he informed me, as a way of saying goodbye. 


  I lay still as a mouse with my body draped over the back of the chair, immobilized by the surreptitious crime of peeking, and worried that he knew I had. “Yes, sir,” I answered his instruction as an afterthought.


  He spoke coldly, I thought, although it was difficult to judge his mood. Did he have moods? Or was he always the same, coolly distant, somewhat haughty man. Did he always speak in the same passionless monotone, or was there a more animated personality beyond the persona he used while interacting with me?


  He had left me without saying another word and with no more knowledge of his identity than I already had. The clue of the cufflink created a terrible feeling in me. Thankfully, I didn’t have enough knowledge of the men I worked with to know exactly which man wore cufflinks like the one I saw. I would spend the next few days avoiding the men in the office. Suddenly, I didn’t want to know. I wanted only the surprise. 


  ***


  A week later, I had dinner with my friend Cassandra, at Morrow’s Seafood Grill. She’d flown in from Philadelphia the day before and I couldn’t wait to see her. We were college friends, though I’d dropped out of University of Pennsylvania while she finished her degree in architecture. She had a fabulous career and a husband who made big bucks in radio station advertising. When I first met him, he seemed to think we had something in common since we were both in advertising. I set him straight real quick. I was in research, not advertising, and the difference was obvious. Advertising was simply the business in which I worked. 


  Initially, I was envious of Cassandra, but that was only until I met the ‘man of her dreams’. One glance at him, I doubt she’d ever dreamt about a man like Howard Weston. He had thinning hair, a pudgy build, big jowls and a sappy smile. He was far too busy and self absorbed to be romantic. But he did supply her with every material wish that popped into her pretty head—and that made her happy. I mean really made her happy. Money was important to Cassandra beyond anything else. Happiness, contentment, success were all wrapped up in the same package, covered with dollar bills. 


  Her values might have grated on my more Spartan sensibilities, but since we met only twice a year, I could tolerate her yen for material wealth while enjoying her grace, her lovely eyes, and the way she raved about her life. She gave me a yardstick by which to measure myself—not that I came up lacking next to her checkbook; it was more the reverse. As the years passed, I gauged myself by the shallowness of her life… comparing myself favorably for the books I had read, the acting in community plays, gardening, yoga …  the overall balanced nature of my life. That was all before I started meeting my email master and following his orders. My new secrets made me wonder if there was something more to Cassandra’s relationship with Howard than meets the eye, a reason beyond money for their seemingly hollow marriage. 


  Cassandra looked like her name—if Cassandra could mean graciousness and elegance. She was tall, thin, with dark gleaming hair—although she changed the style so often that I never knew what she’d look like on her next bi-yearly visit. I loved to watch her face, the poised red lips—the smirk, of course the smirk that would define if she approved of you—and the hooded eyes that looked as if they were seducing prey. They seduced me, not just the day we made love in college, but every time I saw them. 


  Typically, I felt frumpy in my efficient but simple wardrobe. Cassandra’s wardrobe grew enormous in size, augmented with yearly visits to the designer salons in New York, London and Paris. 


  The night we met for dinner at Morrow’s Seafood Grill, she was dressed in a bright red suit, which was trimmed in black leather. The ‘V’ neckline of the jacket descended nearly to her navel. Because her breasts were so small and unobtrusive, she could decently show all the flesh between them with just the tiny swell of skin to either side. I remembered licking that creamy flesh when I was nineteen and we were experimenting with bodies and physical feeling. I remembered her nipples, the way her skin smelled of expensive perfume and tasted sweet, as if she’d doused herself in lemon-sugar. The same pungent desire I experienced then, came back to me as we dined, making me feel slightly faint. 


  She was telling me about her first trip to Rome. 


  “Benito…”


  “And who was Benito?” for a moment I’d lost track of the story while I stared into lovely, gentle cleft between her slight breasts. 


  “My lover, silly,” she droned. “Aren’t you listening at all?”


  “Yes, it’s just that your dance card gets so complicated. So, he’s your lover in Rome?”


   “Yes. Hummm, what he can do to the inside of my thighs with his tongue is brilliant.”


  “And there are other lovers?”


  “A few. They come and go.”


  “You ever make love to Howard?”


  She laughed, a lilting sort of giggle, as though it was a preposterous idea to make love to her husband. “We gave that up the first year. He has his mistresses and I have my lovers.”


  So much for my theories about a secret sex life!


  “And that doesn’t bother you?”


  “Why should it? All my friends do the same thing.”


  “All but me.”


  “Yes,” she lowered her eyes, though not condescendingly. I could tell that she put me in another category of friend from the ones in her jet-set crowd. Maybe I wasn’t even a friend anymore, just her eccentric old pal from college. This wasn’t the way it used to be. There was a time I could tell her everything. We shared every secret fantasy, every physical thrill. I remembered that warm and lazy spring afternoon, just after my last final and before hers, we kissed… warm and passionately. My surprise and arousal couldn’t have been greater. But I was grateful for that brief moment…


  “Don’t you have to study?” I asked her. 


  “I already have.  You are what I want right now,” she informed me, as her one hand traced the line of my thigh and hip delicately, and her wet lips leaned in to kiss me again. At the start, we had been dressed, but soon the layers of clothes disappeared. We lay together, flattening our bare skins along the curves and valleys of other body, finding that we fit, my brown voluptuousness cradling the thin white contours of her willowy form. Our thighs scissored, legs entwining, so that her pubic mound pressed mine, wiggling in and soon quickly frantic for some culmination. Rubbing into her, my labia lips opened. Hers did the same and our sensuous lovemaking continued as the feelings began to swell. We climaxed—not together but within minutes, groping and writhing as if we could claw our way inside the other’s body. She was a first for me. Yes, my first woman, but more importantly, my first real passionate lover. I think I was embarrassed, which was why I couldn’t be with her again. It seemed too awkward to start something deliberately, and the circumstances were never quite the same again. The spirit of spring, its sensuous warm bath of light, its airy fragrance, and our mutual need could never be duplicated in the same way. I knew we’d be disappointed if it weren’t as perfect as those few luscious moments on her dorm room bed, atop a clutter of hastily forgotten books and papers. 


  It was on my mind to share my mystery man with her, but it took only sixty seconds in her presence—twelve years removed from our dorm room—to know it would be a mistake to attempt such an intimate revelation. She may enjoy the glamour of her lovers, but I’m not sure she enjoyed the sex at all. Until we made love, she swore she didn’t think sex was all that interesting. It appeared I did little to change her mind. After our moment of spontaneous combustion, Cassandra resumed her indifference to physical pleasure. Maybe she really wanted women, not men. But I suspect she was afraid of women, afraid of how a woman could strip her emotionally naked so she couldn’t hide behind her fancy clothes. Whatever the case, I knew she would find my email lover odd. She’d interrogate me until she had all the facts she wanted, then turn up her nose and say something like, “I think that’s really weird, Skye” or “You’d better be careful,” of even more insensitive, “You nuts?” I’d hate her for not understanding my pleasure—even though I can hardly expect anyone to understand this when I don’t understand it myself. Giving up the idea of confiding in her, I attempted to enjoy our meal. 


  I gazed around, a little nervously. The restaurant was Cassandra’s choice and not particularly my style. Linen tablecloths, crystal, waiters dressed like old school butlers—all pretty fancy for a seafood grill. And there, to my great surprise, on the sidelines sitting by the window was Ellington Lloyd. I gasped. He didn’t seem to notice me; in fact, he was so focused on his conversation with two similarly dressed businessmen that he hardly let the waiter serve his meal. Then, even with a full plate of lobster and crab legs in front of him, he didn’t miss a beat in his animated monologue. Sales pitch, I’m sure, and this was the hard sell. I could see the dollar signs in his eyes, and he wouldn’t let up until he held success in his grubby fist. 


  Whether he noticed me or not, his presence in the restaurant made me uneasy. It had been nearly three days, and I’d avoided all the suspects in my email game. Suddenly caught off guard, I accidentally glanced at the man’s wrist and there it was, the gleaming gold cufflink so very like the one I peeked at in the 5th Conference Room. Good gawd! Ellington Lloyd! 


  Of course, I’d suspected him from the start. His swagger, his confidence, if anyone could pull it off, he was a likely candidate. Even the noted coldness in our exchanges was part of his character. Twice at the office, I’d seen him zero in on someone with the cruel eyes of a barbarian and the cutting words of a trial judge. It was enough to make me tremble at the time, while a sexual shiver zoomed up my spine. It was one of the things that made me want my mystery man to be him. And yet, I just never thought he had the time to initiate and play the game. 


  Maybe his fancy dressed society wife was a cold fish with no imagination. She sure didn’t look like a passionate lover. Actually, she and Cassandra would have a lot in common in that regard, I decided when my glance returned to my friend. 


  “What’s the matter?” she asked. “You look like you just saw a ghost.”


  “No, not really. Just one of the bosses.”


  “Oh? Who?”


  I discreetly pointed to Ellington. “The one with the gold cufflinks,” I whispered. I couldn’t help but stare again. But it didn’t matter how long I looked, Mr. Lloyd was too preoccupied with his filibuster to respond to such extra-sensory input. At least that’s what I thought. 


  “Interesting looking man. Rich, I’ll bet,” Cassandra noted.


  “Filthy.”


  “You like him?”


  “He’s married.”


  “As if that should matter.”


  “Well, it matters to me. Besides, he’s definitely not my type, and he’s way too old, and it’s…” I shook my head, dwelling seriously on the ridiculousness of Ellington Lloyd as a lover in any guise. The cufflink? Was that proof enough, I pondered to myself. 


  “If I were looking, he’d be the kind I’d pick. Nice gifts.”


  “Is that all that men are to you, nice gifts?”


  She shrugged, then eyed me a bit circumspect, “You don’t like me much anymore, do you?”


  “What makes you say that?”


  “The derisive way you speak of me.”


  “I’m not being derisive. We just have different priorities. Of course, I like you. I love you, Cass. I just don’t understand you.” 


  “Maybe I feel the same about you.”


  “I’ll bet you do. You never have gotten over the fact that I enjoy being a lowly research assistant.”


  “You’re right,” she completely agreed, then sighed. “Now, I have to go to the powder room. Care to join me?”


  “No, I’m fine.”


  “You’ll stay for dessert?”


  “Of course. It’s always the best part at restaurants like this,” I flashed her a great big grin.


  She smiled warmly—a good signal that she’d forgiven me. I watched her moving away, swishing her ass inside its expensive clothing, wishing I could get my hands on it just one more time.


  I leaned back feeling reasonably content with my meal and this latest meeting with Cassandra, thinking that we might just be on for another year. Even now, I planned to pump her for the juicy details of her romances, if she’d give them. Just as I relishing the idea, and forgetting the man across the room, I was suddenly pulled from my pleasant musings by the arrival of a waiter, carrying a silver try, carefully covered with a lace edged linen napkin. On top a note.


  “If you’re looking for my dinner companion, she’s in the ladies room,” I offered. 


  “This is for Miss Sinclair.”


  “Oh? That’s me.” He nodded as I reached for the envelope. “Thank you.”


  He nodded again and left me alone to read the disturbing contents of the message:


  At the end of your meal, once your dinner companion has left, descend the backstairs of the restaurant and enter the restroom there. Remove your clothes, turn out the lights and lean against the wall, palms stretched high above your head, your legs wide apart. Leave the door unlocked and wait.


  No. No, no, no, my frantic mind began to pace like a caged animal. I glanced toward Ellington Lloyd across the room, seeing him, as if in slow motion, still gesturing broadly, still deep into negotiations with the other parties at the table. I stared around looking for another face I recognized. There were none. Yes. It must have been him. There just weren’t any other possibilities. 


  My fear was mounting rapidly, stirring my tummy with arousal, dampening my pussy, making my body ache and my skin tingle with the expectation of my master’s touch. 


  No, please! Not in a public place! My rational mind tried reasoning with this insanity, but that had already proven useless. 


  By the time Cassandra returned to the table, I was both anxious to leave and afraid to. I didn’t know whether to drag out the dinner with dessert and coffee, or change my mind and abruptly excuse myself to complete the inevitable assignment. I elected to stay, but my mind was hardly on my friend. I took two bites of the gooey chocolate cake and then pushed what was left around the plate with my fork. Cassandra noticed  my odd behavior—I could tell by the look in her eye, the way she raised her eyebrows—but chose not to say anything. I could sense the questions she wasn’t voicing. I’m sure my sudden change in behavior was suspicious and it surprised me that she let it pass. Maybe she understands that some things just need to be overlooked. In the past, she let no unusual behavior go quietly. But our relationship had changed with time, so that neither one of us wanted to invest in intimacies with someone so far apart in morals, opinions and lifestyle. Sure, I’d see her again, though I realized how insignificant she’d become to me. I spent that last half hour wishing that dinner were over. I was so titillated by the suspense of what would come next that I chose to leave first. I took the bill myself, which I hadn’t done for a couple of years since the inequity of our financial situations had become appallingly obvious. I could afford the gesture this year, however. In fact, it gave me back some power I’d lost to her. She was shocked and I so enjoyed her startled expression. I paid in cash, discreetly laying several bills inside the leather folder as I excused myself. 


  “You know I really have to go. Can I drop you somewhere?”


  “Oh, heavens no!” she recouped quickly. “I’ll take a cab, though I wanted to look in the windows of that boutique down the street. Oh, well, maybe I’ll stop there tomorrow before my flight leaves.”


  “Well, it’s been peachy, as usual, hon,” I gave her my 100-watt smile. “Our lives just seem to clip along in the same old ways.”


  “Yes, I suppose they do,” she replied. For a brief time, she looked at me so longingly that at any moment, I expected her to proposition me. 


  “Until next time,” I threw in hastily, giving her a womanly hug, nothing intimate, just the expected gesture of affection. Afterwards, I’ll remember that hug for the tremendous pulse I felt between my thighs. I swear it wasn’t just my master calling me to the scene below. The real heat came from Cassandra. Maybe she wanted to relive that afternoon in the dorm room, but I knew then that the time for such things had passed. Oh, we could have been so much more! But the direction my life was moving in was so much more satisfying. I would have declined any offers—of course, none were extended. Cassandra understood, just as I did that the times had vastly changed. 


  We parted with her heading out the door to hail a taxi, and me on the way to the ladies room. Although as soon as she was on the street, I scooted out of the restroom alcove and made my way through the bar to the back stairs, finding them exactly where I expected them to be. My heart was pounding in my chest and my hands trembled so that I almost stumbled on the first stair. Good thing I didn’t; it was a long way down, a steep straight, narrow, rail-less staircase. I would have tumbled to my death for sure. For a few seconds, I stood at the top of the stairs hanging on to the doorframe, assessing my behavior, trying to get a grip on my wits. Deciding that there was little difference between my previous assignments—and surely my mystery man had taken care of any risks—I finally, carefully, descended into the dim basement of the building. 


  At this point I was certain that Ellington Lloyd was my unknown master. All the clues pointed to him. The coincidence of his being at the restaurant only signaled the obvious fact that our relationship had progressed significantly, and he was ready to make himself known.  One mystery solved. That I had prior suspicion of my master’s identity took a bit of the pleasure away, but I reasoned that Ellington Lloyd was, with his presence in the restaurant, giving me assurances, something to trust, particularly in this unfamiliar territory. 


  What intrigued me was that he knew of my plans for an evening with an old friend! I don’t recall mentioning my dinner date to anyone at work. How he arranged the meeting with his clients at the very same restaurant was another mystery yet to be solved. 


  At the bottom of the stairs, I turned, peering through the dim light, trying to decide which way to turn. By the sound of clattering dishes and the rich smell of garlic mingled with the aroma of cooking food, it was evident that the restaurant kitchens were in this part of the building. The wait staff obviously used another staircase, because the corridor where I found myself was completely deserted. I moseyed past two open doors as if I belonged there, then stopped in front of a door marked ‘Restroom’. A hundred ‘what ifs’ raced through my brain for some seconds. Leave the door unlocked. It would have been easy for anyone working in the kitchen to walk right in. On a naked woman? 


  I was losing my nerve. Anxiously jabbing my hand into the pocket of my skirt, I discovered the crumbled note where I stuffed it just before Cassandra arrived back at the table. The horror, the question marks. The risk excited me, but the danger seemed so unnecessary. Why here? Why was it so important for him to require me to put myself in such precarious positions?


  I was about to grasp the doorknob before me, when out of nowhere a hand moved out from behind me and covered my eyes. 


  “I see you’re too chicken to follow through on this one,” the soft voice whispered in my ear. 


  “I’m afraid,” I whispered back.


  “You’ll do as you’re told and trust me. If not, you end the game.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Now don’t look back,” he said as he released his grip and pushed me forward.


  I moved out of his hands and practically fell through the door, slamming it behind me, and in a classic pose of panic, leaning back against it, as if I’d just locked out the demon chasing me. 


  He had been there behind me, touching me, his heart beating against my back. We’d never been so close, except for that moment on the 5th floor when he briefly leaned in to me. This time seemed much more intimate and I could still feel him with me, as if I were caught inside his aura, attached by invisible tethers. 


  ‘Do as I was told’ I repeated the instruction several times, trying to remember what I was supposed to do.  Putting my mind to the task, I clearly recalled the note. Yes. Undress and lean against the wall.


   I stared at the old fashioned bathroom. It was curiously quaint, as if at one time the restroom had been used by the restaurant’s patrons. There was natural dark wood wainscoting about waist high. Above the chair rail that ran along the perimeter of the room the walls were papered in a floral design of large pink and mauve colored roses. The paper was water stained and turning yellow with age, the roses fading with time. The commode was standard issue, and looked to be sturdy and in working order, and the washstand was of the old-fashioned pedestal style. A cabinet against the wall was made of the same dark-stained wood as the wainscoting. Rather than some dirty employee bathroom, I found my surroundings clean, even pleasant, certainly more comforting than what I had imagined finding. My surveillance of the room took just seconds, and it was seconds more disrobing according to the plan. I hung my clothes on a convenient hook—as if all this had been thought of before—then turned out the light and leaned in against the one bare wall. 


  I admit, the entire scene would have been more profoundly exciting if I’d followed the instructions before my master found me trembling in the corridor. The element of surprise was taken from me when he entered. And yet, the fact of my nakedness in this compromising situation was still amazing, and the heat in my body reflected that fact. By the time my mystery man entered the bathroom, my legs were itchy from the sex juice leaking down my legs. As his hands began to explore my privates, I undulated into them, encouraging the physical inspection. He began fingering my slit, running his hand along the cleft, greasing the back barrier and prodding deeply with his fingers. I gasped, then quietly moaned as he plunged fingers in both holes and fucked me hard. I was certain that he wanted me to come; I’m not sure I could have survived the event without it. For a time, he leaned into my back, with the fucking hand in my crotch and his other reaching around, caressing my breasts. He plucked my nipples between his fingers, pulling until I almost shrieked with pain. I muted my response, keeping my head about me enough to contain the desire to scream with joy. I suspected that the man was already pissed enough at me for my hesitation; I certainly didn’t need to add more scorn from him by telegraphing our scene to world outside the restroom. 


  I endured the physical torture, realizing the most exquisite sort of relief after he eased up. My climax was only seconds from me. My panting increased, my heart raced faster. 


  “Sir, please,” I seethed under my breath.


  It had never quite hit me to formally ask permission to come, but I didn’t want to break his rule, and I did need to climax.


  “Hang on,” he whispered, as he continued the torturous play, squeezing this breast, mauling that ass cheek, diving back into my two sex holes with his fingers. 


  I gasped, moaned under my breath, said a hundred silent, ‘pleases’ and still hung on. I was at the edge, and then backed off, then was at the edge again. My body seesawed for several minutes until that perfect instant, when he whispered in my ear, “Come.” He knew. He could tell that my flooded senses could take no more. 


  Ah! Relief rushed through me as the orgasm ripped my insides, tearing at my body. I writhed in his arms to stay on my feet. Then all that passed, and I settled myself weakly against the wall, in the same position that he’d originally required. A moment later, the lights came on. 


  “Eyes closed,” he reminded me. 


  Of course, they were closed. I didn’t dare open them. 


  He rested something thin against my protruding ass. And before I could figure out what it was, he struck my behind with what had to be a bamboo cane. The first cut so surprised me that I shrieked, though the second the cry was out of my mouth, I knew it was a mistake. 


  “Don’t make a sound,” he whispered into the thick, hot air. It must have been the heat from the kitchen oozing into the close room—or maybe just our body heat. After that, he rattled off eleven more cuts in a furious cadence. My body reeled with pain, cries threatening, but never voiced. I climbed the wall on tiptoe, as pain rocketed through my body upward. My ass pulled in in self-defense, my muscles clenched as tight as rocks. I learned later that these taut reflexes only make the pain worse. But I had no time to get used to the punishment, no time to relax, no time to anticipate the degree of chastisement my poor bottom received. 


  The second the caning was over, the lights went out again. 


  “Next time, you won’t hesitate, will you?” his voice seethed in my ear. I still clutched the wall as though that was some comfort. He had his fingers woven through my hair and was pulling it so tightly that it could feel it stretch the skin around my eyes. 


  “No, sir,” I quickly answered. 


  He let go, shoving me forward into the wall.


  As abrupt as the two previous times, he was out of the room before I could catch my breath. 


  I fumbled for the light switch, gladly escaping the dark. Self-preservation made me lock the door immediately, so I’d have a few recuperating moments to myself. I gazed only briefly into the mirror, but was unable to really see the damage from the cane. I did feel punished, though. The ache would be present with me for several days. 


  Hearing voices in the corridor outside, I dressed as quickly as I could, then escaped the bathroom, blushing at a woman waiting for me to exit. Apparently, she hadn’t been there long, and the wait raised no suspicions. Even so, my cheeks flushed red as I gave her shy smile. Ducking my head in haste, I split the scene through the downstairs emergency exit. It was a rough walk up a steep lawn, but worth the trouble, since I couldn’t gracefully face the crowd of elegant diners in the restaurant above. I could imagine that at the moment of my retreat, there was a sign swinging from my body, emblazoned in neon letters, spelling out my sexual crimes. 
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  For the next two weeks I waited for Ellington Lloyd to confirm our activities at the Morrow Seafood Grill. The two times I was in his presence, however, no mention was made—not that I expected him to say something in front of other people. I did expect him, at the very least, to give me a wink or the nod of his head. There was none. In all the weeks of our surreptitious game playing, as nervous as I’d become, I was never so nervous as I was waiting for him to acknowledge our relationship. 


  Then one afternoon, exactly two weeks following the Morrow incident, Ellington came to my cubicle himself. 


  “Miss Sinclair, we’re going to need to talk. Monday in my office.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I think we have some important matters to discuss.”


  “I imagine we do,” I said, fully honoring his comment. 


  He smiled, rather tentatively. “By the way, you have entered the office pool for the baseball playoffs, haven’t you?” 


  I’m sure I looked astonished. “No. I don’t know a thing about baseball.”


  “You should know something. It’s the national pastime.”


  Had I offended him? “I guess for some.”


  He was being just like the charming Ellington Lloyd who schmoozed the office crowd and his clients with wit and the twinkle in his eyes. I decided that he was putting me at ease, but I knew right then that my weekend would be a disaster of more tortuous hours of waiting for our Monday meeting.


  On Monday morning, I found a memo from Ellington on my desk when I arrived. “I’ve penciled you in at eleven.”


  My body raced, memories, physical memories flooding it with sexual excitement. Not that I wasn’t already jittery with anticipation. 


  At ten, I had an employee review with Preston Lockhart, something I didn’t particularly look forward to, but it would be brief—the man was always brief. Maybe it would take my mind off the meeting an hour later. I’d certainly be no good to work until I’d had my first face-to-face meeting with my master. 


  The review went exactly as I expected—Lockhart hardly knew what I did. There wasn’t a clear yardstick to evaluate my performance, just the comments of the agents and the others for whom I did research. Apparently, the remarks about my work were favorable and properly recorded in my file. I did my work in a timely way. It was neat, organized and reasoned. 


  Still, Preston Lockhart always unnerved me. I couldn’t decide if it was the coolly critical formality or his amazing good looks that had me quaking, and just a little bit shivering in the regions of my panties. For all of his self-assurance, however, the vulnerability I felt beneath the surface of his demeanor intrigued me. I didn’t expect to ever get beyond that ripple in his polished veneer, but I would look for cracks, just to keep interested. I was in the process of doing that as our interview ended. He closed my file, sat back in his chair. I was prepared for his ending spiel about the company in the next quarter and his expectations for me, which were probably not much different than they’d been the last quarter. 


  “Another matter to discuss,” he started, just as I expected. 


  “Yes?”


  He stared me down, like he was climbing under my skin. I squirmed in my seat. “I have sent you emails from time to time; instructions…”


  I heard what he was saying, but it wasn’t computing in my brain. I couldn’t remember any specific emails. “Sure,” I answered, only because I had to say something.


  “I expect for the most part you’ve done well with our arrangement, but then, the game is hardly started.” The tenor of his voice changed, becoming that intensely deep and sexual baritone that had been haunting me daily, nightly. My breath grew short, as I struggled to believe what I was hearing, to put all the pieces together and acknowledge the facts he was laying out for me. “My question is: Do you have the stomach for more?”


  I think I dropped my jaw as a child would, in awe of something ten times its size. The anxiety in my gut made me nauseous. The surprise took not just my breath but my power of speech. 


  As long as twenty seconds passed. Doesn’t seem like much, but when you watch the clock, each tick of the sweep hand seems an eternity. He was content to wait for me, steepling his fingers in front of his impassive but elegant face. He was my least likely candidate for master, my least favorite. However, even as I believed that this was true, as I stared him down as critically as he was staring at me, I sensed that in time, I’d change my mind. 


  “Maybe you need to think about it.” His voice cut through me like a scalpel through flesh.


  “And how much time would I have?”


  “The end of the day.”


  “That’s all?”


  “You should be able to tell me now without any wait at all. Is there a reason you’re stalling?”
“I just thought…”


  “It was someone else?”


  “Exactly.”


  “So, you’re disappointed.”


  “I’m …  I don’t think so. I just have to adjust.”


  “Well, you’ve got thirty seconds to do that,” he said with a terse sigh. 


  “I thought I had till the end of the day?”


  “I’ve changed my mind.”


  “But I…” I started and stopped, knowing exactly what I had to say, but being too chicken to spit it out, until the sweep of the second hand on his watch ended my thirty seconds of painful deliberation. The expression on his face became intensely focused on me and I knew my time was up.  Maybe he was right to make me answer right then. “Yes, I have to go forward… I can’t even think of stopping,” I finally blurted out with no time left. 


  “Good.” He penciled something on his desk calendar of which I was instantly suspicious, then he looked back up at me. “You can go now.”


  “Now?”
“It’s all I have for you right now. My next appointment is waiting.”


  Yes, of course, sure… I think I shook my head, while wondering if I had just dreamed this scene. But everything seemed real, touchable, interacting with all my senses appropriately. 


  I made my way out of his office, probably not very gracefully, but I’m not sure he noticed.  His attention was already concentrated on his next agenda.


  A few minutes later, the meeting with Ellington Lloyd was like a walk in the park. He had some projects he was warning me about, and otherwise he joked about trivial stuff—I don’t even remember what he said. My head was somewhere else. I probably didn’t even sound lucid, but Ellington wouldn’t know that. 


  I spent five days dwelling on Preston Lockhart, discovering that he had an uncanny power over me, even though he was nowhere around. Shortly after our meeting on Monday, he’d taken off for three days in Vermont. I was relieved, although it took me two days, trying to stay clear of him, and not having to, before I realized that he had left the office. I suppose dropping the bomb and letting it quietly detonate in his absence was a reasonable ploy. It certainly worked. Once I learned the identity of my master, my body had no problem adjusting and my fantasies altered to fit the man. My logical mind revolted frequently, but this had never been sensible scheme, not from the start. My insane desires and unruly imagination rejected my perfectly reasoned reservations as so much nonsense. Preston Lockhart was my master.


  ***


  Friday afternoon I was on the street heading toward my bus stop, when a small silver Audi pulled up beside me and the door opened from the inside. 


  “Get in.” I could hardly see who was inside, but there was no mistaking the voice. Although I’d been unable to recognize it just a week ago, it had been inside my head since that incredible moment in Preston’s office. 


  We drove in silence for some distance, until my nerves were practically fried and he looked at me, saying, “Lean back and spread your legs.”


  I did as I was told, glad for something to do other than that interminable waiting. Instantly, the warm feeling in my body grew from the hot spot at my clit, up and outward. 


  “No panties?” he asked. He couldn’t see. “Pull back your skirt.”


  I obliged him, wiggling my tight skirt up off my hips, probably more than asked for, but by then my fantasies were so heavily engaged, I’m sure I’d have walked naked in public if he ordered me to do so. 


  “Feet on the dash,” he further directed.


  My pussy lurched, one big spasm followed by another. I could hardly keep from touching myself. 


  He could see my fingers, itching to claw at the aroused wet folds.  “If you dare lay a hand on your pussy, I’ll tie your wrists behind you.” His directive stopped any thoughts of masturbation cold. 


  Okay, I said to myself. Being ever obedient, I pressed my hands on either side of my hips and kept them there, as we rode through a maze of city streets. With my feet on the dash, spread as ordered, a sensuous breeze tickled the folds of my exposed cunt. When the clear, cold eyes of Preston Lockhart occasionally gazed at the lewd sight, my arousal soared another notch higher. 


  I wiggled some, just to let off a little steam. I even closed my thighs, slightly massaging them together; anything to expand the sexy feeling and maybe get off.


  “Tell me what you want from me,” he suddenly demanded. 


  Why the hell was he asking me that? “How about letting me come?” I threw in because I couldn’t help myself, even though it was probably the wrong thing to say.


  I thought I saw him almost laugh, or maybe he was just relaying his amusement telepathically. 


  “You’ll come when you’re told,” he reminded me.


  “Yes, I got that,” I answered back. 


  When we turned a corner, a beam of sunlight streamed in through the window directly on my pussy. I squirmed more, while pretending that my hands were tied and useless at my sides. I would have given anything to have a mouth fixed on my privates, sucking the gathering juices. But there would be no such luck for me—at least not for now. 


  Preston stopped the car and parked along a commercial street lined with trendy shops, jewelry stores, books stores and quaint cafés. Though it was a neighborhood for leisurely strolls, sipping cappuccino and quiet chat, I sensed there was a more urgent, more purposeful reason for our being there.


  “You can put your feet down and cover your ass,” he spoke before he exited the car. He opened my door for me, and with a hand at the small of my back guiding me, he pushed me from the sidewalk into an alley between two buildings. A moment later, we darted into the first available door on our right, into the back room of a dress shop. 


  “Take off your clothes,” he told me immediately, his voice crisp. I was all-aflutter. 


  I looked around at the storeroom, which was filled, warehouse style, with shipping crates and clothes racks. There were several doors, which I imagined opened into the store itself, but they all were closed. We were alone. I quickly figured that this was a far less risky venture than the ones Preston had previously required of me. Following orders with no hesitation this time, I undid a few buttons and shrugged out of my blouse. My body warmed immediately with arousal as the air hit my skin. This thrill in me was something I’d never quite felt before—not quite the same as in my apartment, the 5th Floor Conference Room, or the downstairs basement of Morrow’s Seafood Grill. Only after my skirt was at my feet did I realize that Preston’s impassive but unremitting stare was making me flush with embarrassment, while my sexual desire climbed with unremitting zeal. The feeling was as good as it was frightening. Though it was an easy nakedness compared with my past experiences, I was soon sweating, my tummy all in a bind. Any second I expected that the evidence of my sexual arousal would be seeping from my pussy. If only he’d say something, I thought to myself, but he remained aloof and kept his intentions to himself. 


  A minute later, one of the far doors opened, and a pleasant looking woman appeared. 


  “Earlier than I expected you,” she nodded at Preston. She proceeded to review my body with a critical eye, as if I were an assignment, not a person. Being inspected by two pairs of eyes was almost too much for me to take. My legs turned to jelly while my excited crotch throbbed with desire. 


  “You have something appropriate ready?” Preston interrupted her task.


  “Oh, my yes, Preston. You’ll love this.” Her eyes twinkled like those of a merry elf. Humm, I could have dived right inside her lovely aura—not to mention her gently curvaceous body. I supposed that she was about my age, and though she was impeccably dressed, not unlike Cassandra, there was a warmth to her personality that Cassy never had, nor most women like her would never display so effortlessly. For five minutes, her hands worked their magic with me, as she dressed me in the clothes that Preston ordered. Initially, I was a little surprised by the choice, but only for a few moments. When she was finished, she marched me to a mirror on the far side of the storeroom. One look and I realized the subtlety and the sexiness of my new attire. 


  A soft, brown sleeveless turtleneck sweater covered my torso from my neck to my waist. The style would have been reasonably modest, except that the knitted fabric was see-through under the right circumstances and lighting. My breasts stood out like two round globes, a pair of nipples interrupting the smooth look, jutting from—and sometimes through—the surface like bullets. The fact that I was braless was easily visible. The skirt was brown suede, hugging my hips firmly, while a dangerously deep slit parted the back nearly crotch high. I wouldn’t be able to bend over without showing my pussy. 


  “The heels?” the woman jumped in asking Preston.


  “You have some that match?” he asked. 


  She smiled, and pulled a pair of dark brown suede pumps from a shoebox, stooping to put them on my feet. They were the perfect fit. 


  I stared at my reflection in the mirror, while my master and the unnamed woman inspected me again. The entire outfit was accentuated by my pale brown skin, with the effect of making me look a bit like a sensuous brown cat. The way these clothes hugged my rounded curves, my body seemed to climb from them. The blatantly sexual image pleased me, although I was nervous about the obvious exposure of my breasts. 


  But, it was not my job to worry about being scandalous, immodest or cheap. If the outfit demeaned me in the eyes of the beholder, then it was for me to bear the barbs with grace. I was my master’s slut. That in itself was a freeing thought! Enjoying the power, the freedom to be the woman I wanted to be within this prison of rules and orders, my eyes gleamed back at me filled with the raw hunger of animal lust. Though I’d never looked this way before, I loved the woman I’d become.


  After a few moments of careful consideration, Preston finally approved of my attire. “It will work for what I have planned.” And just that fast, he was ready to leave. His mind made up, he leaned toward the woman and kissed her lightly on the cheek—a perfunctory kiss, not an intimate one, but something they might have done for years. It seemed sisterly. 


  My discarded clothes ended up in a shopping bag, which I carried from the shop. Though we exited from the same door we entered, and moved directly toward the street, I was hardly protected from the eyes of those who passed us as we headed for the car. Most of the people were too busy with themselves to notice me, but one woman in particular and two men couldn’t help but gaze in wonder at my chest, tits bobbing in plain sight, covered by just the sheer brown fabric. In the sunlight, the lurid effect was even more noticeable. My hunger for this new sexual power grew. 


  Getting gracefully into the sports car proved as difficult as I imagined it would be. There was no way to do so without bending over and exposing my naked ass. But giving me no room to hesitate, Preston determinedly pushed me over as I stooped to crawl in the car headfirst. My only hope was that he was behind me, blocking the unconcealed view of my rear cleft. Either that or I was flashing the world. 


  I turned back to see where Preston was. He must have seen the flicker of fear in my eyes. 


  “You’re doing fine, Skye,” he leaned in and whispered in my ear, as several people glanced our way. As I bent over, Preston laid his hand on my ass. “You’re lying if you tell me you’re modest,” he said, giving my ass a squeeze and shoving me into the car. 


  Of course, he was right.


  By that time, my body was so stimulated that I was afraid I would explode. But safely in the car, I had a few minutes to settle again. 


  “Bound women learn not to flinch at their orders,” he reminded me.


  “And I’m a ‘bound woman’?” I asked. 


  “I would think your agreement with me would make that obvious to you.”


  “I suppose it does. I just never thought of it that way.”


  “Then, it wouldn’t hurt to start. I consider you owned property. Mine to use, to share and exhibit. If that doesn’t work for you, tell me now.”


  Every day, every email, every time he spoke to me, I moved a little deeper into the unknown realm of this man’s quirky fantasies. But now, the transformation was happening at light speed, faster than my ability to keep up.


  My bones and blood quaked in recognition of what I heard. The words were powerful—owned, property, use, share, exhibit—echoing torrid accounts on those steamy websites, not to mention my own thoughts, which had wooed me toward this surrender with such undeniable force.  I was losing all sense of time and place, the date, the season, and anything that would link me to reality. As I vacated one world, time shifted into some remote place where I was for those hours living a separate life, unsure when and if I would return to my real one. I became another person, different from the woman I knew well. This woman surfacing was now more real to me than the one I’d been for thirty-two years, but like a distant relative, I saw only rarely. She had no morals, no sense of propriety. Before the night was out, I’d see just how little she cared about proper behavior. I loved her—and as importantly, needed her—to get through what Preston planned for me. 


  It intrigued me that Preston, this man who barely knew me, could recognize the truth inside me. I wanted to question him, understand what he saw that other men did not. But it wasn’t the time. I was notably timid in his presence, cowed by his control over me, which to my perception, seemed to be complete. My mind might have been filled with a thousand competing questions, but my heart and body threw them off, remaining mesmerized, fixated and powerless to do anything but obey him. Force me to obey? I’m not sure he used much force at all… I was a willing collaborator in the game.


  From the shop, Preston drove onto the highway, moving directly into the fast lane, pulling along side a diesel trucker on our right hand side. 


  “Play with yourself,” he ordered. 


  I hesitated just a second, while staring up at the truck cab, wondering if the driver would look down and see me.


  “What? You changing your mind?” he asked. 


  “No, sir.”


  “Then don’t look up, just play.” Preston wasn’t happy.


  I took his comment as a rebuke, and sliding a little deeper into thoughtless obedience, I did as I was told. Spreading my legs the way I’d done on the way to the dress shop, my skirt rode up nearly to my waist, leaving my pussy exposed to the eyes of anyone who might look down from above. I couldn’t tell whether the trucker beside me was looking or not, but I imagined that he was. The possibility was enough to give me goosebumps, enough to set my crotch on fire. Flicking my fingers against my clit, it took just seconds to bring the wild arousal to a razor-sharp edge. I wanted to come then. Forget the fingers, forget subtlety, both hands flew to my snatch, groping and mauling, pinching, squeezing and rubbing against my clit. My head flew back against the headrest as I moaned for real—this wasn’t fiction, this was real, gut-wrenching, primeval, uncontrollable sensation. While my hips churned, pumping against my hands, my head and chest tossed back and forth. My breasts tore against the generous armholes of the see-through sweater, with my tawny flesh stretching the material. Any second, my whole tit, nipple and all, might break through. 


  “Gawd, you’ve got to let me come!” I shouted to the man beside me. 


  “I don’t have to let you do anything!” he growled ominously at me. 


  My sex juice poured out on my hands as I quickly moved dangerously close to the point where I couldn’t have stopped my orgasm merely through sheer will power. I tried again, “Oh, please!”


  “When I say so, Skye,” he held the climax off with his intimidating voice. 


  I realized then that we were exiting the freeway to a rest stop, with the Audi coming to a stop at the far end of the trucker area. The momentary pause concerned me, but not enough to stop the climax from urgently demanding its expression. Pulling into the parking lot beside us was the trucker, who had apparently seen the whole show. He was given an even better view of the finish, when after jumping from his cab to the asphalt, he opened the car door. He was an old guy—probably fifty, with a wiry, gritty body and a craggy timeworn face. In reality, it was a handsome face, beautiful for the clear blue eyes, if nothing else. Though he didn’t lay a finger on me, it was those eyes—the sex sparked eyes of a twenty-year-old—that made my body lurch forward and a huge, grinding spasm suddenly shake me end to end.


  I’m not sure how much noise I made, but I know I wasn’t holding much in. I must have writhed against the car seat for nearly five minutes, going from one sexual peak to the next as the spasms skyrocketed through me. I’d think it was over, and my fingers would make me jolt again, then squeezing or pulling or rubbing myself to another climax. As the feelings lessened, I returned to the land of the living, panting heavily but feeling more alive than I had in some time. Both of my breasts were bare by the time my ass finally rested on the seat, having worked through the armholes of the sweater, nipples erect like tiny volcanoes. I opened my eyes and gazed quickly at the trucker, who stood next to the car, grinning at me in a most lurid way. 


  “She for hire?” he asked Preston.


  “Not yet,” he said. “But I thank you for taking the time to watch. You don’t know how important that is for her.”


  “My pleasure,” the man answered. He closed the door, since it was obvious that a good peepshow was all he would get. Preston gunned the car and we sped off. I like to think the trucker returned to his cab and jacked-off thinking me. Maybe he’s still jacking off with the image of me in mind. 


  “Not for hire, not yet?” I just couldn’t let this one go. 


  “So, what’s your question?” Preston asked, as if he had no clue what I was asking.
“Are you turning me into a whore?”


  “Would that bother you?”


  “Yes, I think it would.”


  “But you’ll do as you’re told.” Another reminder.


  “I’m not sure. Maybe I do have limits.”


  “And so do I. Perhaps you need to trust that I know what yours are.”


  I liked the way he said that. Although he really didn’t answer my question at all, I could live with the answer. Besides, my complicity in this sexy scheme was still my choice. I could back out anytime. He kept telling me that if I didn’t want what he expected of me, the game was over. 


  So, he had his game plan, and I had mine. I’d entertain myself—and what great entertainment it was—until he stepped over the line. My logic was sound. I was sure of my safety. This seemed as responsible to me as any old-fashioned courtship and a heck of a lot more fun. 


  Unfortunately, my careful reasoning was based on assumptions that I was unaware of and a future I could not predict. I’d find soon that my ‘logical’ assessment of Preston Lockhart and his game turned out to be dangerously flawed. I’m not sure that I could have done enough research to predict that. 


  Sometimes now, I suspect that my easy acquiescence had nothing to do with being ‘reasonable’ at all. The thrill of those days didn’t end with the amazing things Preston had me do—which were enough inspiration by themselves to keep my sex life happy for years. These early days I spent under Preston’s rule were accompanied by a growing infatuation with the man, and my eagerness to please was fired by the hopes that secretly burned in my heart. It was as simple as a schoolgirl crush to start. My hormones flying, my dreams of handsome suitors fulfilled—the reality was so rich, something so unlikely for a girl like me that I needed to keep it going. I couldn’t let him go, nor that bigger fantasy of romance, which danced and teased me from afar, taunting me through my surrender.


  Preston drove me home after our escapade on the freeway. I honestly expected something more, sure that trucker was simply there as an appetizer for a bigger meal. Fact was, I’d had enough after my grandiose show of sexual climax. That night I rested in my own bed, dreaming, masturbating three more times … Yes! I know it was against the rules, but I had to, as the look on the trucker’s face mutated each time into the face of Preston Lockhart. He had me hooked.
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  In the weeks following my encounter with the trucker, I thought I’d lost Preston Lockhart. I had nothing to substantiate my suspicions, except that he ignored me completely. I’m ‘on call’, I reminded myself a hundred times, there to please Preston, not myself. That sounded like a good line—straight off the internet sites where groveling slaves served their masters, suffering in silence, if necessary, allowing the eroticism of denial and rejection to keep the fire between their thighs burning hot. Those websites were my comfort, my hope, my assurance that Preston was simply exercising his rights as my master. That consolation worked its charm for several days while I waited for more email instructions, for the Audi to pull up beside me on the street, or for another meeting in Preston’s office where he’d thrust me into an erotic space riddled with titillation, fear and longing. 


  Though my fear grew enormously, my heart seemed linked to the man by heavy chains. Every time he moved, I’d feel the tug. 


  Regardless of my best efforts to be sane and rational, regardless of every effort to toss aside my worries and remember my place, I didn’t enjoy what was happening those tedious days of waiting. I hated being ignored, and that hate brewed in me like poison. After a week with no new assignments, it seemed to me that a new game had begun—let’s keep Skye Sinclair from barging into her master’s office uninvited and reaping disastrous results. 


  Every day I tiptoed into the main office, looking for Preston to be there. Sometimes he was; more often he was out. Occasionally, I’d even see him. Unfortunately, Preston’s strictly enforced decorum prevented either of us from acknowledging our relationship when other people were around. I’d gaze at his hands, his body, his face, in secret, just stealing glances really, so no one would notice. I’d let his aura rush my body, then I’d dwell on him and my silly fantasies for hours, until I went home to masturbate—whether he allowed it or not—picturing myself with him, intimately. 


  Another seven days obsessed with his disregard, it became a passionate struggle to keep from storming his office. That private space, the closed door, the name plate, the corridor leading to him taunted me, luring me with sexual promises, tempting me with every breath I drew to knock down the barrier between us. I wanted his attention. And if not that, I wanted to know if it was time to give up the game—or if there was still a game at all. 


  Two weeks and a day after the standoff began, I gave in—not because my will had weakened, which it certainly had. It was much simpler, much more basic, female instinct taking charge. Another woman. 


  She appeared one day, at first just a new face in the office I’d never seen before. I assumed at the start that she was an ad agent from another office. But seeing her with Preston, I knew instantly that theirs was more than a business relationship: the way she held his hand, stroked his hair with her fingers, smiled at his dry wit. His eyes mutated quickly from cold to something more human when he was with her. He spoke to her in the hushed sort of way a husband would speak to his wife in a room full of people who have no business listening to their conversation. They were discreet, but a connection between them was evident. No one else seemed to care but me. Everyone else treated her as if they’d known her for years. 


  I couldn’t wait for explanations, I wanted to know! My mind madly created stories to explain her relationship with Preston, yet in the end I could only conclude that they’d been lovers—perhaps married, perhaps not—but certainly, they were lovers. 


  I finally got primal—and the strain of waiting made me completely stupid. I can’t exactly explain it. I don’t even remember the quick decisions or swift moves that landed me in Preston’s office. I just recall that I was suddenly there, two weeks and a day after our last real contact, and just two days after Susan wormed her way into my territory, taking over the man I’d considered mine. 


  Barging into his office without invitation, I stood waiting for him to acknowledge me. And when he didn’t in sufficient time, with a breathless voice, charged with energy, I asked him directly, “What did I do wrong?” The same cool expression of superiority that somehow jerked my chain silly spread all across that sculptured face. Suddenly, all my impetuous bravado vanished and I felt like a fool being there. I wanted to slink away, erase the picture of me from his mind, but it was too late to retreat. Committed to my folly, I had little choice but to press for his answer. 


  “My goodness, you held out a lot longer than I expected you would,” Preston answered my question with a droll smirk. 


  “Held out?” I mulled that thought, trying to make sense of it. “As in your avoiding me was part of the plan?”


  “Of course, it was part of the plan, Syke.”


  I stood there stunned, my jaw wide open in awe. “And you would have gone on forever if I hadn’t walked in on you?”


  He shrugged, as if he couldn’t be bothered. “I don’t know how long this would have gone on, but I’m capable of waiting months.”


  This hit me wrong, all wrong. The man was twisted, vile, evil, incapable of compassion. I suddenly hated him and his game.


  “You bastard!” I muttered thoughtlessly under my breath. 


  He maintained his amusement effortlessly.


  “You would have put me through months of waiting… until I finally snapped?”


  “I had to be sure you really cared enough to move ahead.”


  “And what if I never gave in? What if I followed your rules to the letter, waiting for your move, and there wasn’t one? What if I finally gave up because you never summoned me again?”


  After another blasé shrug, he glibly answered, “I don’t know. But then, it didn’t happen that way, Skye, now, did it?” He was almost smiling. “You aren’t the type to suffer in silence. You aren’t the type to give up without having your say.”


  “Ooo, you! You are a cold, insufferable bastard!” I wanted to walk out the room. I could even see in my mind’s eye, that indignant departure, perfectly accomplished. Yes, my mind was out the door, but, sadly, my feet stood firm. 


  Instead of more repartee, more witty comebacks, Preston scribbled something on a piece of paper and handed it over the desk. 


  “Here, you’ll want to be there at eight o’clock tomorrow evening, no earlier and certainly not a second later.”


  “And what’s this?” I snapped, staring at the address on the paper, completely puzzled. 


  “What you’ve been waiting for, I suppose. I hope your weekend is clear of plans because this will keep you tied up until Sunday evening.”


  His choice of words were gauged just right to maximize the effect. I’d never felt my emotions so efficiently dispensed with. 


  “Tomorrow? That’s Thursday,” I reminded him, while making the mistake of gazing into his eyes. Just one long and solemn stare was sufficient to put me back into my submissive place.


  “I’ve taken care of your absence here at work. All you need to do is show up.”


  “And what is this? What’s going to happen?”


  “Let it be a surprise.”


  “And what should I bring?”


  “Just yourself, and your mind set on surrender—perhaps with more poise and dedication than you’ve shown me today. I trust you’ll recover your good grace.” The last was spoken as a threat.


  “I’m sorry about that. This game makes me a little crazed.”


  “I won’t always be this easy on you, Skye. You were out of line today; your behavior inexcusable and grounds for punishment. If you weren’t so damned charming you’d be naked now, tied over my desk and caned. Keep that in mind.”


  “Yes, sir.” My whole body shook at the very thought. I was totally cowed by the time I left him. While returning to my desk, I was certain the entire office was staring at me, understanding not just the game we played in secret but my humble position within it. 


  ***


  42 North St.


  I arrived on the street, parking my car in front of the small brick marker with a brass address placard; it looked aptly like a tombstone. I couldn’t see the house from the road… all those damn trees. But the neighborhood suggested an estate on a grand scale. I wouldn’t know that, however, for at least fifteen minutes. I planned to wait until two minutes to eight, when I would finally drive up the white gravel path. 


  The day was fading rapidly, predictable for early autumn. There was a hint of a chill in the air, or maybe it was just my own chilling panic affecting me. Another adventure awaited. Sometimes I felt lost in a maze from which I could not escape. Sometimes I very much wanted to be free of this bondage, and other times the maze itself was pure freedom.  I couldn’t decide which, as I waited for my next trial to begin. Were these trials? Tests? Or were they simply events concocted by Preston Lockhart to please his kinky sexual tastes? With no immediate answer, that was one to mull for a while. 


  But then mulling would have to wait; the hour arrived, the minutes just prior to eight p.m., and my little car pulled away from the curb, slinking its way up the drive. I stopped the car in the yard, a bit deflated to find the glorious romantic estate of my dreams a little less splendid than I expected. It was grand, all right, but a bit rundown. The two-story stucco home had stone casings around the windows and doors in an Old World French design that was actually quite appealing, perhaps even erotic, if I could forgo my dreams of pristine palatial elegance. The whitewashed house was a bit dingy now, and the grey slate roof needed replacing since most of it was covered with moss and several tiles were missing. I could see that the overgrown yard needed trimming, and in general, the house and its grounds had been neglected for some time. But despite my initial disappointment, the setting seemed to match the mood of sexual debauchery that I expected of my weekend. Warm yellow light shone through the window drapery making me curious to see what was inside. I might have studied the structure and its surroundings a good deal longer, but my appraisal had to be quick. Eight on the dot, I was at the door, knocking—my fright setting my knees to knocking as my knuckles knocked on the wood. 


  A man wearing black pleated pants, a white shirt and a gold vest—looking a bit like a butler, a bit like an old-fashioned gentlemen—answered the door with a crisp formal air of command. 


  “And you belong to?” he asked me directly. No, “Hello” or “Welcome”, or “Please come right in”


  “Preston Lockhart,” I promptly answered. 


  “Late is no way to start your weekend here,” he brusquely scolded me. “Property enters through the service entrance.”


  He was about to close the door in my face. 


  “And where’s that?” I jumped in. 


  He nodded to his left. “The side of the house.” 


  The house was atypically placed on the property, turned 90 degrees to the right. Instead of facing the street, it faced woods on one side and backed into them on the other. While one ‘side’ of the house faced the street, the side of the house he referred to was adjacent to a driveway that swept around the back of the property. Although there were neighbors close by, it was unlikely that they could see much of the well-hidden house.


  I walked around the corner, finding the only door on that side. It was three steps down from the yard, suggesting that it entered the basement or kitchen. There was a yellow light overhead, illuminating the small space with a dismal eerie glow.


  A woman answered, eyeing me up and down, through a pair of thick glasses. 


  “You haven’t been here before, have you?” she decided. She was a big woman, but not without a womanly shape. 


  “No, ma’am.” 


  “Then you get the short course on rules. First rule: property respects its subservient status and enters the house naked. You’ll have to remove your clothes.”


  “Remove my clothes?” I repeated astonished. 


  “That’s what I said.” She closed the door in my face, leaving me to obey her.


  The strangest quiver raced up my spine as the message registered. 


  I shouldn’t have been worried; I’d been taking off my clothes for Preston Lockhart regularly since our relationship began, and this may have been the least compromising situation of them all. No, it wasn’t real fear I was feeling, it was something much more. She called me property, as had the man at the front door. This wasn’t new to me; I’d been referred to as property before. But it all fit together now in a different way, as I realized what my master really meant by the derogatory term. I was not allowed the dignity of clothes, the right to cover myself in this house. I was less than human, demeaned, judged, stripped of the normal rights I would expect as a person. Had I any rights at all in this world? I shuddered deeply as I began to disrobe. The players in this game were serious sadists, I just a lowly creature. 


  I wondered if this was still a game, an innocent game of sex and thrills? It seems I’d stumbled on something much bigger than one man’s fantasy.


  Naked as the day I was born, and shivering from the chilly air, I knocked on the door again and waited, finally hearing the shuffle of feet as the woman approached and flung the door wide open. 


  “Better,” she said in her dull monotone. “Follow me.” She turned, leading me up a short flight of steps and down a corridor. I quickly hung my clothes on a hook near the entrance, where I noticed other women’s clothes were stored. Noting that I wasn’t following close enough, the woman turned back to me, a little annoyed. “You tardy, you get punished.”


  “Yes, ma’am.” I quickly made up the distance between us.


  The corridor led to a door at the end of the hall, a half open pocket door, which she pushed a little further to the left. She peeked inside. I could barely see beyond her, as my eyes were still adjusting to surroundings where everything was new to me and completely mystifying.


  “The new one,” the woman announced, then she stood aside, allowing me to pass in front of her. 


  For all my nakedness on Preston’s previous assignments, this occasion was clearly the most alarming. I stepped into a room of strangers—clothed strangers, a cocktail party of well-dressed men and women who chose to silently greet me with analytical stares. I gazed from eye to eye, bewildered, my body weak from fear and embarrassment. I wondered if I’d stumbled into the wrong room, or that I was crashing a party, uninvited. I expected a refrain of disgust and rebuke to follow, at least until the first man spoke. 


  “Ah, Preston’s lucky with you,” an immaculately beautiful boy-man strolled from the crowd and began to maul my breasts with obvious pleasure. The abundance of my malleable brown tits seemed to intrigue him. “He gets all this bounty to abuse.” He pinched my nipples so hard that I shrieked and jerked back. “A little jumpy are we?” he mocked. Like Preston, he was the kind of well-born, well-heeled, glamorous man I’d always taken great pains to avoid. But he was worse than Preston: too pretty, too stylish, too casual, too smug. I was wet between my legs just looking at him and that made me furious.


  “Ease up, Ryder, she’s new. Can’t you see the fear in her eyes?” an unknown party spoke up at my defense.


  “That’s her problem not mine. She’ll adapt.” He tweaked my nipple even harder, evilly, as though he despised me. The smirk on his face cut to my core. He backed away, smiling, enjoying the fact that I was trembling with fear.


   I stood by myself in the center of the room, staring wide-eyed at my surroundings. I noted the same sort of decadent shabbiness inside the house as I’d noted outside. I found that oddly thrilling. But the people were another matter. All those eyes! There must have been two-dozen people filling the living room. They were as clean-cut and well dressed as the ones in my office—looking vaguely familiar, but dissimilar enough for me to understand that I’d never laid eyes on any of them. Frankly, I didn’t want to see a familiar face—with the possible exception of Preston. Oddly, he might have been some comfort to me had he been there—but I had no such luck.


  At Ryder’s retreat, I was assaulted by the entire gathering, as a thorough inspection of my body began in earnest. At least six of the men and two women pawed and poked me. They slapped my ass, fingered my slit and probed the backside of my body. I had no instructions for my behavior, but just the fact that I was naked and they were clothed suggested that I had better let them do as they wished. After all, I was property.


  One rather hefty fellow with a take-charge attitude pushed me into a crouch. “That’s it,” he glowered over me. “Now hands behind your head.”


  I tried the awkward pose, but I could hardly hold my balance, squatting on tiptoe without my hands to assist me. 


  “Oh, that’s very pretty,” one of the women exclaimed, seeing my splayed pussy like candy for her eyes. In this grossly lewd position, my labia were very prominent, and my clitoris hung down between them, raw and vulnerable to whatever scheme they had in mind. I gasped each time someone bent down, leaning in to give my genitals a good yank. Somehow, I managed to stay on my feet. When someone moved behind my back and began fingering my asshole, I jerked right out of the position, and received a sharp slap on my ass for my error. It took some seconds for me to right myself and put my hands behind my head again. 


  “Better move to your knees, slut,” the take-charge fellow spoke, giving me a rude shove forward. 


  I dropped down instantly, my ankles thanking him silently for the change in position, although my gratitude was wasted. Being on my knees was not enough by itself. A heavy hand shoved me further forward. Then for several seconds, I was jostled and prodded, adjusted, readjusted, then finally found satisfactory. The end result of all the fuss might have been agreeable for them, but for me it was akin to torture—not to mentioned cruelly humiliating. My knees were spread wide and my arms were clasped behind my back, with my hands grasping my elbows. Then my shoulders were pushed down to the carpet, forcing my nose into the prickly fibers. The round tan globes of my plump behind must have been quite a sight with my anal cleft and pussy exposed to every eye in the room. 


  I waited, for a time being too shocked by my predicament to feel anything at all. Then the numbness faded, replaced by a familiar gnawing in my belly, which could only be sexual. I thought I was too afraid to feel anything. But the warmth under my skin, so evident to the hands that mauled me, became real to me too. 


  “She’s wet!” someone noted the fact while playing with my vagina. Whether the truth about me at that moment signaled the rest of the scene, I’ll never know. But obviously, I’d been found ready for their further plans. 


  I could hardly see a thing with my face so flattened against the carpet, but I knew without having to look exactly what came next. As soon as I felt a hand sensuously groping my cleft and fingers probing into the depths of my body, I understood their scheme. For a time the fingers were content with my pussy, but that was only to gather the juice from that spot and smear it over my anus. I understood the target, dreading the idea of having my behind fucked. I’d been played with there before when Preston had me impaled with a dildo, but I’d never really been fucked in the ass. My body locked up petrified, every muscle taut, every nerve screaming.


  My obvious anxiety hardly swayed my rapists. Their fingers only probed me deeper, and for a time, one womanly voice kindly admonished me to relax. “Breathe deep,” she purred as if that were some comfort. Like hell, I’ll breathe deep! my insides screamed at her. Even so, I could feel my body beginning to ease, and my rear door open as if the act was natural. “Grease her,” someone ordered.


  My eyes suddenly shot open—something I soon regretted. With my head positioned as it was, I looked back toward my feet, and saw a metal kitchen baster in the hands of one man, with the pointed end moving into my anal cleft. I should have closed my eyes but they were fixated on the appalling scene. When the metal hit the skin inside my cleft, a cold wave of anxiety passed through me. It was followed by a sudden stab, and then the feel something strange entering my rectum. 


  “I want that ass as slippery as her cunt,” the woman’s clear voice made me wince. I saw her then, hovering on the sidelines, just inside my peripheral vision… the one intent on fucking me. She’d been in the crowd when I entered the room, beautifully dressed in a purple suit. Her skirt was gone and her jacket tossed aside, leaving her thin silk blouse waving like a sail. Her groin was very naked, her smooth hips the color of bread dough and her ass cheeks gleaming like pearls in the soft light. From the center of her groin, harnessed to black leather straps, hung a thick dildo. She held her rod much like a man holds his erection before it strikes. Dropping to the floor, she boldly moved forward on her knees until she was at my ass, grabbing onto each rear cheek in preparation for the assault. 


  The next few seconds went by so fast that I could hardly prepare myself. I closed my eyes and gritted my teeth. My nails clawed into my elbows. Then hot tears formed in my eyes as my body tensed like a bowstring. The tip of her weapon was poised to strike, batting at my anus, fat and firm. Any second, I expected her to lunge into me. I imagined her ruthlessly pounding me like a young male stud fucking. I could feel it, picture it, even smell the intensity in the charged air, as though we were two animals snorting and pawing the earth, making ready for the sexual battle. 


  To my surprise, and relief, the woman allayed my more frightening speculations by gently, with a firm steady push inserting the fake prick in the greased portal. I gasped and nearly fell out of position, but the sensations were miraculous, not painful at all. My mind went crazed. My nerves sizzled. I almost passed out. 


  The lady’s friends were there to aid her, two men lifting me at the torso and keeping me in position. I enjoyed their hands and the feeling of comfort they provided. But it was all too much, the physical strain on my body, the reckless sensations flooding my overtaxed system, and then the truly evil and relentless pounding. What had been a simple easy fucking at the start soon shifted. Her gentleness turned savage and I became no more than an orifice for her to use. 


  I was told much later that the lady loves to fuck female asses. The harness she wears has a strap that goes through her crotch, which massages her clit and makes her come. The more she rode my ass and the more she liked it, the more vigorously she went about her business. Hearing her guttural noises made me believe she was coming. For a time, we became like a horse and rider galloping toward a fixed destination. But my own enjoyment seemed to stop once the fuck became brutal. This was far too rigorous and fast for me to take pleasure in the act… at least that’s what I thought. 


  I realized some minutes later, however, that while my mind denied any satisfaction, my body understood what was happening; it even liked the savagery. After the lady pulled out of my ass, I felt fingers on my pussy, toying with me like they could get me off. I don’t think I resisted their efforts. I was too tired to. But I didn’t pay much attention to them either. Then, suddenly, without warning, I was wracked by spasms and my clit throbbed hard and painfully. A full-fledged come slipped right by my wasted brain, causing my entire body to climax. The moment came and went so fast, I was left dazed and unable to understand what actually happened. 


  The men holding me were suddenly gone and I collapsed to the carpet, where I lay panting and out of breath. My hands were still grasping my elbows behind my back, and in a few minutes’ time, I could feel a tremendous ache in my shoulders. I sensed bodies above and all around me, but no one paid attention to my misery. I remained there for a while, believing that someone would eventually tell me what to do. But when no one spoke, and with my shoulders screaming with pain, I finally, slowly, cautiously, pulled out of the uncomfortable position, and lay flat on the floor . Still, no one noticed me. Or if they did, they didn’t say anything. 


  I must have waited nearly twenty minutes before I felt someone prod me with a stick. 


  “Out of here, slut, you’re done for tonight.”


  Out of here, where?  I wanted to ask, but I didn’t dare. I quickly rose to my hands and knees and crawled out the door. The woman who’d greeted me on my arrival was waiting there with a collar and leash. As though she’d practiced the move on many sluts before me, she collared my neck with a metal choke chain and led me by the leash down the hall. 


  “Stay on your hands and knees, and back your way down the stairs,” she said when we came to an open doorway. I looked back seeing the blackness below appear as though it would swallow me whole. Though I had no desire to go into her basement, I wasn’t in any position to argue. Wasted, aching and ready to sleep, I could only hope I’d get a chance to rest and a chance to assess what my kinky sex life had led me to. If this was Preston’s idea of my surrender, I’d have to take another look at my choice.
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  Chapter Seven


  For some hours, I lay in the dark, inside a cage made of wood and metal. There was hardly room for me to move, and no way I could stand. I have no idea how long I stayed there before I was released for other purposes. I suspected that it was morning when the woman came with a plate of food, but I really couldn’t tell. 


  I relished every bite of bread and cheese she gave me, and ate the apple, core and all. It hardly filled my stomach, but it was welcome relief from the sour ache I’d felt all night. 


  “Is Preston Lockhart here, perhaps?” I tentatively asked, just as the woman was about to take my plate away. 


  “I have no idea,” she answered. Obviously, she didn’t care and I decided that it was unwise to question her further. In her eyes, I was reduced to a status somewhere beneath the favorite house pet. A chore for her, one more burden she didn’t ask for.  


  I spent the next two days at the house being taught a variety of sluttish behaviors, which I suppose Preston wanted me familiar with. I learned to crawl in proper form, squat with some grace—apparently, my wobbly attempt the first night had been noted. I learned to walk with submissive poise and to spread my body wide, making it available for sexual use whether I was on my back, or standing, or on my knees. I was worked for several hours at a stretch, posed, stretched, pinched, clamped, spanked, whipped with floggers and even made to run around a small pen in the yard of house, chased with a buggy whip to correct every flaw in my form. I had no idea what ‘form’ I was supposed to strike. As many times as I adjusted my pace or stride or stance, it was never right, never perfect, never even pleasing to the men who worked me. 


  Each practice session inside or out was exhausting, and while the men changed places whenever they were tired, I was forced to continue the unrelenting practice until I could hardly move. 


  After nearly every session, I tried to pose one simple question about Preston’s whereabouts—speaking submissively but earnestly as I was returned to my cell. If I managed to get my question out, the men who trained me all acted as if they didn’t know who Preston Lockhart was. I doubted that was possible, but there was no way to extract information from these callous men. 


  I was never fucked for real. There were plenty of fake pricks driving into my pussy and ass; sometimes both holes were filled at once and worked hard and fast until I screamed. But I never had a real cock in my cunt; that seemed saved for someone special—for Preston I hoped. I rather liked that idea, once it became clear that the men were avoiding my body with their erections. I saw them fuck several other women—and envied those women the sexual pleasure. But it was Preston I wanted, not the nameless clones who tortured me, who left me tired, and after two days, hardly able to feel anything sexual at all.


  Later on Saturday night—I’m just guessing the time of day, since it had been some time since I’d seen daylight—I unexpectedly revolted. Almost without warning, a wave of angry feelings came over me and I exploded my pent-up rage and fear, feeling justly pissed that I’d been held this way. Pissed that Preston hadn’t shown his face, I rebelled. 


  I came to my feet after a succession of rods and canes and whips were laid on my ass. I’d been tied over a spanking rail, had been screaming for them to stop, and finally when the ropes were loosened, I bolted to my feet and turned to the two men. One was Ryder; he’d been abusing me all weekend, reveling in his attitude of superiority. I loathed him. At that moment, I loathed any man I saw, and most especially Preston Lockhart, who was still not present. 


  “Get me my clothes and get me out of here!” I stared Mr. Pretty-boy down and growled my orders. 


  “What was that?” he asked, mocking me still. 


  “I’m not playing your game anymore, and you can tell Preston to go to hell.”


  He answered first with amusement, then his face turned solemnly grim. “You think this is a game?” He reached out and pulled me into him, pinching my nipple and drawing me forward. 


  I tried to jerk away, but from behind me, the second man had my hair in his hand.


  “You’ve been misinformed if you think you have the right to leave of your free will. You’re property. A slut. A slave. A cunt, a pussy, a rectum, a mouth, an ass and thighs, a pair of breasts. That’s it. That’s all you are in this house, all you are to anyone who comes to play here. You’re a toy. Your job’s to entertain. You have a problem with that, too bad.” His lip curled into a snicker. The fingers that had been clamped to my nipple went for my pussy. “You know, I honestly can’t understand why you’re having such a problem with this.” His thumb grazed my clit repeatedly, while another finger found my “G” spot inside my vagina. “You’re drenched, slut.” He rubbed me a little harder, and my entire body twitched, threatening to explode. I couldn’t stand firm; I was too weak. The man behind me began to massage my sore ass, reminding me that the flesh was warm, and the sensation was biting and orgasmic. Ryder rubbed more vigorously and promptly had me at the precipice of coming. Knowing I was about to explode, he abruptly withdrew his hand. “See what I mean?” his voice was thick with sarcasm. “Just a cunt and pair of breasts and a tight round ass.”


  The two men pushed me to the ground, although they hardly had to lay a hand on me. My body wilted on its own. 


  “You have any objection to your treatment or your status, you bring it up with Preston, whoever the hell he is. We’re just here to get our jollies.”


  Nudged by their Italian leather shoes, I crawled back to the basement cage that had been my solitary home and my place of rest since I was put there Thursday night. 


  I imagined it was Sunday morning when I was returned to the living room, where my weekend began. The drapes were open wide, a bright sun steaming through the windows. 


  I was naked still, entering a room where everyone else wore clothes. I shouldn’t have expected anything different. But after three days of torture and abuse, I was numb and passive. Any rebellion in me had died. I’m not sure it was Ryder’s demonstration that convinced me. I hate to think that. But it was obvious to me that my body loved what my mind still questioned and my fears tried to hate. 


  I was collared, leashed and crawling, taken to the center of the room and left to wait. Sitting up, I rested my ass on my legs behind me and held my thighs open wide, while my hands were clasped to opposite elbows behind me as they had so often been since Thursday night. Several men around me spoke quietly, while they drank fresh orange juice and champagne. The smell of breakfast—eggs and bacon and coffee—filled the room, wafting in from the door beyond where the cook was fixing the morning meal. I waited, my stomach growling. I don’t remember when I’d been last been offered food, but it seemed like a century ago. Around me, the men were discussing whatever men discuss at such a gathering. It might have been sports, stocks, sailing—maybe how to whip a woman without bruising. I wasn’t listening; I wasn’t even trying to listen. I was swimming in my senses—my ears heard sounds, my nose drew in the fragrant smells of food, and my skin felt ruffled by the drafts air tickling me lightly. I felt with all my senses, but my rational mind was in a daze, and there wasn’t a thought in my brain.


  There were several men to my right and three men standing to my left. Others were sitting in chairs and I couldn’t see their faces. When the three to my left turned my way, they  noted my presence as if they hadn’t been aware of me before. The whole aura in the room suddenly changed, and I shivered inexplicably. Expecting to be toyed with again, my body reacted with a jarring spasm in my groin. Then the three men shifted their stance, moving aside enough to show me that my master, Preston Lockhart, was sitting in an easy chair, casually sipping coffee. My heart instantly responded with excitement, while my sex moistened warmly. Seeing me stare at him, he put his cup down. 


  “Skye.” The voice was the same cold ruthless one that thrummed my clit before. It seemed especially cold now and parental. He pulled from the chair and strolled toward me, looking down critically. “What’s this I hear about your wanting to leave?” He grabbed for the chain around my neck and jerked up tight, lifting me from the position, high on my knees. I nearly choked. He pulled me to him, so that my nakedness touched the smooth fabric of his pants, close enough that I could feel his legs underneath.  And at head height, the heat of his crotch poured out on me. He tugged the chain with one hand, with the other grasped my chin and forced it up. “You want to leave?”


  “No, sir,” I said without thinking, because that’s what I figured he wanted to hear. 


  “But that’s what you told my friends. Can you explain that?”


  “They caned me hard.”


  “And that’s a problem for you?”


  “It was then,” I admitted. 


  “And why was that?”


  I could feel my body tremble, with something angry churning in my gut.


  “I wanted you, and you weren’t here,” I suddenly snapped. “I expected you and you left me to these wolves.”


  He slapped my face. Stunned me. The sting radiated outward from where his palm struck flat against my cheek. He jerked the chain again, pulling me tighter, higher toward him. 


  “You owe these men an apology for being so rude.”


  My gut wrenched at the thought.


  “I can’t!” My voice, wracked with emotion, broke. 


  “Gentlemen,” he addressed the room of waiting men. “It would seem the slut needs a lesson in humility.” I flinched scared as a frightened rabbit. “Bring me some spice oil.”


  A green glass bottle and stopper appeared in seconds, just as Preston yanked me to a large leather hassock and threw me over the thick cushion. He tied my hands to the far legs, raised my ass high with several pillows under my groin, and then tied my legs and feet as far apart as my body would stretch. Standing behind me, he sat in a chair and worked my asshole, roughly thrusting his fingers inside. When he seemed to have it loosened to his satisfaction, I felt the oil pouring inside, warm and greasy. It took just a few moments before I realized what ‘spice oil’ implied. The substance melted into my flesh, into the porous tissue inside and the tender surfaces surrounding my anus. A fire ignited within and without, turning what was just warm to blazing hot in seconds. 


  Then from somewhere behind me, I heard the snap of latex gloves, and felt my master’s hand driving deep into my rectum, spreading the spice oil far inside. He fucked me with his hand until I thought I would incinerate. 


  As hastily as he’d conducted the dreadful scene, he ended his part in it. Ripping the gloves from his hands, he handed them to one of the men. Then he leaned down so I could hear him—just a private moment, with his hand firmly on my neck holding me fast, “Get used to it, Skye. You’re not your own woman anymore. You’re mine, and you perform for me.” 


  Letting go of my neck, he stood up straight and backed away. 


  “Use her, gentlemen, as hard and as long as you like,” I heard him say. I’d witnessed the scene from the corner of my opened eye. Once he gave the instructions, I watched Preston leave the room and me to the groping hands and fleshy cocks of these strangers. 


  I gather some men liked my fiery portal, as they fucked me with naked cocks. Others preferred to wear condoms to protect their precious skin from the spices in my rectum. It didn’t matter to me how they screwed me from behind, each one just spread more hell, taking me to the limit of my endurance. Though I wasn’t counting, I don’t believe I missed a prick that morning, except for Preston’s—which was notably absent. 


  After using my ass, they let me go, untied my weary limbs, shoved me to the door. Someone said, “Exit out the door you came.” I was too numb to walk, so I crawled from the room. I suppose they wouldn’t have let me walk upright, but I’ll never know that. I also wasn’t sure what they were ordering me to do, but the answer was soon clear. The unnamed woman of Thursday evening was there to take me to the servant’s door down the corridor. My clothes were there hanging on the hook where I left them. “Could I use the bathroom before I leave?” I asked.


  “Through there,” she pointed to a washroom behind me. The hot sensation in my ass had subsided, leaving a warm glowing feeling in my behind. But I was a sticky mess, and it took some time to clean away the traces of cum and spice oil. My anus had been stretched so wide that I wondered if it would ever return to normal. In fact, it seemed that my entire behind was one wide gaping hole, a territory just explored, which would remain forever prominently available for cock to screw. I stared in the mirror at my tired face, feeling curious about the woman I saw there. I saw peace in her expression, none of the emptiness I would have expected, just peace and contentment, satiation and satisfaction. Did I really feel that way? Was everything they said about me true? The slut, the cunt, the ass, the breasts, the body? Was this the real me? I wasn’t equipped to answer the question. I’d wait until later to confirm the answer, but I guessed that by that time, I had all the confirmation I needed. 


  My body stunk with three days perspiration reeking from my pores. Sour sex juice clung to my skin. I tied my greasy hair in a ponytail to get it out of my way. I needed a bath—no amount of washing at the sink could wipe the stains away. I needed a hot shower and a soak in the tub. 


  I exited the washroom and dressed quickly, while the old battle-axe watched me critically. Then I left the house, hurriedly making my way to my car. I drove toward home on the open road, feeling dizzy, shaken, scared still, and exposed. 







  

  Chapter Eight
  




  Chapter Eight


  The hours between 42 North St. and Monday in the office went by in a daze. I don’t think I ever woke to reality as I took my long hot shower and washed my hair. I flashed back frequently to the scenes in the house, especially the last with Preston. I tried to remember his every word, understand my faults and his attitude, and then recapture the embarrassing body rush that made that exchange so weirdly sexual. My humiliation taunted me, as repulsive as it was. It tapped a need in me I would have never known was there without it having been so clearly pointed out. I remembered Ryder’s cruel words, and Preston’s, and thrived on them both. Hate had turned to love, had turned to obsession—a mania I couldn’t chase from my mind. 


  I finally drank a glass of wine to calm my thoughts, so I could rest. I drifted into my dreams about eight o’clock and didn’t resurface until six-thirty the next morning.     


  Then, the instant I came to, reality reared its snide face, reminding me that it was Monday, my weekend was over and I would return to my master’s domain in little over an hour.


  ***


  The first few hours of Monday morning went by as normal—normal except for the fact that any second I expected Preston to summon me. I shouldn’t have been surprised when he ignored me. He’d certainly done so in the past, for days. But now, more than ever, I needed some cue from him about where our relationship would go. I needed his reassurance, his guidance. I didn’t know how to think without him directing my thoughts. 


  At three, after seven torturous, wasted hours, I walked through the main office trying to get noticed—and I was. 


  “Skye, a few minutes, please.” Preston came out of nowhere and disappeared down the hall before I could respond to his request. I followed him and stood at the doorway, while he sat in his chair. “Your behavior at the house was regrettable, but fortunately, you finally seemed to redeem yourself.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Come here.”


  The office door was still open, so that anyone who came far enough down the corridor could see the scene that followed. 


  He turned me toward the wall. “Bend over.” A shudder of apprehension raced up my spine, as I spread my legs and obeyed the instruction, presenting my master with my naked ass, nicely outlined in a black garter belt and lacy stockings. Pushing up my short skirt, he opened my cleft and inspected the widened orifice. In the last few hours it had been reverting to its “pre-fucked” state. 


  Finished with that buried territory, he pushed me upright and briefly inspected the marks on my ass—far fewer than I expected there would be considering the amount of caning my butt received that Saturday night. After motioning me to the front of his desk, he reached in a drawer, pulled out a disinfectant cloth and wiped his hands. 


  “It’s a shock to the system, no doubt,” he commented tersely, “but you survived. And you’ll survive a whole lot more.” 


  I heard a knock on the door behind me. “Am I interrupting?” 


  I turned my head, seeing Joel McNary there, and my entire being flinched. For just an instant, I saw Ryder in his place, the same cocky attitude, the same smug pretty-boy looks. They were clones of each other in attitude and substance. Maybe I was wrong to color Joel McNary with the same shades and passions, but at least for an instant, they were the same man in my eyes. 


  “Not at all, come in,” Preston welcomed him.


  Joel strolled forward. “And how’s the project?” he looked directly at me, while addressing Preston. 


  “Like any other novice. If I could only turn off her brain, I’d get better results.”


  I realized then that they were talking about me. And when Joel eyed me with a knowing look and smiled, I wanted to shrink to the size of a mouse and scurry away. 


  “He knows?” I looked at Preston pathetically.


  “Of course, I know, Miss Skye pose-in-the-nude-on-the-internet Sinclair. Pres and I drew straws to see which one of us would have you.”


  Drew straws! Like I was some trinket? My heart beat so fast, I thought I would pass out. I couldn’t say a word, though dozens of nasty ones marched through my head—swine, rat, bastard, m’fucking asshole. Apparently, my angry feelings showed; certainly eyes were riddled with spite. 


  Joel turned grim, speaking to Preston again, “You’ve gotta put a lid on that temper of hers, Pres.”


  “Think so?” He remained totally cool. “Maybe you’d like to help?”


  “Help? Hell, you know me. I’ve been dying to get at that fat ass.” I shriveled a little more inside, while my anger grew. Paradox? Yes, but I was riddled with them that day. “Shall we close the door?” He didn’t wait for Preston to answer him—the need for privacy was obvious. Either that or the entire office staff was on to the game. 


  “Have at her ass, if you like; it obviously didn’t get caned enough on the weekend.” Preston casually added his two cents, and then melted into the woodwork, content to sit at his desk and observe as remotely as a judge. 


  Despite the humiliation that made me angry, that made me sweat and my stomach sour, my crotch was so engaged, so wet just from their nasty banter that I couldn’t hide the truth when Joel McNary pushed me over the edge of the desk. He flipped up my skirt to inspect me as Preston had just done. And with the cool touch of his hand on my cheeks, I practically came. When he felt between my thighs, the first orgasmic shudder rippled through my belly. No! I had to get my bearings. I had to stop myself. I couldn’t let them know how much I hungered for this degradation.


  But then, my arousal was impossible to hide. Joel brought out the evidence of my lust—sticky, shiny, sex juice coating his fingers like honey. “Suck it, slut,” he presented his hand to my mouth, and I licked it clean. 


  “The cane, you say?” he turned toward Preston.


  “In the closet.”


  Joel moved to a cabinet on the side of the room, where he pulled out a rattan cane. Gripping it firmly in his fist, he strolled back to me, devious, evil, beautifully evil.


  “You know, canes are the only implement for a busy office. Practically silent when they strike.” He stared at the long slim rod with admiration, while my whole body went rigid, knowing what it could do to me. “You worried?” he was apparently asking me but I didn’t know what to answer. “Cat got your tongue?”


  “No, sir.”


  “Then speak to me when I ask a question. You worried?”


  “I suppose so.”


  “Good.” He smiled again. “You should be. I wreak havoc with these things. My own preference is for the thinner kind, the baton. They do more damage.” I don’t know if he was joking or serious, although I didn’t want to find out. “But since this is Preston’s passion, we’ll use this one.”


  He moved to my back and pushed my chest down on the desk at little further. I was facing Preston’s face. He looked back at me; his face unreadable, his thoughts if he had any, indecipherable. 


  “Yeah, you look at him, slut,” Joel charged me. “And while you do, get your priorities straight. Know who you belong to you; you could certainly do a lot worse. Think about it. You could have me as your master. At least he’s civil.”


  Thwack!


  The cane sizzled and stuck, biting my ass so I was sure it would bleed. I cringed, my muscles taut as piano strings. A small cry escaped my lips, and my face drew into a painful grimace.


  “Get used to it, slut,” Joel informed me, “there’s nineteen more to go.”


  Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! He rattled off several more cuts in succession, while I reached out gripping the sides of the desk. Otherwise, I would have fallen to the floor in desperation. 


  “Look at him!” Joel barked. 


  My gaze, which had fallen downward, returned to the man in front of me. I gritted my teeth and tried not to cry, at the same time, my sad tears were welling in my eyes. I recoiled each time the thwacking cane sliced another tale of woe on my behind. I couldn’t believe that the cruelty of the last three days could be surpassed. But for undisputed pain, this ruled. Maybe it was because I couldn’t utter a sound. I gurgled a bit, and gasped, and panted, and gulped down another load of fear, and then took more. I’d lost count in numbers and was still gritting and clenching and panting when Joel suddenly stopped. 


  “There!” he said with some emphasis. “That should leave some remnants to remember.”


  I didn’t doubt that fact. 


  He rubbed my bottom, gripping it firmly and squeezing hard. 


  There was a knock on the door. 


  “Come in,” Preston said, to my amazement. 


  I turned my head just enough to see Ellington Lloyd walk in the room. 


  “Oh, my,” he noted the scene with obvious surprise. “Is this sex play, or some new kind of office discipline?” He was infinitely smooth, which only suggested to me that he knew about the younger men’s schemes. 


  “Discipline, El,” Joel informed him. “Miss Sinclair sometimes needs a few reminders.”


  “Reminders?” He sounded a bit perplexed, maybe he didn’t understand what was actually happening in this office. “I always thought she was doing a damn good job.”


  “For the most part, but she’s occasionally a little frivolous with company time. Isn’t that so, Miss Sinclair?” Joel poked me to answer. 


  “Yes, sir.” My skirt was still above my waist, with my nakedness on display and blooming with color. 


  “And you think this sort of treatment is effective?” Ellington asked the question as if he were considering it for his entire office staff. 


  “For some women,” Joel informed him, sounding as if he’d suddenly break out in a full lecture regarding corporal punishment. I hoped not. “And definitely for Skye.”


  “Well then, gentlemen,” he said, as if he could easily pass this off as normal behavior, “don’t let me interrupt. I just came to remind Preston of the sales meeting in the morning. You need to be there. Eight o’clock.”


  “It’s on my schedule.”


  “Good.” Ellington nodded his head and took one last look at my ass and left the room.  


  “Whew! The humiliation becomes her,” Joel exclaimed. “There’s nothing like the rosy blush on her face when she’s embarrassed… except perhaps the one on her ass.”


   I hadn’t been told to rise, so I remained bent with my face toward my master. “Joel, you can leave now. I need a few minutes with Skye.”


  “Well, thanks for sharing. We’ll have to do this again.” He walked out, much to my relief, although now I was faced with Preston alone. Once the door closed, my humiliation seemed to expand far beyond its previous limits.


  “I push you because I know what you want, Skye.”


  “Yes, sir.” He was absolutely right. He had me in the palm of his hand and I was helpless. My heart and loins beat for him. My dignity was gone. All I had to do was pull myself off his desk, walk out the door, and leave him forever. But I would never do that.


  “You can stand.”


  That was some relief. 


  As I followed the order, I took a deep breath trying to gather my wits.


  “A question, sir?”


  “What’s that?”
“Does everyone here know? About our arrangement?”


  “Far as I know, Joel and I are the office perverts. Ellington? Now he knows something. But he won’t care, as long as he figures you participate freely, and we know you do.”


  I waited for several uncomfortable seconds until Preston spoke again. “You can go now.”


  “Yes, sir.” I left quickly, returning to my desk and sitting on my wounded bottom, remembering my humiliation every time I moved. I opened my email to find a message waiting for me, succinct and simple. From akol@incontrolofyou.com 


  Be at peace, my Syke, there will be so much more you don’t expect.







  

  Chapter Nine
  




  Chapter Nine


  Small consolations came in small doses. A quick email, a brief glance, the unexpected touch of his hand in public. Was I reading into these tiny acts a bigger relationship? I know I did. Even while I was imagining more from Preston Lockhart, I knew I was being foolish. But I couldn’t stop the hunger from surfacing. My appetite for him, for his instructions, his demands, his orders, his imperious looks, cool grim expressions and extraordinary energy of lust, only expanded with each day that passed. My hunger became my obsession—and Preston knew that. He knew he had me firmly bound by the promise of our erotic game. 


  He began to ask for me at lunchtime. He’d have me close the door behind me, drop to my knees and crawl to him, unzip his pants with my teeth and give him a blow job until he creamed my face with his cum. At first, it was strange being in such close proximity to his flesh. I assumed that he was rarely so intimate with women, and so I treasured the act, giving myself lovingly to his pleasure. I prayed for a night in bed with him—though that seemed to be far from his mind. 


  The oral sex was rarely passionate—just a way for him to release. He would tangle his fingers in my hair, sometimes push my face into his groin more deeply, at other times grip my scalp and give it rude, hair-pulling tug. The sensation radiated to my crotch, which lit up like a Christmas tree. Oh! How I prayed for a night in bed with him!.


  Sometimes he’d slink further in his chair, drop his pants, and spread his legs apart. I’d suckle his balls, roll his weighty scrotum across my palm and tongue him deep inside his crotch, underneath. Quiet shudders would rip his body, shake it hard in the moment he came. One day, after we finished and he was put back together in his typically faultless way, I wiped my mouth, and he casually made an unexpected demand. “Bring me a copy of your house key before you leave today.”


  “My house key?”


  “Yes, your house key.” He hated having to repeat himself, but this time I was so surprised by the request that I couldn’t mask the fact. 


  I had lunch out of the office that day, spending the entire hour getting a copy made of my apartment key. When I handed it to him, I had to ask, “Can you tell me when you plan to visit?” 


  “No. I’ll visit when it suits me. Property doesn’t have the right to question. Property exists solely for the pleasure of their owner. Their single duty is to be available to fulfill their master’s needs.”


  My life became colored by this new dimension of anticipation. My hours in the office had not been mine to plan for some months; now he took away the freedom in my private time as well. Though his demands on me in off hours were few, and often quickly over, there was rarely an hour in my day that I wasn’t waiting for his call, or the knock on the door, or more commonly, the turn of the key in the lock. I think he only called twice to see if I was home before he arrived, and even then, he didn’t tell me if he was coming for a visit. The first time he let himself inside no more than a half-hour later.  The second time I waited up nearly half the night, and he never showed. 


  When he did come to my apartment, it was usually around eleven—and as often as three nights a week. He wanted the same sort of blowjobs he had in his office, but we got more explicit without the threat of exposure hanging over us. He would lay out on the bed, naked at his groin, and have me suck his dick to a huge erection… an act that took just seconds. I would move down to his scrotum, giving it the same loving attention I’d perfected in the office, and then sink deeper still. Lifting his ass off the mattress, I’d part his cheeks and rim his anus, jacking his dick until he was about to come. Then, with my fingers toying with his anus, my mouth returned to his cock, covering it, swallowing it, blowing it off until he shot down my throat. I gulped, taking every bit of his frothy jism. 


  His visits were no more than extended versions of the blowjobs in his office. Although that didn’t prevent me from the hope that soon, very soon, I’d have all of him in bed with me, loving me as much as I loved him. 


  ***


  During these first weeks of late night visits, the torture, bondage and humiliation ceased. The kinky games were set aside for sex. After a month, however, I was on assignment again, back at 42 North St. for a Friday evening.


  I drove into the property as I had before, a little more confident about what I was doing, but probably more scared because I knew what might await me. I undressed at the door as I’d been instructed before and waited shivering until the old dame answered my knock. Hardly a thing had changed but the weather, and I was almost freezing by the time I was allowed inside. 


  “You’re late,” I was told abruptly. 


  Only because you wouldn’t answer the door, bitch! I exploded with anger on the inside, but didn’t say a word to her. I didn’t even sputter when she pushed me roughly into the kitchen and paddled my ass with a wooden spoon—just because she could, I suppose. It was just three minutes after the assigned hour. Late? I wasn’t late! She just wanted an excuse to abuse me herself, before the others in the house took over. 


  The scene in the living room was different this time, just a few men and women milling about the room where I’d been introduced before. As soon as I crawled inside, someone was there, clamping a thick iron collar around my neck and attaching it to a wrist cuff that was placed around my left wrist. My ankles were both cuffed in irons and attached with a chain. Either on foot, or on my knees, moving proved difficult. Once shackled, I was told to sit in a corner and wait. “Head on the carpet, arms behind your back.” This took a little work, since my one wrist was cuffed to my collar, but there was enough slack in the chain to make it possible, and I managed, if not as graceful as I would have wished. 


  I waited for some time, thinking, wondering, uncertain how I felt about the house, about the assignment, about this humiliation. It seemed so cold to me, so calculating. I suspected I was not aroused. But I realized later that I was just denying the facts as I had before. I must have drifted, my mind vacating for a time, while the room filled with people. When I was suddenly jerked awake, I moved up on my knees and stared into the eyes of the man who’d bound me. 


  “At the door, your master is waiting.”


  My was heart instantly engaged, excitement, jubilation lifting my spirits. I pulled the chain back over my head so that I could crawl to the front door and greet Preston. 


  But it wasn’t Preston at the door—not the man, nor the attitude, nor the good looks, nor the cool dominant charm, which had so enticed me to my secret, sexy, kinky life.  Instead, a stranger doffed his coat, expecting me to rise to my feet, take it from him and hang it on the hall tree. I did so dutifully. He was a big man, muscled, forceful, heavy jowled, with piercing eyes and confidence reeking from an explosive energy that both annoyed me and aroused me. 


  After hanging up his coat, I returned to his side, and he inspected me thoroughly, teeth, gums, hair, cunt, ass, flesh, skin, breasts. Pinching my nipples, he pulled them until I squealed—for which he gave me a stinging smack on my ass. 


  “Containment, bitch. Remember that. And say on your feet. I’ll tell you when I want you to grovel.”


  I followed him into the big room, which was now filled with men, women and their slaves. There was chatter, back-slapping conversation, jokes, and typical cocktail party talk. I served my master a vodka martini, and when he slumped into a lounge chair, he forced me to my hands and knees, making a table of my back, where he precariously balanced his drink. I was certain that any second, it would topple off, and I’d be in for one hell of a punishment. He wasn’t the kind of man I wished to cross, or disobey, or disappoint. I probably would have pulled off the stunt, if I hadn’t glanced to the side of me and upward, realizing to my surprise that Preston was in the room, talking casually to a group of men. Some I recognized, some were strangers to me. The surprise jolted my body just enough to send the master’s vodka martini to the floor, where the half-drunk cocktail spread like indelible ink over the forest green carpet. Oh, it would clean up just fine, even though at the time it looked like a permanent stain. The drink had also splashed on the master’s boots, and before I could even think, he pressed my face to the leather and ordered me to clean it up. He held me by the collar at the nape of my neck. I could hardly breathe, but I managed to tongue his dusty wet boots to a shine, while enduring the nasty taste.


  At some point in the middle of my task, the master began to paddle my ass with wood—spoon, hairbrush, slat? I wasn’t sure what he used. But it was hard and nasty, making my ass sweltering hot, and more deeply bruised the longer he rained his blows on my behind. He then pressed my nose to the carpet, pushing it into the fibers. “Shall we try again, slut?” he wondered aloud. 


  “I’m so sorry, sir. Yes, I would like to try.”


  He fingered my cleft, assuring himself that was I was adequately aroused and wet between my legs. I’ll be damned if I wasn’t leaking cum juice down my thighs. Maybe my body is just a sucker for pain. I don’t know what makes me wet, but I certainly didn’t enjoy the feel of wood smacking my behind—especially that day. 


  After completely embarrassing me in front of the crowd and Preston—he shooed me off to find him another drink. When I returned with his martini, I spotted Preston again briefly. He took quick note of me, eyeing me with a critical stare I’d become accustomed to—which made me quake like a sad child, praying for rescue. I should have known better. At his side was his little ‘subbie’, all frail and sweet and innocent looking. I envied her. The pain of my jealousy made my body ache far beyond the physical blows I’d just received. 


  I suffered in silence as I made a table of my back for the master’s drink. Blinding myself to my surroundings, I focused solely on completing the assignment. I didn’t shake. I didn’t falter. Not even the slightest quivering in my muscles betrayed the intense feeling of abandonment, loss and grief I felt inside. I suppose the situation made me irrational. I worried that the scene was more than a game, perhaps even a transfer in ownership. But I didn’t want this burly beast, I wanted Preston and the life he’d given me the last eight months. 


  The night wore on rather uneventfully. The brute master—we were never actually introduced and I never learned his name—wanted me for little more than a pedestal, or a plaything at his disposal. While other submissives were off to the basement dungeons, or tiptoeing behind their masters to the bedrooms in the second story of the house, I remained in the great room with this pompous fellow. After I successfully held his drink until he was finished with it, I then sat on my knees, resting my ass on my legs. Occasionally his hand reached out and fingered my hair. He would absently stroke my face or tweak a tit—all gestures of ownership. These little things scared me even more. What if? What if Preston had given me away for good?


  From where I knelt at this master’s side, I could see into the foyer of house, where the big staircase rose gracefully to the second story landing. I could see much of the comings and goings that night. There was little else to do but observe, and the activity was enough to keep me interested. I wondered about the pairings of masters and slaves, some seemed strange, but intriguing, and I pretended that I could peek inside the scenes and guess what happened in their private time. My musing helped to pass the endless hours, while the man at my side continued to talk nonstop about subjects that bored me. I figured the night was about licked, my stint nearly over, when abruptly my deliberations regarding the houseguests got personal and frightening. I watched in horror as Preston, with his hand on his little subbie’s round buttocks, led her up the stairs to the second floor. My gut clenched in panic. And then suddenly I didn’t care anymore what he did with her—fuck her or abuse her—it was too much. I wanted out.  For sixty seconds it took every force of will I had to keep from bolting the room. I managed to hang on, but probably only because the master, at long last, stood up, lifting me by the hair as he did. He hauled me upstairs to a private room.


  Once we entered the bedroom, he tossed me to the bed, and ordered me to my hands and knees. Tearing away his clothes, he moved in behind my ass, and plunged his erection deeply in my rectum. I suppose he greased the opening first; although I don’t remember when. I remember only that it didn’t hurt, that his cock slid in easily, and for some really strange reason, he was able to bring me off while he fucked himself to climax. His hands moved over me, caressing me, even mauling me with brutal force. At the same time, his erection claimed that dark territory of my body with greater erotic passion than I’d experienced from any man. I came screaming, while he came screaming, with pleasure pouring over me like a stinging shower of rain.


  I should never have given him the satisfaction of seeing me come. I worried later that it was a tactical blunder. But then, maybe it made no difference what I did. I wasn’t in charge. It wasn’t my game. I had no say in my fate.


  Later that night, the big man gave me to a couple of other men for simple fucks. But again it was only my ass that got used. No one touched my cunt, as if I were some sacred vestal virgin and it wasn’t yet time to break me in, as if Preston was saving that for himself. No one ever explained, and I didn’t have the nerve to ask. 


  I didn’t see Preston or his subbie again, not during the long hours of my sleepless night, or in the morning, when the group gathered again for brunch. Later in the day, my Dom of the hour released me and sent me home. 
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  Chapter Ten


  After my night at North Street, my relationship with Preston picked up where it left off—with some notable changes, however. He still came to me in the evening, but rather than my just giving him blowjobs, he began to use me sexually. He started with my rear entrance, fucking me as so many men had before him. These sessions left me physically restless, because I never climaxed with him inside me. It seemed that something was missing, especially since I came so easily, so explosively, with that other master. 


  On other nights, Preston would order me to come, then watch me masturbate while casually standing some distance away—aloof and dispassionate. At first, I hated this intrusion into my private world. But then, weeks later, I silently begged for the privilege of exposing my rapacious lust. Coming got easier in his presence, soon the only way I wanted to get off. Sometimes, he ordered me to come, but left the apartment before I even began. Then I would close my eyes and imagine us together in bed. Other nights, he refused me entirely after he’d pleasured himself. He told me sternly with a warning in his voice, that I could never lie to him, so I’d better not try. On other occasions during my workday, he would order me to his office, or come to my cubicle and watch me masturbate myself. Sometimes, he chose to get me off himself. I would bend over his arm, or the edge of his desk, or just touch my knees with my sex exposed, while he fingered the folds of my pubis, my labia and clitoris. A few times, he ordered me into the unisex bathroom just outside our office, where I was forced to strip and masturbate. If no one was in the restroom, he’d stand at the stall door and watch. Afterwards, he abruptly left, while I scrambled back into my clothes. I don’t think there was any logic behind these moments; they were simply exercises in control. I never failed him, though. I never had to; my sexual desire was raw and waiting for expression, always waiting for Preston to define it. 


  Regardless of how easy it became to come with him near, it still disturbed me that I couldn’t come with him inside my ass, the way I’d come with that other man. What did that say about my feelings for him? What did that say about us? I couldn’t even guess. Maybe I didn’t want to know. I refused to let him be less than I desired him to be. 


  Yes. I knew he wasn’t perfect, I could see his imperfections clearly—his vulnerability and the way he avoided being intimate, the way he used our sexual games to keep his distance from any affection he might have for me. But that didn’t matter. I was so hooked on the promise of something more than our arrangement that was I was willing to put aside what I understood about his character. I believed that inside him another man was dwelling, waiting to be revived by the right woman from an uneasy slumber. 


  About the subbie he’d mastered at the house in front of me? My concerns for her were quickly over once his attention returned to me. I was still his, and the girl had gone back to whomever owned her, just as I returned to Preston. 


  On the other hand, I was not so gracious about the other woman—Susan. Though she disappeared the day I stormed Preston’s office demanding answers, she returned several weeks later, using the same feminine wiles to lure men, having the same effect on Preston that she’d had before. 


  I hated her, and curiously, she seemed to despise me as well. Had Preston told her about us, what I meant to him? Good lord, I hoped not! I couldn’t imagine he would—I trusted our secret, even if there were others in the building now privy to our sexual game. The way she treated me suggested that she knew a whole lot more about me than I did about her, and I didn’t like that. 


  Susan had a swagger when she walked, and a pair of hips that swayed luridly before any man, sensuously, wantonly, luridly—hips not a whole lot different than mine, when I’m in the mood to attract attention. As she strutted about the office in her coy display, the eyes of the men would light with interest. A little flirtatious twinkle followed when she snickered at them, or sidled up to them rubbing her breasts into their sides, while feigning to need their opinion on some business matter. The second time she ruined our office protocol with her blatant exhibition, I learned she was from the London office. Yes, there was a bit of a British accent to her speech; it made her haughty, condescending and smug—an uppity woman the way she used the affectation. She was everything I hated about women on the prowl. The fact that she especially clung to Preston only made me despise her more.


  I became suspicious of her plans for him as soon as I saw her in the office, smoozing her way from man to man. She was working on a new ad campaign and needed the input of the partners in the agency, Preston’s input, even though that was not his expertise. As soon as she wriggled in next to him, I wanted to spit in her face. That being unfeasible, my free time was spent finding ways of embarrassing her in front of everyone, most especially Preston. 


  The more I saw her seductively entangled with the man I wanted, the more desperate I became to even out her advantage over me. Being sexually submissive to a man may jumpstart my sexual engines and make them hum, but in any other matter, and especially this one, my submission was impractical, stupid, and just not my style. 


  When I spilled honey and tea on Susan’s conference room chair, it was a completely reckless, totally juvenile move. I’d confess that later. But it was the first opportunity I had to get revenge, and I acted impulsively. I had been beside myself for days, green with envy and torn by my suspicions. Preston hadn’t shown up at my apartment for a late night screw in nearly a week and I was frantic for his attention. Anything. Anything at all to show he still cared for me. While I waited for his attention, I imagined him screwing Susan in the cunt nightly, while I languished in bed, afraid to come on my own against his orders. Even more, I was afraid that the night I didn’t keep my promise, he’d show up in my room and know instantly that I disobeyed his orders.


  He knew I couldn’t lie to him and so did I.  


  So… the tea and honey got accidentally spilled on Susan’s chair, and accidentally not cleaned up before she parked her cute little behind in the middle of the mess. I was standing like a dutiful subject at the side of the room watching. She’d been on a verbal roll, teasing and playing with the partners and agents as if they were puppets and she was tugging their strings. I imagined that it was squishy and warm when the honey and dark tea oozed through the fabric of her winter white gabardine skirt, forcing a stain in the cloth that couldn’t be dry-cleaned, couldn’t be washed, couldn’t be swabbed, sponged or wiped away. I watched her bright eyes grow dull and red lipstick smile suddenly vanished. She turned white as a sheet just before she blushed bright red. 


  “Shit!” she seethed under her breath, as her anger quickly surfaced. She jumped from her seat and looked down at the goop on her chair, realizing only too late that the entire room had a bird’s eye view of her wet behind and the fact that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Enough water had soaked through the white skirt to outline her ass and the crack down the middle. She jumped back around when she saw every eye staring her way. “What the hell? Someone spilled on my chair!”


  The meeting adjourned immediately as the red-faced Susan fled to the ladies room. On the way, she barked orders to two secretaries to get her fresh clothes. Later she slunk into her office where she remained out of sight until she could appear again, poised and perfectly groomed in a navy blue suit. The offending chair was hoisted from the room and set in the hallway, tagged with a “Do Not Sit On This Chair” sign, until a maintenance worker could be found to clean the seat. 


  After the initial moments of horror and instantaneous panic, I retreated to my cubicle to bask in my tiny glory. Of course, I worried that I’d be found out, but that didn’t spare me the jubilation of my successful revenge. 


  I’m not sure what came over me that day—too much raw power, I suppose. Raw power fueled by jealousy—a dangerous combination.


  When I ventured into the outer office that afternoon to pass out a report I’d prepared, no mention was made of the morning incident, and Susan, for once, kept to herself. It seemed I’d avoided suspicion, a fact that only made me more jubilant. At day’s end, I had one last task left, which took me back to the computer room for a visit with Roddy. 


  “I understand there were some fireworks upstairs this morning?” he opened the conversation with a sly grin. 


  “Oh, it was a dandy!” 


  “You there?”


  “Right in the room.”


  “Did they figure out what happened? I mean who set her up?”


  I hesitated only briefly. I would have loved to tell him the truth, but I didn’t trust anyone with the facts. “Set her up? I think it was just an accident.”


  “Naw, I don’t think so,” he shook his head, like he knew something that I didn’t.


  “And who’s saying it was deliberate?” I inquired, being a little nervous and trying not to show it. 


  He shrugged. “Just feels deliberate. Pretty woman like her… an office full of secretaries who’d probably like to claw her eyes out… only makes sense, someone was taking advantage of the situation.”


  “Humm, maybe so. I never thought about it that way,” I lied. If Roddy could figure out the truth so easily, then everyone else in the office could too. I certainly had hoped it wasn’t so obvious. 


  “So, you up for some fun?” his voice lowered in a propositioning sort of way. Then he sidled up beside me, intent on turning our exchange into something more personal. At the touch of his hand, a leisurely sensation of lust strolled down my back. I jumped; then my shoulders clenched and I pulled away. 


  “I know you kinda soured on me a while back. Did I do something wrong?” He moved toward me as I inched back a step or two. He’d have me cornered shortly, if we kept this up.“No,” I shook my head nervously, “nothing’s wrong at all. The sex was fun, I just…” I had to make up something fast. “I just had to ends things.  Another guy…”


  “Really?”


  “Yeah.”
“And is he still around?” 


  My body was overloaded, crying at me, screaming for the release I kept denying it. 


  “Well, yes, kinda.” I smiled. I could feel his cock, telepathically, throbbing, engorged and pressing against his jeans. 


  He moved closer, running his hand teasingly down my arm. Then the back of his hand moved gently across my breasts, and tips of his fingers longingly grazed over my pubic mound. Mesmerized by the erotic thrill, I couldn’t move. But while my flesh begged for more, I suddenly realized what was happening, and jumped away startled. I was burning up inside. “C’mon, Skye, what’s really keeping you away?”


  No. I’d never tell him; he’d never understand. I hadn’t anticipated feeling anything for Roddy, since my recent lust had converged on Preston and no one else. I guess I was wrong about that. Suddenly, without any forewarning, the desire in me for Roddy became as strong and demanding as it had been months before. Maybe it wasn’t real desire. Maybe this was just the denial speaking—I might have screwed any man with an available erection. 


  And then there was the day itself… my successful revenge gave me power, igniting flames of sexual desire hotter and more immediate than anything I’d felt in some time. I couldn’t hold them back. My willpower vanished, and with it thoughts of Preston’s rules. Besides, what would it hurt, an anonymous, meaningless fuck with an old flame? Why not? 


  Unlike me, Roddy wasn’t battling for answers, or looking for justifications to have sex. He was horny and he wanted me. As long as I didn’t push him off, he’d keep trying. He kept it up, I kept resisting. He moved closer, I stepped back. He touched my face, my body quivered… then he touched my cheek… my temple… my lips… and the gnawing in my belly seemed to expand all around me. 


  “Oh, what the hell!” I finally exclaimed. I hopped up on the desk behind me and spread my legs. “Here, go ahead and have at me.”


  “Ooo, naked,” Roddy whispered in awe, as he gazed at my pantiless crotch. I was a better slut than I’d been before, the evidence was clear. The skin across my snatch was smoothly shaven, and where my pubic hair remained, I’d trimmed it close, leaving it soft and invitingly touchable. 


  Roddy surprised me. Instead of simply fucking me, he stooped down, and moved on my cunt with his mouth, sucking, licking, devouring the purply folds, making the steamy fissure quickly orgasmic. When he came up for air, I moaned because I didn’t want him to stop; it had been such a long time since such delicious sensations had visited my cunt…  and I was just that close. 


  Then, before I could distract him, offering to let him fuck my mouth or ass with his erection—so I wouldn’t feel so guilty afterwards—he opened his jeans to free his cock. In seconds, it knocked at the doorway of my pussy and pushed inside. Except for fingers toying with that sweet spot, and occasionally finding it fucked by someone’s hand or a rubber dildo, my pussy had been barely used since I became my master’s property. Certainly, no cock had entered me since Roddy’s had months—eons, it seemed—before. 


  I should have behaved myself and obeyed my master. Fucking Roddy or anyone else should have been the last thing in my thoughts. But I lost all power of self-control. I was gone in a heartbeat, getting fucked hard and coming like I hadn’t come in months. At the moment, I climax with rough earth-shattering spasms, I couldn’t care less about Preston Lockhart and his rules. And yet, just moments later, as Roddy pulled dripping from my cunt, and my body languished in the afterglow, I struggled with my shame. Why was I so stupid to fall for this easy screw?


  I must have known then that my lapse in judgment would mean disaster. But my only thought as I came to my feet, cum oozing down my leg, was how fast I could get back to my cubicle and think through the damage I’d done. Unfortunately, I didn’t have the luxury of time.


  “Roddy, take your hands off Miss Sinclair, and get your cock back in your pants.” Preston’s voice landed between us, like an unexploded bomb was suddenly ticking in our midst, calmly, patiently and surreal. My heart plummeted like a wounded bird.


  I turned toward the door. Roddy turned too, and got hold of his wits. He scrambled so fast to stuff his cock back in his jeans that he caught his pubic hair in his zipper. “Yeeouch!” He came out of it grinning, shrugging off the awkward moment, “Hey, man, it was just a quickie.” 


  “I’m sure it was—in the company tech room on company time,” he reminded us both. “Miss Sinclair, I’ll see you in my office, once you’re put back together.” He turned away before I could reply, and we listened in silence as his shoes clicked on the Formica, the door opened at the top of the staircase, and then closed with a gentle swoosh behind him. 


  “Sorry, babe, I guess we took one too many chances.”


  “You’re right about that.” I was reaching for Kleenex on the back of his desk to wipe the cum from my legs. “Of all the people…” I muttered.


  “He someone special?”


  “Oh, I don’t know,” I sighed, being afraid to say too much. 


  “Hey, you didn’t tell me you were with him.”


  “It’s not exactly that.”


  “Well, whatever it is, I’m sure as hell sorry.”


  “Sorry, why? We had a good time.” I patted him on the cheek and smiled.


  “But you’re covering up.” 


  “Maybe. But I still enjoyed myself.”


  “Sure. But he’ll read you the riot act. You want me to go with you? It’s as much my fault as yours.”


  “No, no. I can handle Preston Lockhart,” I said starting for the stairs. 


  “Damn!” He shook his head, “I hear everyone who comes down here. Why didn’t I hear him?” 


  I looked back over my shoulder, “Maybe because you weren’t meant to.”


  Roddy cocked his head and looked at me with one fixed eye, puzzled.


  I left not saying more, leaving him to figure it out. He never would. 
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  Chapter Eleven


  I arrived at Preston’s office in time to watch him shuffle through a pile of papers on his desk, sorting in silence. I figured that he was angry, fuming, so mad he didn’t know what to say and was simply calming himself. But, it didn’t feel that way. I’d been the benefactor of his anger before, and this was so completely passionless that it seemed eerie. Of course, I wanted him to address the “fucking issue” immediately. Get it out of the way, absolve my guilt and pay my penance. If he was going to send me packing, I wanted to know that too. I wanted answers, although I certainly wasn’t going to demand them. Maybe I could still salvage something from the awful mess I’d made. But as I watched him while suffering in the dreadful silence, I was doubtful I could ever redeem myself. 


  When he finally looked up, his face was as placid as usual, and typically cool, but no more so than normal. 


  “Tomorrow, Skye, you’ll be accompanying me on a project. The real estate development at Crystal Shores.”


  I remembered the account, one of Joel’s, if I was correct. “You need a research assistant there?”


  “I need you there.”


  “And there’s where you’ll punish me?” I speculated aloud. My anxiety was just not content to wait for him to make a move on the matter of his recent discovery. But my question was another mistake.


  “Where I choose to punish you, if I punish you, is my business. I need you at Crystal Shores to take accurate notes. You’re better than any of the office assistants at detail, so you get the nod. We’ll leave here by nine.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  I had no illusions about the day ahead. Preston wouldn’t let the matter of my screwing Roddy in the basement go unaddressed. He was just waiting for the perfect time. I had little doubt the development site would prove the right place to make me pay for my dim-witted blunder, but things certainly didn’t play out the way I imagined. 


  Preston drove his Audi to the jobsite, with me sitting next to him. 


  “Ass on the leather,” was the only instruction he gave me, and I quickly obeyed, letting the feel of leather on my bare behind pleasantly work its way through my crotch. It may be the only pleasant thing I would feel all day.


  The drive was uneventful, just a pleasant ride in the country. It was a good twenty miles to the suburban housing development, a very upscale wooded setting of two-story houses under various stages of construction situated at generous intervals along a hilly terrain. Strangely, the scene was vacant of construction workers, obscenely silent when we arrived. As I looked into the partially complete houses, I didn’t see a soul.


  “Day off?” I asked absently. 


  “There’s been some problems with financing the development and the construction has been briefly suspended.”


  “Too bad. It’s beautiful.”


  “Just a temporary glitch, I’m sure. That’s why Lloyd & Lockhart was hired.”


  “Sell the sizzle. There’s lots of it.” 


  “I’m sure Joel has that angle well in hand.”


  “Just look at that one,” I pointed to a house on an approaching rise, surrounded by trees, looking stately, even forbidding. The exterior was nearly complete, combining stone and siding in the current style, a many-gabled roof and large expanses of windows. Looking beyond the panes of glass, I could see that the inside walls were still missing, leaving a cobweb of bare framing. “What an amazing house!”


  When Preston drove into the unpaved driveway of this particular house, I wondered if he’d read my mind. Strangely, the structure stood out from all the rest, which were presently bathed in sunshine. Over this one, a dark cloud hung like an omen, lending a spooky feel to the atmosphere, a certain mischief, an elegant mystery, enough to tickle the hairs on the back of my neck. Pulling as far as he dared onto the bare dirt, Preston parked the car carefully, making sure that he wouldn’t get stuck in the mud. It had rained two nights before, and the ground was soft. 


  Although the day was warm and sunny, cheery even for early spring, a foreboding feeling of gloom gnawed at me, as eerie as the empty jobsite. I remained intrigued. As we stepped from the car, I heard a hammer in the distance; had work suddenly started up again? But it fell silent, as if someone had ripped it from the worker’s hand. I shivered a little and moved forward, following Preston as he gingerly made his way to the front step. There, he pulled a key from his pants pockets and opened the door. 


  “Perfect,” he exclaimed on entering. I’m not sure what was ‘perfect’ about this house over the others, but I let his comment slide. After all, I’d chosen this house too for reasons I couldn’t figure out. 


  Except for that tiny instruction at the beginning of our ride, Preston had not made reference to our sexual relationship for the entire half hour. He gave me the impression that this trip was exactly what he described, a fact finding mission that would require my talent for observation and detail. I believed he was telling the truth, even when my gut kept shouting to me otherwise. 


  As I strolled inside the half-finished house, gazing into the rafters above, my mind tried picturing the finished house. I’d always been fascinated by style and form. And though I’d never want a home as ostentatious as this one would become, I could play with it in fantasy, like a child playing pretend. 


  “Skye.” His voice wasn’t unexpected as it lifted me out of my reverie. 


  “Nice place,” I said turning around. “At least I think it will be.” I smiled. 


  “No doubt,” he agreed, looking about the studs for a second. Then he looked back at me, while my own eyes were unexpectedly fixed on him. An intense shiver rose up through my body causing it to quake. The feeling fled in a second, but it left its message. 


  A breathtaking silence descended around us, as we stood frozen in place apparently unable to move forward. But then I broke the spell, having come to the obvious conclusion, “You are going to punish me, aren’t you?”


  “Of course, I’m going to punish you, Skye,” he answered calmly, almost like a reprimanding father. “What did you expect? My only concern is how to deal with the mountain of offenses you’ve committed in the last forty-eight hours. It’s one thing to punish matters of civility with stern lectures and a good paddling on your ass; there’s no good explanation for your behavior in boardroom, except jealousy and spite. But then you complicate matters, disobeying the basic rule that makes our agreement work. Fucking Roddy Morgan in the company basement is not only a breach in company policy and a slap in the face of decency, for which you’ve been warned, it goes against the premise of what you and I are about.”


  I knew that. 


  Assuming he wanted to make me feel six inches tall, he certainly did a fine job. He couldn’t have spelled out my crimes better, or tapped into my guilty feelings more effectively. I really wanted to cry and plead with him; my desperation was that great. But instead of going meek and humble, I did what I often do when faced with a tricky situation, wherein I feel the need for self-defense: I spit out the first thought that pops into my brain, regardless of the fact that it sounds like an attack.


  “You mean you find fucking in the company basement a slap in the face of decency worse than the things you make me do every time it suits your sick, horny fantasy?” His logic seemed a little quirky and I just had to point that out. In the instant, my question seemed justified, even though I regretted it as soon as I said the words.


  I think he handled it well. I expect he just wanted to haul off and slap me, which in master/slave circles, I no doubt deserved. I probably would have been strung from the ceiling of the house on North Street in short order. 


  “You aren’t very smart, Skye, if you haven’t figured out by now that there’s one set of rules for behavior at Lloyd & Lockhart, and an entirely different set of rules you and I have agreed to. Different logic, different rules, but we’ve agreed to both. It’s up to you to know when one set of rules applies and the other does not. What we do together may not make sense to the world that doesn’t enjoy our sexual inclinations, but as long as it works for you and me, then what the rest of the world thinks doesn’t matter. If I ask you to strip nude in front of a crowd of strangers, you do it, not because it’s proper behavior but because you want to, because it makes our relationship what it is. The rule is, however, I’m the only person who gets to make that kind of kinky decision for you. When you don’t have me telling you what to do, you behave according to the rules of common decency. This should be obvious, Skye.” He looked at my vacant face, wondering. “Or, are you impaired in your thinking? 


  I shook my head, “No, sir. I’m not impaired.” I’d had time enough to get things straight in my whacked out brain. I didn’t need the lecture to understand his point, I’d understood it with the first queasy feeling I had following my revenge on Susan, and the next queasy feeling I had letting Roddy fuck me. I’d simply ignored them both. 


  “That’s nice to hear,” he replied. “Now get undressed.”


  I wasn’t shocked to hear his order, but I was petrified for what might come. 


  Like some weird movie, creepy sounds began to surface all around me. The sounds of hammers, car engines, saw blades and voices. The place was coming alive like it should have been on a Wednesday morning. The effect was bizarre and disturbing, as if the world had suddenly changes dimensions, for a time lost in that unpeopled place where only Preston and I existed. I was glad to be back in the land of the living, but it only made my impending punishment more frightening, to realize that any moment someone might discover me naked. 


  As I hastily removed my clothes, I looked into the rafters and winced. Preston could have a field day with so many places to put me in bondage. I expected ropes, cuffs, all the necessary paraphernalia and I wasn’t disappointed. As I was undressing, Preston pulled a long length of black hemp from the satchel he’d brought with him. He proceeded to bind me in a rope-dress of intersecting, intertwining ropes, beginning at my neck, wrapping my torso and descending into my crotch, where an overhand knot rested intentionally over my clit. My arms and legs were free to move, but not without tugging at the ropes in reminder. The bondage was more than a physical thing… it worked like magic on my brain, tethering it to Preston with an invincible knot. Such care! Such strange affection! His attention to every perfect detail of the bondage dress seemed intimate, even loving. And the warmth of his hands as they skillfully worked produced a longing in me I’d never felt before. As he finished tying off the ends neatly at my thighs, I found myself craving him more than carnally. I wanted inside his brain, his body, his thoughts. I wanted to understand his soul… that remote, inaccessible place few would ever find. I knew I was about to be punished, but that didn’t matter. Whatever brought us together thrilled my heart—even if this scene had been created by my regrettably reckless behavior.


  Unfortunately, like so many times before—and since—Preston altered reality to suit his fancy, not mine. Just as he finished the bondage, as if he’d choreographed the scene down to the last detail, I heard a car pull up in the drive. It wasn’t enough that the work site was suddenly teaming with activity and the fear of being discovered heightened every second, but into that explosive atmosphere, Preston added a spiteful twist. 


  I stared toward the front of the house, through an open window, and there, grinning and unmistakably malicious, was Susan stepping out of her car and coming up to the house. My entire body gasped, while I sighed aloud, “Oh, no!” trying to keep my feelings quiet but unable to. 


  He’d thrown our intimate games out the window and implemented a new one that I was sure to hate.


  When Susan arrived, picking her way gingerly in high heels through the dust and mud, I knew I was doomed. The vile woman strode into through the door with an evil smirk on her face, just as Preston was tying my wrists to beams above. Throwing his heaviest rope over the thick rafters, he then wrapped my hands and wrists until the bondage was secure and I was unable to move.


  “Keep your legs spread, or I’ll bind them apart,” he ordered. I took his message seriously, enduring the strain it placed on my thighs and my upper body. If I didn’t know before that this would be a trial to endure, I knew it then. 


  “Oh! How pretty we are,” Susan bleated sarcastically, as she suddenly turned her attention from an inspection of the room to me. Her eyes lit on me with a devilish glare. I swear she was Lucifer’s twin incarnate—Preston would assure me later that she was just an accidental witch. Her nails—long, precisely manicured and painted cherry red—picked delicately at the tight ropes binding my breasts, just to see how tightly they’d been tied. I jumped a little each time her nails bit into my skin. She ran a hand down my chest in front, to my pubis, then around my side and over my ass cheeks. I held my breath, waiting. Any second I expected her to strike with a nasty bite and devour my flesh. “Humm…” The hum was guttural, like a growling beast still caged. “You say she’s mine?”


  “All yours, Susan.”


  Why on earth I would utter a sound at that moment, I don’t know. I expected something as odious as this in punishment, but I couldn’t stop my ill-timed gasp of dismay, “Oh, Preston, please no! You can’t give me to her!” 


  My master moved so swiftly that even Susan was taken off guard and forced aside by his imperious wake. He slapped my cheek with a stinging shot, then grabbed my chin so that I was forced to look him in the eye. “Don’t argue with me, Skye. You’ll only make me hurt you more. This is just desserts for a reckless, self-indulgent and childish act. Susan has every right to punish you for what you did to her and I’m just giving her the chance. You’ll find she’s a skilled dominatrix. I trained her myself when she flunked submissive training.”


  “Yes, I couldn’t stand the abuse,” she piped up. 


  “Or enjoy the surrender,” Preston added a bit cynically. “You should thankful I’m not the one meting out your punishment, because it would surely be worse.” Seeing the look on his face, I had no doubt he believed that to be true. I shuddered to my core. The strength in his voice and his clutching fingers transmitted power and desire, and—if I was not mistaken—a certain fondness for me. At least I wanted to believe that. Other couples might have sat down and talked about the incident in the boardroom in rational tones, discussing motives and apologies and sorting out reasons why to some logical end. Apparently, Preston and I would settle our quarrels in a different manner, adjusting an imbalance with physical reprimands and symbolic corporal acts of atonement. I understood the reasons why, but I would still despise the methods he used, no matter how perfect they really were. If Preston wanted to stop any future foolishness, this was certainly the way to do it. 


  He let go of my chin and stepped away, still keeping a fixed eye on mine. 


  “She won’t give you any trouble,” he stated plainly to both Susan and me.


  “I’m sure she won’t,” Susan chimed in immediately, contentedly, with the same self-satisfied smirk she wore on her face when she arrived. 


  She turned me, toying again with the ropes, tugging and pulling a bit, while she thought out her plan. If I’d been her, I would have had it all in mind in advance. But she seemed to prefer the spontaneity, and—I learned, much to my dismay—was certainly not short on creative ways to abuse me. 


  “Let her down, Preston. Before I whip her, I’d like to see her show off for me.”


  Like he was sub and she was Dom, Preston complied with her wishes and loosened the ropes that bound my wrists. I stood before her with my hands at my side, while her smirk seemed to broaden into a wider grin. I could see the wheels in her mind cranking out her devious plots en masse. “Hold out your hand,” she said.


  I did, taking from her a string of five golf ball-sized beads with about three inches of string between them. 


  “Put them in your ass.”


  I must have looked at her dazed, because she had to repeat the order. 


  “In your ass. Get on your knees, bend over and put them up your butt.” What was sexually seductive about her with men abruptly turned ice cold with me under her control. Afraid of the icy bitch, I dropped to my knees on a wooden floor that felt like concrete. Then I leaned forward with every intention of following her instructions. Unfortunately, the first ball was not slick enough to insert into my rectum. 


  “Spit on it!” she suggested the cure, which worked with the first ball, but not the others, since they were all attached. “Use your fingers to swath the path,” she recommended then. 


  I liberally covered my fingers with spit, and coated my anus, then shoved another of the beads into my ass. The first two were the most difficult, as the strain, the humiliation and the need to prove myself conspired against my efforts. But once I felt a pleasant fullness in the body cavity, my lust kicked in. I hardly cared where I was or who was forcing me to abuse myself. I nearly forgot my surroundings completely—if anything the unlikely locale for my punishment just heightened my arousal more.  


  Susan stood over me, the cold, dictatorial bitch that she was, but I didn’t care any longer that I hated her. More exciting to me was my master to my left, leaning on a sawhorse, casually watching the show, attentive, but with an air of cool indifference—like a referee perhaps. 


  “Hmmm… .  very good,” Susan purred as I pushed the third bead inside and followed it with the fourth. By then, my insides felt puffed up and about to explode. There were two beads yet to go and I couldn’t imagine more pressure, but I wasn’t about to hesitate. This was as much a matter of principle as anything. I refused to look bad in front of Preston, or weak, or unsure, or rebellious. Even if it killed me to do it, I wouldn’t let the woman have the satisfaction of besting me. I’m sure that’s what she planned on. 


  With a little more effort and deep breath, I shoved the fifth bead into my ass, and moved on to the sixth. I couldn’t believe that there’d be room to fit that one too, but with my determination driving me forward, I managed to insert the last. I felt it hit the one next to it as it settled inside. This was a demanding physical bondage of a sort I’d never experienced. I sucked in my breath and held on with all my might, while the urge to push the beads out threatened my hard-earned victory.


  “Let’s not see you panic now, Skye,” Preston urged me from the sidelines. His comment made me believe that he was in charge, not Susan, though that was a short-lived thought. 


  “She needs the aggravation, Preston. Conniving trollops deserve to suffer.” She kicked my ass with the toe of her high-heel. 


  I was getting used to the foreign objects in my ass, and the threat of voiding the six beads faded. Still hanging from my rectum was the string end attached to the beads. At the very end of that was a ring to tug… or, in this case, a place to attach a leash. Once Susan snapped the clamp shut tight, she walked about the downstairs of the house with me following on hands and knees—backwards. “Careful you don’t make me pull out the beads. If you do, you’ll regret it.” 


  I was glad that someone had swept the place free of loose nails and lumber, which would have made the parade more difficult. Even so, negotiating doorways backwards was tricky, tricky too keeping up with Susan’s steady gait. “C’mon, slut, let’s keep moving,” she ordered, while stopping long enough to whack my ass a few times with a piece of wooden molding she’d found. I hated the sting, but I’d never let her know that. I held in my loathing and continued moving, urged by the gentle tug to my ass. I was destined to fail this exercise—Susan had that all figured out and so did I. It was only a matter of time before she’d tug just a little too hard and the sixth bead would exit accidentally. 


  She didn’t even try to disguise her plan. Suddenly, pulling me way too fast for my ability to move, she had, not just the sixth, but the fifth bead popping free. A rush of energy flooded that place, and all my careful containment threatened to vanish. My bottom felt like it would explode. 


  “Oh, my, she slipped,” Susan quipped for the benefit of Preston. Then, using the sharply honed edge,  she whacked me a dozen times or more with the molding, scorching heated lines of pain across my ass. “Put them back!” she demanded, her voice icy with contempt. 


  I quickly obeyed, slobbering my spit over the round orbs and insisting they fit in my rectum again. At last successful, my perilous journey began again, this time up the stairs of the house moving forward. The leash lay across my spine loosely, while she charmed me with sweet-talk fit for a beast of burden or her toy poodle. “That’s it, just a little ways more, just a little more,” she tugged lightly as she spoke. I mounted the stairs on my sore hands and knees, doing double duty to keep my entrails full and my mind focused on the chore.


  “Throw me the cuffs and rope,” she called down to Preston. 


  He didn’t throw them; instead he ambled up the stairs to join us. Strangely, it was some comfort having him close enough to see because I was performing for him, rather than Susan, a fact I found erotically pleasing at the moment of my greatest humiliation. 


  We moved to the back of the house, into another of many framed but unfinished rooms, to where a large window that looked out on a forest of trees.


  “On your feet, slut,” she said, after having unleashed me. 


  My hands were cuffed and strung up high into the ceiling beams, then Susan tied me to the window jambs on either side, from my shoulders to my ankles, using, when possible, the rope-dress Preston fashioned for me earlier. While my ankles were tightly anchored, she purposely left some slack in the torso ropes, so I’d be able to move within the spider web of rope. 


  “Now lean out the window, slut,” she ordered. This wasn’t easy, but I complied, hoping that she had in mind a plan to secure the position. Once I arched my back, jutted my ass back into the room and leaned forward, she shoved a sawhorse in front of my legs. It hit where my legs and thighs meet, but powerfully held me in place as the ropes tightened and held me fast. 


  Until that time, I felt safe enough in the house to think we could keep this activity private, just between the three of us. But my privacy immediately vanished with my naked tits hanging out the window like two bobbing balloons. I could look to either side of me and see into the neighboring backyards where hammers and saws were being put to use by tough, tanned construction workers.  


  “Oh, how nice,” was Susan’s first comment, seeing me spread wide with my back arched and my ass pushed out. She moved around me stroking my tautly contained body, venturing a squeeze or pinch if that pleased her. She plucked my right nipple and twisted it so hard, I was sure it would tear away. Noting that I wouldn’t howl, no matter how hard she squeezed and twisted, she let go. “Impressive. But then, we’re just getting started. It’s been along time since I’ve had a body like yours to torture, and I will enjoy every minute, until you finally surrender.” 


  Surrender! To her? Only when hell freezes! I silently told myself.  


  There was not a muscle in me that didn’t ache, that didn’t scream for relief. But the only relief I would know was through the long steady shower of pain that rained down on me from the wooden slat and then a conductor’s baton she found in Preston’s satchel. She whipped my ass and shoulders soundly, waiting for me to let loose with a scream. I wouldn’t give her that thrill, but bit my lips, sucked in and made the pain arouse me. When I wouldn’t cry, she changed her target and paddled my tits with the molding. She thwacked them hard on top and from the bottom with dozens of stinging, white-hot smacks. The pain continued relentlessly, tearing at me anew with each blow that landed. 


  When that wasn’t enough, she started in on my pubis, reaching underneath with first the baton, then the slat of wood, whipping and spanking the flesh until it was as hot as a fiery oven, blistered and swollen. I refused to cry and she didn’t like that. 


  “You’re not enjoying this, are you?”


  “Should I be?” My tone was a bit defiant and she didn’t like that either. 


  “Maybe I should march you in front of the brutes next door and let them have at your ass.”


  Maybe you should, I barked at her silently, although I shuddered from the embarrassment that would bring me, and shuddered even more with the thrill I might give those men.


  “You never told me she was a pain slut,” she told Preston.


  “I don’t think she is,” I heard him reply. 


  Because he was standing directly behind me, I couldn’t see him from where I hung between the framing 2x4s. But I could sense his presence, the fierceness of his being, and the irrevocable connection between us. Even Susan couldn’t sever that. 


  “Not a pain slut, and still not a whimper?”


  “Keep going, the day’s not done,” he told her.


  “Of course, it’s not.”


  She leveled me then with a series of quick repeated smacks to my ass, all in one tender spot and so many that I thought she’d never let up. Then she moved her aim from side to side, targeting one cheek and then the other, but hardly missing a beat. I struggled hard to maintain my silence but it was crumbling away with no relief at all. Unwittingly, I began to moan my distress, something Susan didn’t seem to realize right off, but then, even while I tried to stuff it in again, there was enough anguish surfacing, enough plaintive garbled sound for her to finally realize how much I hurt.


  She was like a demon after that, pinching my labia between her fingernails, so hard I was gasping audibly again. “Can’t take it, can you?”


  “Yes, I can,” I maintained despite what I knew was true. 


  She liked defiance, and the fact that she would prove me wrong. She resumed her torture, digging her nails into my other labia. I held on then, but when she began to pinch my clitoris outright, what little of me could move and shake, tried to shake her off. I attempted vainly to let the pain arouse me, as it had many times. But this was beyond my level of tolerance. 


  “Ahhh… please!” I finally heard myself cry. 


  “Please what?”


  “Please!” I screwed up my face in a pained grimace.


  “Please what? Answer me, bitch!” she yanked my hair back and nailed my clit with the other hand in the same instant. 


  “Yeeeeeeeeaaaaaauch! Stop, please. I can’t take anymore.”


  She let up only reluctantly. I could feel her fighting to continue. Later, much later, I would suspect that there was some unspoken agreement between Susan and Preston that prevented her from going further. That saved me. I would have been screaming in my loudest voice unable to stop myself if she’d gone on much longer.


  Susan gathered my sex juice from my cunt and presented it to my mouth. “Lick it, bitch.” There was a weird gleam in her greenish eyes, the glitter of the sadistic mad woman that lurked behind her polished exterior. 


  Between the sound of Susan striking me and my internal screaming—just as the pain was the worst—I thought I heard creaking sounds like was someone coming up the stairs. I didn’t dare look behind me; the thought of having a bigger audience was too much for my overloaded senses. But once Susan’s viciousness had its say, as her vengeance was satisfied, I became aware that there were others in the half-made room, two construction workers—big brawny fellows—with their eyes glued to the sight of me bound, strung up, ass out, tits sporting nipples fired by their recent onslaught.


  “Nice ass, huh?” Susan mocked me to the voyeuring men. “If one of you will yank that string hanging from her ass, while the other one finger-fucks her cunt, I’ll bet she’ll come.” 


  I didn’t try to see the snicker on her face, I knew it was there just hearing the tone of her voice. I heard retreating footsteps as her high heels hit each stair on her way down to the first floor. I guess she’d had enough of me. I’d certainly had enough of her. 


  Unfortunately, I didn’t have much time to let my thoughts linger or my body rest. I felt one hand at my cunt and another on my ass, tugging at the end of the string. The man at my side began to fuck my pussy with his hand, and soon the other one gave the beads a healthy yank. 


  As the first bead exited my ass, my body exploded in orgasm. Then as each of the next beads were yanked free, sharp pains rocked my insides with more spasmodic waves of climax.  


  “No! No! No more!” I cried out from the senseless oblivion that followed. I couldn’t take any more… not that fast. But the men ignored my pleas. The one behind kept jerking the string, while the one at my cunt continued fucking me with his hand. I rocked back and forth and from side to side in my spider web prison, weeping softly as the next bead was painfully jerked away and the climactic sensations were revived. When the last bead popped free, I nearly passed out. 


  “Damn, what a slut!” I heard one of the men say. I didn’t want to open my eyes; my embarrassment was that profound. “She a good fuck?”


  I suppose he was asking Preston, and though I didn’t hear his reply, the answer was obvious. Moments later, a prick was stuffed in my rear and I had more reason to scream. I managed to contain myself, however. Knowing any sound might draw attention to the open window, I was sane enough to keep my agony to myself. The second man’s prick followed the first, and by then, I was oblivious to pleasure or pain, simply hanging on until the man had spent himself inside me. 


  I was spared the humiliation of having to face the two; they quickly disappeared down the stairs as I recovered my senses. I heard them leave the house, and then in the steamy quiet that followed, I waited for Preston to speak. 


  The silence made me quiver—even the noise from the other jobsites had tapered off, just a distant hammer or the quick squall of a saw. And then there was nothing—must have been lunchtime. I never did understand why the housing development had been vacant of workers when we first arrived—explained away by Preston as a temporary work stoppage—and then was suddenly busy with activity no more than a half hour later. I guess it really doesn’t matter if I have an explanation; part of surrender is accepting the situation for what it is.


  As I waited to be released, I sensed him close. I sensed his cool and calculated manner, and felt the fire from his eyes even though I couldn’t see them. I expected him to speak, but he maintained the brutal silence. I suppose that is only natural for him and I should have accepted the fact that I had a reticent master. Part of his reserve was what I loved, since it was so much the opposite of me. I always thought of myself as a bubbling-over brew of emotions, visions, quirky thoughts and fantasy, with an endless supply of questions traveling through my brain cells. 


  Unlike so many times before when I waited for my master to act, I sensed some strong emotion beneath his quiet exterior. He seemed curiously anxious. Was this the ripple in his smooth veneer that I’d noted months before? Anxiety? Reluctance? A steamy fire of passionate lust? Was all that there? Or was it just my just imagining running away in fantasy? 


  My shoulders shivered for the hundredth time that day, then I felt his hand reach out—hot, firm and curiously tender. I thought I would melt into a puddle of happy feelings—joy, relief, contentedness and love. How could I love him? Why would I? He’d never given me reason to take our relationship into that unstable territory. Was he, maybe, doing that now? It surprised me how much I hoped for that. 


  As he carefully began to remove me from the web of rope, his hands would graze my skin as if he intended to soothe me. When he stood close, I felt a deep pulse in his crotch, body heat, cock heat and more. Once I was down to the ropy garment, removed from the window and safely back inside the privacy of that upstairs room, there was no mistaking the affection pouring out on me. He stood behind me and kissed my back with tenderness. This wasn’t an adoring kiss, but a thank you, a gesture a master would give his property for a session fittingly carried out.  


  “Remember what this was about, Skye,” he whispered in my ear. “I have charge of you always. I’ll give you to whomever I choose. Whether you enjoy their treatment of you is not an issue. It arouses me to see you challenged by the things you hate. Because I know that what you hate, you really love. Your eyes open to a larger world beyond your narrow vision, and I can mold you into the woman I desire you to be, the woman you are begging to become.” 


  Oh, yes, that was exactly what he’d done. 


  “Every bit of you belongs to me, Skye, every minute, hour, day, thought and feeling.”


  All true.


  He turned me around in his hands so I had to face him, look him in the eye and confront the reason I’d been brought here in the first place. He stood close, inches away and held me at the shoulders as a father disciplining a naughty teenager. His voice was stern, but loving. And his eyes, less critical, less cold, but still imperative. This was essential stuff he was talking about, and a twist in our relationship, I loved but was equally scared of. I understood… he wanted more of me than just a series of hot sex scenes. I wanted that too, but never counted on it happening. I never expected him to be talking to me this way. I suddenly had the urge to push him off, it scared me so.


  “If you wish to remain my property, you’ll learn to be more gracious with the choices I make for you, and you’ll end your jealousy now. Your status doesn’t entitle you to make statements regarding my behavior. I own you. You serve me. I’ll take my pleasure from whatever slut I choose, whatever woman, whatever liaison, serious or inconsequential. Don’t have a problem with that because it speaks to the essential difference between you and me. I give up my liberty to no woman, especially one as trivial are you are. This is the arrangement you agreed to. Don’t think you can change it; it’s not within your rights. Remember who you are.” 


  Incredible as it seems, I viewed this lecture as a sign that we were closer, more entangled than ever—and in a new, deeper and more intimate way. But I did believe that was true. In my mind, it brought me closer to him and essentially gave me more power. 


  That is a paradox, I know, especially since he was seizing from me any last vestige of power that I was still trying to claim. 


  But I understood the paradox in my gut, if not my brain. Never in the months of our arrangement had he spoken to me with such attention, such intensity, and yes, such passion. Hot passion. This was coming from his loins, not his calculating mind. I swear his cock was driving him as much as my cunt had driven me every day since that first email. And this was the difference, the change. All that Preston Lockhart was—the haughty executive with the twisted sexual inclinations, with the need to control, the need to dominant, to wreak his prurient sadistic vision on a surrendering woman—was at that moment fueled by a sensuously compelling energy I’d never sensed in him before. 


  I knew why he spoke to me this way. He had to come down on me hard to keep the right balance between us, because there, in the midst of his very pointed comments, there quaking beneath his seemingly unshakable stolid surface—back to that ripple of vulnerability again—I saw that vulnerability shimmering like a mirage between us. He was making these statements to remind me about the difference between master and submissive, because on one level he worried that the barrier would crumble, that I’d see where he was weak, his Achilles heel, where he was empty, where he hurt, places he was unfamiliar with, behaviors that were uncomfortable. We both had a lot at stake. He was right, I’d better not toy with him. If the important barrier between us crumbled, the fantasy would vanish as so much silliness, so much foolish game-playing… and sexual thrill would go with it.  


  I didn’t completely understand all this while we stood eye to eye in the upper room of that vacant, half-built house—that would take time, distance and thoughtfulness. But my conclusions were confirmed, when, to my utter astonishment, Preston kissed me. His lips moved on me with such breathless tenderness that only love could pour out from me to him. I had never been so profoundly satisfied with anything as I was with that kiss. 


  He kissed me more, without taking me in his arms, with one hand touching my chin lightly and his other at his side. He wouldn’t siphon off the meaning with a canned romantic clench. It was merely his lips touching mine, pulling at mine a bit, tugging as I surrendered and allowed him to lead. The kiss, and those that followed, lingered like perfectly prepared food lingers with a delicious aftertaste for hours, in sensuous reminder of the feast. This was that feeds the soul. He fed my soul with those kisses, and in the process, thoroughly frightened me. 


  The kisses beginning to end were very Preston. Preston perfect.  


  When he backed off, my head was still inclined a bit, and my lips were parted with an anxious unwillingness to sever the mood. Would he ever do that again? Though I begged him silently to return, I knew he was finished. As much as I wanted those seconds to linger, if I’d devised it myself, I couldn’t have added anything to make the moment better. Some things don’t get better being bigger or more than what they are. This was one.


  The remaining ropes fell silently away as Preston stripped them from me with very little effort. 


  “Your clothes are downstairs. Go get dressed,” he told me quietly.


  I padded down the stairs, swept up in an aura I wanted to relish forever. 


  “Well, now, look at you,” I heard Susan’s voice cut sarcastically through my happy musings. I looked her way, as she puffed on a half-finished cigarette, as its ash fluttered in the air and settled to the floor. Hearing her voice, my insides clenched as if someone had just socked me in the solar plexus. 


  “Let me see your ass,” she said. 


  I wasn’t sure how to answer her, but being so completely witless and submissive, I let her look at the marks she’d made on my behind. Even when she asked me to bend over so she could inspect me further, I didn’t hesitate. 


  “I thought I told you to get dressed, Skye,” I heard Preston as he was coming down the stairs with his gear in hand. 


  “Sorry, sir.” I shot up and scrambled to my pile of clothes. While I hurriedly put them on, Preston spoke to Susan. 


  “You have places to go?” he asked her. 


  “I thought we could have lunch,” she locked her arm under his and looked up a little plaintively. 


  “Sounds good. I have to drop Skye at the office.” He looked at me. “You ready?”


  “Yes, sir.”


   I sat beside him as we rode back to the office, with Susan following in her car. 


  We rode in silence for a time, until my curiosity got the better of me, and timidly asked, “So you have no interest in Susan?”


  “Interested in Susan? No. She’s no more than a friend. Oh, we tried once, but the relationship was pretty laughable.” He looked toward me, chuckling softly, “But then she was certainly good for baiting you. I couldn’t have planned the whole incident better if I’d tried.”


  “No, I suppose he couldn’t.” 


  “Handle your jealousy, Skye.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  When me dropped me off, I rushed into the building, while Susan parked in the company garage and took my place next to Preston.
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  Chapter Twelve


  Shortly after my punishment in the half-built house, Preston moved my desk out of research into an office adjoining his. I became his personal assistant and they hired a new girl for my research position. This new job assignment shocked me, since I never had any aspirations for working outside of my perfectly comfortable, anonymous niche. All this was done without my being consulted. And yet, by that time, I was letting things happen to me, rather than making them happen. 


  This was obviously a behavior new for me. I mindlessly gave up any thought of free will, unable to shake the indisputable hold my master had on my behavior and my thoughts. This all seemed perfectly rational, not at all silly, or insane. 


  The new working arrangement brought me to his side hourly, not daily, as I assisted him in a hundred tasks, none of which allowed me the freedom of my research position. Within days, I became fully entangled in his issues, his job, his intentions for the agency, knowing his schedule by heart and doing everything I was told in order to make his day go smoothly. 


  While we were working, he rarely made mention of our private relationship, and yet it hung at the periphery like a ghost, hauntingly intruding in the tone of his voice, the brush of his hand against my body and the way he dominated every minute with his needs. I stopped short of asking permission to go to the bathroom, but otherwise I was his to use, order, command and instruct. 


  Although our private world was rarely acknowledged during our hours in the office, it still had an uncanny way of coloring every moment with sexual tension enough to make my belly quake with lust, my pussy wet in anticipation, and my heart leap with the joy of a woman in love. The fact that we were so physically close so often sometimes drove me crazy… and I found myself wanting to flee from him, go back to the safety of my cubicle and hibernate. After a day or two of little but his cool detachment, a territorial hand deliberately grazing my ass cheek had orgasmic powers. 


  He’d ignore me for days and I’d start to wonder what happened to our personal relationship. Then, suddenly, in the midst of preparing some report, some letter, or compiling facts, figures, whatever the task, he’d say, “Come here.” My body would instantly tremble and I’d move to his side. “Put your hands on the desk.” I’d do as he asked, which meant I would be posed in a right angle to his desk with my ass stuck out. Preston would lift my very short skirt and fool in some intimate way with my genitals, always with a degree of pain, which required me to contain a reckless flood of sexual energy. Sometimes, I orgasmed, if he allowed me to, sometimes not. He commonly ended the brief scenes, giving me a quick spank on the behind, while sending me on my way as if I were a child. 


  This wasn’t unlike the many times before, when masturbating in the office was a regular event I surrendered to. However, those occasions were distinctive intrusions in my otherwise busy schedule at the research desk, apt reminders of my role as his submissive. Once my job changed, I needed no occasional reminder of my status. The shift in proximity alone was enough to reminded me of his ownership every minute of my day.


  One afternoon, I was crazed with pent-up sexual energy to the point that my raw nerves made me edgy and short. I screwed up a letter, failed to make an important appointment for him, and stumbled through a presentation of information before a small meeting of the associates. 


  “It doesn’t sound like you prepared for this, Skye,” he quipped at me curtly, when I was unable to answer several questions, and got confused by a question from Ellington Lloyd. “If you’ll excuse us, gentlemen, I think we’d better send Skye back to the drawing board on this one.” Men in their position didn’t like wasting time, and even the normally congenial Ellington left with a less than cordial glance at me. 


  “I’ll need the information by tomorrow,” he reminded Preston, his voice tinged with a frosty edge as he left the office.


  “She’ll have it.”


  “I’m sure she will,” his stare was telling. I suppose he remembered the time he found me getting punished in Preston’s office. 


  Seconds after the last agent left, Preston put me on the floor. 


  “You want to tell me what caused this sudden lapse?”


  “I don’t know, sir,” I answered, my speech sounding muffled and distant. I was in a full crouch bent over with my face in the carpet so far that I was practically eating the dusty nap.


  With a sharp movement he flipped my skirt up, exposing my naked buttocks. With a whippy little baton in his fist, he whapped my bottom several dozen times. 


  “Bad answer, Skye.”


  “I wish I had a better one.”


  Preston didn’t take the comment as I meant it: sincerely. 


  He thwacked me hard, with that thin bamboo cutting deeply into my behind. I jumped each time the cane hit, and buried my exclamations in the thick pile at my mouth. 


  “Try again,” he sternly asked. 


  “I… uh…” The fact was, Preston hadn’t come to my apartment for sex in almost a week. He hadn’t teased me to orgasm in all that time—in fact, he’d teased me twice and left me hanging. It had been all I could do to keep from breaking his first rule of submission … don’t come without permission. But dare I tell him all that?  


  He thwacked me again, and kept on cutting me with the dreadful bamboo, while coaxing, “An answer, Skye.”


  “I… uh…” I was trying to think while the pain in my ass was reaching miserable proportions. “Ouch… uh… sir… I am so damned horny…”


  “So damned horny, what?” he finally stopped hitting me. 


  “I can’t stand myself… you’ve got my nerves, m-my body all tied in knots, sir…”


  “So this is my fault?”


  “NO, Sir! I mean… I don’t do well with denial… I’m not very good at long term suffering.”


  “Well, then, maybe you need a little more training in suffering. How about two weeks at the North Street house?”


  I winced in anguish at that thought. 


  “It will be a sacrifice on my part, but if they can train you to contain yourself with some grace instead of going sideways on me, it would be worth it.”


  “Please, sir, I really don’t think that would be necessary.”


  “Oh, you’re making the decisions?”


  “NO, sir!”


  He paced the room, walking around me, no doubt deep in thought, or being silent just to make me suffer more. The sum of his thoughts was more gruesome a result than I could imagine. “Raise your ass and spread your knees wide.”


  The position exposed my pubic mound and anal cleft to the extremes, leaving me vulnerable and especially scared. Preston, for his part, lived up to the promise inherent in his last order. With a delivery sure to shock every tattered nerve in my system, he whacked my ass, the cleft, my labia, pussy and every other tender inch of my sex. I gasped aloud because I couldn’t help it. Of all the trials I’d been through with him, this seemed like the worst. Or then, maybe the present moment is always the worst… because time makes the memories of previous punishment fade or turn into an exhilarating, if not faulty, memory. Truth is always very subjective, but worse or not, I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs, but I didn’t. 


  When he finally stopped hitting me, the awful ache lingered on. 


  “You’re going to feel this for sometime, Skye. My intention. I hope it will be a useful reminder. Now get up and fix this lousy presentation into something I can present to Ellington. If you have to work all night to get it done, so be it.”


  “Yes, sir,” I said as I gingerly rose to my feet. I was a little wobbly, and yes, I winced with every move. 


  Later in the company bathroom, I wrenched and twisted my body around until I managed to get a quick peek at my wounds, discovering a dozen red welts where the baton had almost broken the skin and there were bruises rising up from underneath. It was three days before the ache in my behind finally disappeared. The old admonishment, you’ll be blistered so hard you won’t sit for a week… is an extreme threat. That much punishment would be genuinely vile. But it certainly seemed that I was half way there that day. 


  I waited another week before I got any relief. Preston wasn’t about to let me win this battle. That week was rough, but I did much better containing my nervous frustration. I didn’t even hate him. I never understood how this strange, fantastic dynamic we shared turned abuse into a powerful aphrodisiac. But by then, I quit trying to figure it out. 


  For awhile, after the incident of punishment in his office, Preston came to my apartment regularly at night—although on no particular schedule. As he’d been doing for months already, scenes in bedroom were often urgent quickies, during which I often wouldn’t get off. Increasingly, however, they became more purely intimate moments when I would mellow out in the pleasure Preston offered with a genuine interest in my satisfaction. Then, almost without my realizing, his sexual focus moved from my taking ass to my cunt… from voyeuring my masturbations, to tender, sensuous trysts, making love.


  He became more than a master… exchanging cruelty for breathtaking kisses. His skin met mine explosively, and we fucked wildly, with savage abandon. Then later it was obvious to me that we were lovers, wandering about the bed in the dark, silently speaking with our hands, our tongues and tentative gestures of love. I say tentative because we seemed so unsure of the territory we explored.


  Sometimes I wanted to push him away because the intimacy created such an awkward tension between us. I think he felt that way, too—sometimes it was days before he came to me again. Yet, when he finally returned, the passion would be as fresh as it had been that first time. 


  After one very intimate lovemaking, after a lengthy silence, which was common during our late night rendezvous—I can remember our not exchanging more than four words on one occasion—Preston was getting dressed while I sat on the bed contently naked, watching him. He stared back at me and startled me with a surprising announcement, “I want to move you into the spare room in my apartment.” More surprisingly, I hardly flinched when he made his declaration. “It’s a small space, but all you’ll need. My demands on you increase from this point on and I want you readily available.”


  Though I’d lost the independence of my lonely Lloyd & Lockhart cubicle, I still had my apartment to cling to. Now I’d lose this too, if he had his way. My repertoire of ready responses rushed forward as my first defensive thought silently screamed that I cut him off right there. Game over! You’ve gone too far! But that was the old Skye. 


  My move into his executive penthouse went so smoothly that I hardly knew what happened to me—or most of my belongings; I had little say about what traveled with me to my new home or how it was situated. When I finally arrived the servant’s quarters off the kitchen, I found my bed, my Peruvian comforter, my art scattered about the floor and walls, a dresser, the lively colors I was accustomed to and my clothes stuffed into the small closet. My overstuffed reading chair and lamp were squeezed into one corner, while a washstand and toilet were in the opposite corner behind an Oriental screen. The scene was as wild and eclectic as what I would have designed on my own, which suggested that Preston apparently approved of, or at least respected my personal tastes—as long as they were confined to my room.


  The rest of Preston’s penthouse was decorated in subtle tones of tan, and brown and silver, with an occasional splash of deep red, gold or blue. There was no subtlety in the contrasts between us, not in our taste in decorating, nor in our style of emotional expression, nor in our personal temperaments. 


  Although I took the change with little fuss, once I finally got settled in Preston’s servant’s quarters, a slow invading panic began eroding what peace I’d once had regarding my relationship with my master. It started quietly the day I moved in, as I became not just his live-in mistress, but his personal maid. 


  The idea of fixing his breakfast, his clothes, his coffee and arranging her personal; schedule probably rattled me more than any of his sexual demands. I didn’t clean the apartment or cook—he had a real maid for that. But I did the things a wife would do and that scared me. More than scared me—terrified me. They brought me closer to his side, closer into his private space, and to vulnerability, his weaknesses, his fears. My panic grew. 


  I woke up one morning in a cold sweat. Reality was biting my ass—welts from a confrontation with his leather belt laid on my behind the night before, when Preston decided to abuse it; I suppose because he hadn’t in some time and we were both due. It was more than my ass that hurt, however; my eyes and body ached seeing my things around me in my single room, realizing what my life had been reduced to. 


  I put on my bathrobe; it was Saturday and Preston should be at home. I expected he’d still be sleeping at eight o’clock, but I found him in his study, dressed for the day as impeccably as he was when he came to work—just a little more casually in tan slacks and a lightweight black sweater. 


  “What is it?” he asked looking up at me. 


  “I need to talk with you.”


  “Yes?” He stared at me as coldly as he had the first time I met him. My legs were trembling, and my hands so sweaty that I couldn’t even rub them dry on my robe. Worse yet, everything I wanted to tell him suddenly vanished from my mind as if someone, or some thing, had tiptoed in and tiptoed out, taking my thoughts with them. 


  “I… uh…” I shook my head. “Nothing.”


  “No?”


  “No, sir.”


  “Well, then you can get started helping me get ready for the party tonight.”


  “What party?”


  “Oh, I suppose I didn’t mention it to you.”


  This was surprising, since I thought I knew about everything going on his life.


  “Just a small intimate gathering… a few friends I’m sure you haven’t met.”


  I had no idea what I faced, but I was sure I wouldn’t like it. 


  The very worst thing about his little soirée was that I never did remember what I failed to tell him—what had been vanished by that little mind thief. My disquiet got shuffled aside and after a time left me in peace, while I busied myself making his apartment perfect and his canapés delicious. 


  By the time his soiree started, I had completely forgotten that I’d awakened in a panic. I suppose that mortal terror had been too nebulous and difficult to comprehend. It was soon destined to be replaced by real panic based on things I had a right to fear. 


  “Thank you for getting this done.” It was ten to eight. I was disheveled and sweaty from cleaning, because the housemaid hadn’t shown that day. “You can take the evening off and rest.”


  “Rest?” I’d expected him to order me into the shower so that I’d be presentable to his guests.


  “Yes, rest.”


  “I thought…”


  “Thought what? That you’d be attending?”


  “Maybe, yeah.”


  He smiled like a condescending parent. 


  “But the party isn’t for you, Skye. It’s private.” 


  Oh, hadn’t he punctuated that nicely? 


  “You have the evening off, which you surely need. Besides, you look like a wreck. I’m not sure there would be enough time to make you presentable for my guests. Now run along.”


  At this point I’d been there almost two months. Most of the time, it had been just the two of us, but I knew there were a few nights when he entertained other women. I heard them come in late, the giggling girlfriend muffling her presence in the bedroom, while Preston spent two minutes taking care of me—sort of like putting the pet to bed for the night. I stuffed away my concerns, hid my internal protests—he’d made himself perfectly clear on the issue of other women that day at the housing development; I wouldn’t make a fool of myself again. But this time the fact of my submission hit me in the face like a giant 2x4, right between the eyes. It then moved on to hit me squarely in the gut. 


  I managed to keep my poise long enough to say, “Thanks.” 


  I went to my room like the dutiful slave girl I was, but I didn’t close the door. I couldn’t. Green with envy for everyone who walked into the sparkling clean room, into that warmly glowing atmosphere of sexual seduction, into the music, incense, lighting, the smell of wine and rich hors d’oeuvres. I couldn’t shut myself off. I forced myself to listen, and allowed my gut to wrench as I heard the sounds of laughter and levity, and later, the sighs and groans of intimate foreplay. I heard the sharp snap of leather on skin and wished it were my flesh taking the beating. I craned my neck, listening for Preston specifically, although I never quite identified him in particular. Minutes ticked by, and then an hour or two, I listened with a longing that finally led me to disobey, and I crept from of my room and down the hallway, where I watched from an alcove in the kitchen, hopefully undetected. 


  Then I was suddenly jolted by the unthinkable, “Skye!” Preston’s voice rang with that commanding, icy tone of reprimand that he had so thoroughly mastered, the very one that made my whole body shudder and my pussy wet. 


  I didn’t move. 


  “Skye, out here now! I know you’re there.”


  I was dressed in pajama pants and a man’s old tee shirt, my breasts tenting the stretchy fabric. I could even feel my nipples grow taut from arousal, looking like two perky headlights at the tips of my ample breasts. I padded into the room trying to look guiltless.


  “What were you doing there?”


  I shrugged.


  “Answer me.” He lounged on the sofa.  A woman I didn’t know was draped on his one side. His legs were crossed, ankle on knee in a casual pose I’d never seen. Even so, he was very masterly, very stern. I even liked that, but all those other unfamiliar eyes made me hate every miserable sweaty second of the interrogation. “Didn’t I tell you to stay in your room?”


  “Hmm, not exactly.”


  “Don’t lie to me.”


  “I’m not.”


  “Not what?” He looked at me incredulously. I had no idea what was behind that, until it dawned on me that he expected the same language from me now that I used in private with him. 


  “I’m not lying, sir. At least that is how I understood my instructions. You never mentioned that I had to stay in my room. I came out to get a Coke.”


  “If you really believe that line, Skye, then you’re more stupid that I thought you were.”


  “You’re calling my stupid?”


  “I’m calling it how I see it.”


  “Well, to hell with you, Preston Lockhart.”


  I guess I was wound too tightly; too pent-up.  Regardless of whether I was some man’s submissive or not, after several months worth of holding back—and my angry jealousy—the nasty little piece of me that needed to spit and fuss a bit just burst out in one split second.


  “To hell with me?” he repeated, amused—and I think just a little drunk.


  “Yeah… that’s right.”


  “Well, exactly what is it you want from me? I’ve asked you that before, and you couldn’t answer.” Yes, the question was familiar, but I couldn’t remember why… nor could I even recall the first time he asked it… “Maybe you know now.”


  My whole body was hot, my face beating with shame. I wanted out of the room, but I couldn’t figure how that would happen. I finally shrugged again, flippantly. “I’m a novice in your game, Preston. And I probably want too much. I’ve been thinking that I could be your submissive, and also be the woman in your life.” I looked around nervously at the women on either side of him. I almost lost my train of thought; I was almost crying. But then, the last of my speech wasn’t about to go unsaid. “I guess I didn’t read the contract clearly,” I blurted out sarcastically, “not that it was ever stated in so many words, or there was anything for me to sign. So, you’ve made a fool of me. I’m sure I deserved it, but damn it,” I took a deep breath, “I’m in love with you!”


  With hot tears stinging my eyes, I was too embarrassed to stay and wait for his answer. I took off, not looking back. 


  Though Preston called me, I refused to stop. 


  “Skye!” he said it so sharply that I did hesitate at the door of my room. 


  To my shock, he’d bolted from his lounging position—having a whole helluva lot more energy that I’d thought he’d have so late in the evening—and was at my door in seconds, taking me by the arm, hauling me back to the living room where his friends waited with great interest. He plopped back down on the sofa next to the pretty, pert girl with ice blonde hair and a droopy languid smile. All the while he stared at me as if to say, “Don’t you dare move a muscle.” I wasn’t going to whether he said it or not. 


  “Letha, you know the paddle in the cupboard? Go get it for me.” Letha was not the blonde, but turned out to be the woman slouching in the easy chair to his right. The thick, attractive, big-mouthed brunette was more than happy to oblige my master, and moved with some unexpected grace, and certainly enthusiasm to retrieve the requested item. She returned with a hefty wooden punishment paddle that had been drilled with holes. It was at least eighteen inches from handle to the far edge of the business end—a horrible sight to my wide-shocked eyes.


  He reached for me, before I could back off, and pulled me over his lap. His physical strength was compellingly evident. All the muscles in his body seemed to converge on me, to hold me in place inside the powerful grasp of his arm. Preston tore at my pajama bottoms until they were dangling at my feet, then he swiftly paddled my behind to a garishly purple hue, with bruises rising underneath the scalded skin. Each smack was dreadful, as the plump rounds of my ass took an awful beating. Though I wanted to cry, I tried vainly to hold back my anguish because I thought I should. To stoically keep the pain inside almost hurt me more than the sting of the wood; and that wood was a dreadful master of my emotions. It  finally prevented any attempt I could make to control myself. Before Preston finished I became a wriggling, jerking, frantic, snapping, crying bitch. Although I have no idea what I said—I’m sure it was awful—Preston never threw it back at me, which has always surprised me. Maybe some things you just have to let go. 


  After he finished blistering my ass, he put the paddle down and worked his fingers in between my thighs, playing with my genitals. It wasn’t sixty seconds and I was coming—with his blessing. But the bigger blessing was more a curse—the raw humiliation of being revealed for what I was in such a public display. I guess there had been many other such circumstances during the course of the game that revealed my true self, but none were quite so textbook as this one for shaming me and leaving me stripped of any self-respect. 


  “Now, Skye, apologize to my guests.”


  He pushed me to my feet. I was a bit lightheaded and not particularly lucid, but I managed to utter something like, “I’m sorry I ever started this. It was pretty stupid. I hope I haven’t ruined your night.”


  “Okay, now, get to your room, Skye. Close the door and see if you can behave yourself until morning. You’ll do the rest of your explaining then.”


  In a more favorable recollection of the night, I believed that Preston and I gave his audience a good show. Where else would anyone see such a display of power, humiliation and good old-fashioned corporal punishment? I met all the people at that party some time later at various occasions. If could poke fun at myself over the incident that endeared me to most of that crowd. 


  I didn’t know until the next morning that our clash the night before would be another turning point in our relationship. Whether he would have chosen that time to deliver his next amazing message, I’ll never know, but in retrospect, I was almost grateful for that horrible night for what happened the morning after. 


  I was standing before him, humbled, while he was sitting on the sofa in roughly the same position he’d been the night before, though at the moment, drinking his morning coffee. He had that impeccable stern look on his face that made be ready for a wintry blast and remind me of the terrific ache in my behind. My biggest worry was that he’d whale on me again, just to emphasize his point—or even worse, order me out of his life forever.


  “Come here, Skye.” As soon as he drew me closer, I felt my body flood with relief. “Sit down.” He patted the sofa beside him, placing me in a position I’d rarely enjoyed with him and it made me nervous. He was leveling the playing field and I wasn’t used to it. “You raised a point last night I need to speak to…”


  “Oh?”


  “I’m going to say this once because I’m not the kind of man who gushes affection. What I feel deeply, I keep to myself, but in this case you need to know the facts. Don’t expect me to repeat them often, so listen carefully.” The unusual situation was already enough to scare me, but this surprising candor only made me frantic.


  “Preston, please, I’m so sorry about last night.”


  “Yes, I know you are,” he said trying to calm me, “but now I need for you to shut up and listen.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Make no mistake, Skye, you are the one woman in my life. I may toy with others and tease you with them, but they are meaningless trifles. Remember that and it should ease your anxiety.” Already the feeling of relief made me smile with happiness. “It has never been my intention to own a harem of slaves… I just want one perfect one, and that is you. We may be dissimilar in many ways, but in one respect we could be perfect clones.”


  My smile vanished. “Clones?” That seemed to be stretching things. I was very curious about how he figured that. 


  “We make spaces between ourselves, put on this grand show of exhibition, of master and submissive, in part because we like the game itself. But that’s only half the reason. We’re alike because we’re comfortable with our emptiness. Playing our games keeps us from getting too close, from stirring up things we want to hide. You see it in me; I see it in you.”


  Yes, of course, it was that vulnerability, his frailty, getting addressed in simple language. What a relief was my first thought, that he even knew it was there. On second thought, though, I realized what he was saying about me, and I wasn’t particularly comfortable with his assessment. He saw the question in my eyes. 


  “You think you can hide yourself from me?”


  I blushed a bit. “I suppose I can’t.”


  “We’re going to keep things simple between us. My rules, the requirements hold fast, I’ll enforce my will on you with every bit of zeal I can. There’s no end to the things I want to do to you, the situations I will put you in. Some are unapologetically sadistic, others more kind. You will hate me often. But you’ll live with it, and get the pleasure too. But just to be sure you understand the other side of me… I’m not asking strict obedience from you only to seek other pleasures from other women. You’re the only one I expect to ever need. If I take another woman, it’s only to remind you of the game we play, to keep it fresh and your anxious body titillated. I want you aroused above anything else, because it keeps me aroused—just like it was last night. That is my fascination. But even so, you’re the only woman I need.” He stopped, like he was waiting for his speech to sink in. 


  I thought a minute, “Let me get this straight… are you telling me you… you love me?”“Yes. I suppose I am.”


  “I do love you,” I restated what I’d said the night before, just in case he hadn’t remembered. 


  “Yes, I know. You’ve said so in your own very direct way.”


  I smiled a little bashfully. 


  “I think you’re beautiful, Skye; sexy, smart, efficient, feisty and full of spirit. You’re a damned good submissive, you usually follow orders well, and I know you’re malleable, even when you’re pissed off. I like that, because even when you’re failing me, which isn’t very often, you’re working at making this relationship work. I know you’re happy with the distance I maintain between us, as happy with it as I am. Even so, you need me to say these things, so here they are in plain English.” He paused. “Anything else you need to know?” I was too dumbfounded to know what to say after that. Here I had an open window, and all I could do was close it softly. I shook my head, “You really stumped me here.”


  “Good,” he smiled. “Like to keep you on your toes. And next time we make love, don’t hold anything back.”


  “I’ve been holding back?”


  “You think about it, Skye.”


  I thought about his accusation for some days after he made it… after we’d been in bed together several times and my sexual world suddenly exploded like New Year’s Eve in Times Square. Apparently, I wasn’t holding back anymore. We kissed, we hugged, we held each other tightly, and made love with a directness that put me in awe. I think he was in awe too because we hardly talked about it afterwards. 


  Preston shattered a few myths about who I am, having held a mirror to my face. He made me look at myself, just so we could both be honest. He didn’t have to force me to obey him, the way my advertisement once suggested. I’d do anything he asked. But he had forced me to surrender everything… even the things I wanted to keep for myself. 


  ***


  Some time later….


  It was the end of the day. I was dead tired. My cruel taskmaster had had me running since seven thirty that morning, and I wanted to go home to my little cell of a bedroom and crash. 


  Of course, Preston was aware of my state of being, which I suppose was why he decided to turn things on me so abruptly. 


  We arrived at the busy beer bar in the middle of the early evening crowd. I was unfamiliar with the place, a rustic roadside establishment with generic chairs and tables, old license plates along the walls, and faded movie posters that had been there decades. It appealed to truckers, bikers, blue collar studs, and even Preston’s working crowd of executives who wanted a little anonymity as they waited for a different kind of evening to begin. No one cared what you looked like or who you were with. It was smoky, noisy and crowded at seven o’clock. On a Friday night, it would stay that way until two a.m. when the bar closed. 


  We sat across from each other in a tiny booth on the sidelines, drinking margaritas and eating chips. A half dozen strangers to me, but friends of Preston ambled over to pay their respects, some striking up conversations that left me lost, a few others, just gesticulating the ways guys do to say, hello, and then moving on. 


  I suppose it had been some weeks since I’d been ordered to do anything outrageous—which made we wonder if Preston had run out of ideas, or just the energy to see them through. To his credit, he routinely sent me some provocative email with specific instructions. For one entire day, I worked in the office nude. Of course, since my office adjoined his, and could only be accessed through his, he created a barrier enough to keep my position from being compromised. It was an unbelievable experience—another love/hate relationship with my lust. 


  Still, it had been weeks since anything so stimulating had been required of me. 


  Even in the bar, there was no suggestion that he had something in mind for the night, until he insisted on following me to the ladies room. 


  At the restroom door, he steered me toward the men’s room, saying, “You can use this one.” I was instantly alarmed but did what I was told. Inside the men’s room, there were several vacant stalls in addition to the urinals. He shoved me into one of those stalls, which I quickly used. “Now remove your clothes,” he ordered as I finished peeing. 


  Forgetting myself, I almost questioned him… but luckily, I remembered myself before I committed the heinous act of balking. It was summer again. I was wearing a short skirt, no panties, a pair of high-heeled sandals and a tightly fitting tee shirt. At work, I’d worn a jacket, but was told to remove it when we entered the bar. I was used to being the focus of sexual attention—and in this place I was hardly the only woman showing off a pair of voluptuous tits. Point was, it took just seconds to shrug off my clothes and show myself naked for Preston’s rather steamy gaze. 


  “Your deeper exhibitionist passions feeling neglected?” How did he know? I hadn’t uttered word. “You can get your full measure tonight.” 


  He proceeded to bind my wrists together with rope a