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Chapter One

The fire in the hearth damaged everything.  Creating a gray/brown cloud of ash and dust, a thin layer of soot covered the entire room by the time it settled.  It would take days to clean.  Gillian began with the furniture; the upholstered pieces would have to be professionally cleaned, but the wood seemed to shine all the more after it was polished.  It was hot work even on a chilly mid-spring afternoon, so she stripped down to a pair of black bike shorts that fit snuggly about her ass and thighs, leaving her slender legs bare below.  Her loose crop top barely covered her breasts, leaving the two luxuriant firm things bouncing about inside the soft knit shirt, the nipples driving right through the fabric. Her honey-blonde hair was a mess—piled on top of her head, loosely tucked inside a tortoise shell clamp and out of the way. She was usually put together with great care, but who would be watching her today? Gillian was alone.

After the furniture, there was the bookcase, a damnable job.  She might have thrown the whole thing out, if it had been hers, but she was living in a borrowed apartment; borrowing peace and quiet and the plush erotically appealing surroundings belonging to her friend, Kate McPherson.  Now she was borrowing one hellish task.  Of course, cleaning the place was the least she could do, even if this disaster was half Kate’s fault for not telling her there was a problem with the fireplace.

Standing with hands on hips, rag in hand, she took a deep breath, her chest swelling softly as she did.  There was already a layer of perspiration glowing on her tawny pink skin and a look of weariness in her hazel eyes.  Her face was flushed, but sexily radiant from the activity.  Standing five-feet ten in her bare feet, the graceful curvature of her body oozed sensual charm that was better put to use orchestrating a mob of corporate lawyers with the ease of a skilled maestro.  Maestro or not, she had work to get done.  And with one exhausted glare at the sooty bookcase, she dove into the mess, pulling one volume after another from the shelves until they were in a pile at her feet.  There was just one book left, and that had been wedged tightly behind a bar at the back of the bookcase—either accidentally shoved into place by an impatient Kate trying to force another paperback where there were already too many, or purposely concealed from view in its clever hiding place.  With some tugging and pulling it was finally free, and Gillian plopped down in a freshly polished chair to take a breather.

After a long drink of water, she found her fingers running over the textured cover of the book in her hands.  Opening it, the book’s spine cracked, and a funny shiver ran right up hers, tickling her at the base of her neck, sending a shiver back down, this one creeping stealthy into every nook and cranny of her body with a delicious arousal.

“It’s her diary,” she whispered to no one, and from there Kate’s private words began to drop off the page like water quenching her thirst on a hot summer day. Each word incited a sexual riot in her body, and within minutes, Gillian was tugging the bike shorts off her hips to find the fastest way to her quickening cunt.  With the black lycra in a gnarled tangle on the floor, she sat with her legs spread wide and began to toy with her clit as she continued to read.  Between her lanky thighs was a snatch of blonde curls, clipped neatly into a triangle, the sides and labia below all the way to her anus cleanly shaved each day, so there was just smooth skin from her pubis to her rear door.  Rubbing the sensitive fold at the side of her clit, a trace of her own sexual fragrance floated to her nostrils and she breathed deeply, smelling pleasure.  For a time, she rubbed her female juices about the expanse of hairless skin.  Some juice she combed through the pubic curls to make them glisten, and then there was a finger full she sucked from her hand.  

Reading on, with each sentence there was an internal spasm coming from deep inside her hips and thighs and female home.  The nectar was sweet, the feel of her fingers arousing, the touch to her clit a perfectly formed masturbation that would end in climax.  All technique aside, however, it was what was in her mind, inspired by this pilfered book that would make the ending exceptional.  It had been some time since she’d thought these base things.

Two fingers worked her clit, while a third worked the hole.  Finally, as her mind took off into its own fantasy, she let the book drop to the floor and began to work herself with both hands.  The end so close, she teased herself, letting it come and go.  The fantasy took charge with some demanding voice in the back of her head ordering her to hold on and on and on, until she couldn’t hold on another second.  There were three fingers in her hole when she came, and two others massaging her clit.  Her voice purred melodically, and her breath was deep, and there was a shudder and grabbing as her body clenched and then let go.  For an instant, she was gone, while her crotch moved nastily on her wet fingers and she could look down with delirious eyes to see her deep purple clit jerk as it spasmed.

A page of Kate’s diary stuck to Gillian’s fingers as she closed it, and another kind of shudder replaced the sexual one.  This diary had dangerous implications.  With all its times and places and people’s names, it could be a time bomb in the hands of a cunning man, or, in the hands of a sexually desperate woman, a passport to her dreams.


Chapter Two  

Gillian’s suit was a blue/green summer tweed, the skirt short, tight and ass hugging, the jacket cut with a “V” neckline that plunged to mid-breast.  She wore nothing else but a lacy pale green bra, thigh high stockings, and a triple strand pearl necklace at her throat.  With her hair softly combed around her shoulders, the gentle cascade softened what could be an uncompromising appearance, poised, haughty and demanding. She moved quickly, if not a bit anxiously, through the marbled-columned entrance and lobby toward the elevators, up three flights to the office of Thaddeus Chamberlain.  On time for her appointment, she was ushered into the richly paneled office without waiting.  Making a brisk appraisal of the room, she noted the Renaissance decor with a bit of surprise. Comfortable fabric couches, no leather, but ivory on ivory upholstery and drapes, and though the desk was a masculine piece, it was so richly carved, the surfaces looking vibrant and so soft, she was tempted to run her hands along them as she might the muscles of a man’s chest. The scene took her by surprise.

“You look startled?” the man behind the desk asked her, seeing the striking blonde pause an instant too long, revealing a moment’s discomfort.

She regained her aplomb instantly, and strode toward his desk, offering her hand as he stood to greet her.  

Thaddeus Chamberlain’s bearing was highlighted by a dash of European charm that wavered somewhere between classically formal and alluringly casual, with enough ease to soften her once apparent jitters and enough forbidding handsomeness to keep her clearly at arm’s length.  He had a smooth, clean-shaven complexion, wavy chestnut hair he combed back at his forehead and a pair of bronze eyes that held the young lawyer clearly in their grasp—if only for a second before she spoke.

“Mr. Chamberlain, Gillian Brahms.”  He did not let go her hand until these first words of introduction were uttered. 

“I am familiar with you, Ms. Brahms,” he returned.  “Having gone up against you twice in court.”

“I don’t think I remember,” she was forced to wonder aloud, while her mind worked franticly to recall any previous meetings.  One would think an attractive woman sparring with such an attractive man, the event would have been memorable.  “Did I win?” she asked.

“Yes.”

She looked honestly sheepish. What command of the meeting she might have had was summarily destroyed.

“Are you here about a case?” he asked.

“No, no, not at all,” she almost stammered.  But then, Thaddeus motioned her to sit and that seemed to soothe her.

Taking a deep breath, she began.  “While my apartment building is being renovated, I’ve been living in Katherine McPherson’s apartment.  Your firm sent her to Milan last fall?”

“I do recall that, yes,” he replied.

“So, I’ve been fortunate to have her delightfully styled home to relax in.”

“How nice for you.”  He was pleasant, but growing impatient with Gillian’s unhurried explanation for her visit.  

“I stumbled on something several days ago which I think might interest you,” she continued, as she drew the black linen-bound book from her purse.  “I’m sure I was not supposed to see this, but I had a bit of an accident with a rusty fireplace flue which has required a thorough cleaning—and I’m afraid a paint job—of Kate’s apartment.  While I was tearing apart the bookcase to dust off the soot, I found this wedged behind a shelf of paperbacks.”

Thaddeus reached across his desk for the slim volume Gillian placed in front of him.

“It’s her diary,” she informed him as he cracked the spine, giving her the same erotic jolt she had the first time she opened it. “To make a long story short, Mr. Chamberlain, I thought it best to deliver this into the hands of someone that will appreciate its value.  There are some incredible things recorded inside—that given the names and places she mentions, I suspect speak the truth.  It would make terrific fiction, but it makes even better fact—especially since she confirms that this sex club does indeed exist.  It has been rumored about for years.  She goes into a very believable chronicle, amazing as it is, of her initiation rites, the secret insignia and a variety of mysteries that paint a fascinating picture of female sexual surrender.”

“Oh?” Thaddeus remained impeccably cool.

“Don’t play cagey with me,” Gillian went on.  “You know exactly what that book says.”

“And what is your purpose with it?”

“I wouldn’t have come here if I wanted to expose the club—though this could make for quite a splash in the newspapers, don’t you think?”

“I’m sure it would.”  He leafed through the volume, studying a few significant pages, and then closed it as though he was honestly unconcerned.  And yet, he scrutinized the woman quite carefully. “Why, then, are you here, Ms. Brahms?” he finally asked.

She shook just a bit, like she had when she first arrived, but then spoke quite directly.  “The truth is, Mr. Chamberlain, I would like to become a member of the club.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”  She stared him directly in the eye.

He cleared his throat while looking condescendingly amused.  “I’m afraid it wouldn’t work quite that easily,” he said.  

“And why’s that?”

“Assuming the story in the diary is true, and I was part of that story, I could assure you that members of the club would be chosen; hand-picked, if you will.  Membership would not be something you could request.”

“Not even if my knowledge of your secret society came upon me innocently, and so moved me to come to you?”

“I doubt if the club would act on your request, Ms. Brahms.  Your appearance here almost has a ring of blackmail.”

“No, sir, not at all,” she immediately retorted with a degree of force she commonly used only inside the courtroom when she wanted to make her point clear.

“Perhaps you found Ms. McPherson’s exploits interesting, even highly arousing reading.  She seems to be quite a wordsmith.  Perhaps you’ve even laid back on your bed at night with your hand at your crotch reading this journal, and playing with your naked pussy until you came, imagining yourself in Ms. McPherson’s place.”  His startling words mesmerized her—having the power to woo her beyond the desire already aroused by the journal.  “Perhaps all that’s true,” he went on, “but I’m certain you’ve missed the tenor of this fantasy organization and what would have allowed it to function so smoothly over a number of years.  You’re a powerful woman in this town.  Few women like yourself would be suited for membership.  The club would make powerful women of timid ones, but rarely would they find your finest assets are assets to club membership.”

“I heartily disagree, Mr. Chamberlain. You can’t even presume to know what resides in my sexual fantasies; what beats so strongly in my loins.”

“Perhaps not.  But a secret society like this wouldn’t take chances, would it?  Their way of life could be compromised by rebellious women who erroneously claim to be submissive.  That is why its members would be carefully picked, and membership would not be recruited like that of your local country club.  In the event that such a club actually exists, and I was privy to their secrets, or had some way with those who oversee it, you’d still remain an unlikely candidate.”

“I think you’re mistaking a practiced public persona for the private one,” Gillian replied.  “But just so you understand, I in no way plan to undermine your organization.  Keep the diary.  I suppose that might upset Kate, but as you see, I have my motives.  I could have kept the thing and enjoyed its contents privately as long as I’m staying in her home.  But I still have my desires, and I would welcome a change in your evaluation of me.”

“I’m afraid that everything you say only confirms that evaluation, Ms. Brahms.  We cannot change what is inherently in our hearts.  And you, my dear Gillian, are not a submissive woman.”

She breathed out discontentedly, but remained poised. 

“Thank you for the diary,” he added.  “I’m sure I’ll find it is as interesting reading as you did, though I’m inclined to look on it more as fantasy that fact.”

“You can remain shrewd and obtuse, Thaddeus Chamberlain, but you will also lose in the end.”

“Now you’re sounding like the lawyer you are, Ms. Brahms.  I’d suggest you get back in court where you function so well.”

She smiled, even warmly, and left the office.

The video camera taping the appointment of Gillian Brahms and Thaddeus Chamberlain did not capture her retreat, but that was not necessary.  As the lights in the conference room went on, the grainy colored pictures of Thad’s office disappeared from the TV screen in front of the four watching men. 

“Well, there you have it.  Our first solicitation.  What do you think?”

“Seems to me you gave away a good deal you didn’t have to.”

“Unfortunately, when you read the diary, you’ll understand that there was little way to cloud the truth.  Kate’s personal confessions were both graphic and very frank.  I think we’d better address her request seriously.”

“She’s a ballsy broad,” John Redford immediately replied.

“I watched her work a courtroom with the finesse of an attorney twice her age and experience,” Vince Calleoni interjected.  “Couldn’t be much more than thirty, I’d say.”

“Prime membership age,” Thaddeus noted.

“You’d actually consider her?” Redford exclaimed.  “Good God, she’d wind our nuts in a rope and coat them with tar and feathers before she’s done.”

“You have any idea who this woman knows in this city?” Vince continued.  “I’m worried she’s scanned that diary and has copies ready to use any time she needs it.  There’s no telling how her knowledge could affect hundreds of court cases and business deals in the next twenty years.”

“I think you’re inflating her power,” the lone silent member of the quartet interrupted the spirited clash.  To that point, Mike Bellamy had sat on the sidelines thoughtfully observing.

“Inflated or not, we have reason to be concerned,” Redford said.

“Why not give her what she wants,” Bellamy rejoined.

“Are you crazy?” Vince shot back at him.

“I don’t think so, gentlemen.”  Mike casually rose from his chair, his well-built compact body rising just shy of six feet, though he had the stature of a man much taller.  His thick sandy hair was slightly disheveled and behind bushy brows the gleam in his amber eyes was unmistakable.  There was often a whimsical expression on his face that added to his boyish appeal.  And though a chiseled square jaw suggested a firm character, there was nothing but charm in his handsome face. Looking as though he’d just climbed off a horse after riding the range, his appearance contradicted the truth about him.  He might look like a casual cowboy dressed in slick city clothes, but at heart, he was inarguably ruthless, one of the clubs most pitiless masters. “I saw a nervous woman in that video tape.  I saw quivering thighs and a jaw clenched too tightly, and vulnerability and acquiescence befitting our most docile submissive lambs.”

“You’ve gone daft,” Vince exploded.  “You could hardly see her expression in that tape.”

“But I know it was there, just by hearing the sound of her voice.”

“You’d risk this club, Bellamy, to match your wits with her?” Redford queried.

“What’s the risk?  Better to have her inside the club than out.  Better to have Gillian Brahms caught on video tape in a dozen salacious acts of sexual exposure, as have her hold the contents of a dangerous diary in her grasp, while we wonder when she’s going to pull it out in court, or over some conference table when one of us has a few million on the line.”

“If you see submissiveness in that performance, then you saw more than I,” Vince said.

“I saw everything I wanted to see, but more importantly felt everything I wanted to feel.”

“And could you feel the knife blade behind her words?” 

“I could feel their sting, yes. But, I trust myself, gents, even if you don’t.  I’ll own her in three months.  And just so you don’t worry, in three weeks, I’ll have her creaming her panties, if she wears them …”

“I did see an ass crack underneath that skirt,” Redford interjected.

“In three weeks she’ll be too confused to even remember the difference between what she read in that diary and her real life.  I’ll own her.”

“You want her, you have her, Bellamy,” Thaddeus said.  “But I warn you, take her slowly and make her wait, make the anticipation in her breed with her lust.  And when you strike, do so with an iron fist.  This one requires patience first, let her desires build and then, quick measures.”

“You doubt my methods, Thad?”

“I don’t want mistakes here, friend.  You master her, be sure you master her soul, because mastering her body won’t be enough.”

“I’ll have her subdued and neutralized in three weeks.  Give me my full three months, I’ll have her thoroughly trained and put her up against any of your sluts.”

“Right,” Vince retorted with a derisive sneer.

Mike shrugged. 

“We trust you only because of the women you’ve trained before, Bellamy.  But this one…”

“Maybe you would be advised, Thad, to worry less about Gillian Brahms and more about Kate McPherson.  It is her disregard for the rules that has spawned our concern.”

Thaddeus ignored the comment, though the snarl on his face was noticed by the three others. “If there are no further comments, I do have a plane to catch,” he announced.

“With Mike going to fuck over Ms. Brahms, I’m happy enough,” Vince said.

“And I’ll be watching,” Redford added.

Mike Bellamy had only to smile—a reminder of the artfully treacherous charm that had so wittingly wooed the club’s submissive members to unparalleled obedience.


Chapter Three

The board room in Milan was quite unlike the ancient city.  This one was extremely stark, with plain cream walls, a black marble floor and a sleek stylized conference table in the shape of a crescent moon.

On Kate McPherson’s arrival she smiled warmly at the seven directors that sat about that half moon.  The directors were not only the men she worked for; they were all masters of the club—a rare phenomenon for any corporate board—and one that was particularly intimidating. No doubt they were pleased with her new red suit, tailored for her especially at a tiny salon not more than three blocks from Chamberlain’s art gallery.  The cut of it was especially tight, and though the skirt was long, there was an adventurous slit in the side that stopped high on her left thigh.  While the long jacket covered that slit when the garment was buttoned, she chose to leave it open, not only revealing her shapely legs, but letting her transparent blouse show off the fine lace bra she wore underneath.  Two layers of sheer material did little to hide the form of Kate’s robust breasts.  Jiggling inside the delicate lace, it was impossible for a voyeuring man not to notice her darker nipples swaying before their eyes.  A soft cascade of honey-brown hair shimmered softly, framing an open, gentle face, her widely spaced eyes and her dainty mouth.

“You have your proposals ready?” Thaddeus asked her.  He too noted her attire with a winsome smile, realizing that her efforts were intended primarily for him.  They hadn’t been together in six weeks and this deliberate ploy might have pleased him—on another occasion.

“Yes, I do,” she said, cocking her head coyly.  

“Then proceed,” he said.  He sat back aloofly in his chair, joining the board as they listened to her half hour presentation for the funding of a new wing of the art gallery.  She’d done her homework—and that likely meant she slept with Tracor Debbins, a former curator with the big bucks.  Some say the man dealt in stolen art, the only way he could have amassed his fortunes.  He preferred to tell the art world that he simply made wise purchases.  And since he seemed to dictate much of what was artistically in fashion, there was little surprise that he was always on top of the latest trend.  To get him to give back to the source from which he’d so richly received required a woman of some genius to pull off the sales job.  Of course, he rarely parted with his money unless some beautiful woman was involved, and Kate was given indiscriminate permission to use herself in any way necessary to get what Thaddeus and his board wanted.  Thad knew Kate would love the sport of such subterfuge.  Tracor Debbins had aged well, and would undoubtedly spend a small fortune courting her affections.  She would have bed him well and enjoyed every minute of it.  McPherson was one of his best sexual assets, and an uncompromising member of the club.

“I’m impressed,” Thad remarked as soon as she was finished with the presentation.  With nothing more to say, she stood awkwardly before the directors as they eyed her from behind the forbidding desk.

“Thank you,” she answered, waiting patiently for more.

Being a member of the club, a most submissive member at that, required long moments of profound patience. This time, however, the air between her and her favorite master was so curiously tense that she couldn’t hide her nervousness.

“Is something troubling you?” Thad asked after taking some minutes to peruse the report she laid in front of him.  Each board member had a copy, but his was the only one open to the detailed figures she supplied for them.

“Perhaps you have questions?” she asked simply.

“Hummm.”  He mused a bit, tapped the eraser end of his pencil on the table several times.  “Just one.”

“Yes?”

“How many club rules have you chosen to violate in your three year tenure with us?”

“Thaddeus?” she responded haltingly, the shocking question taking her off guard.

“I suggest, McPherson, that you drop to the floor, front and center, now,” he ordered her with just a trace of sharpness in his voice, otherwise he remained incredibly calm.

Her answer was not immediate, for it had been some months since she’d been given such a command and it took time for his words to register.  Yet, with all eyes focused keenly on her next move, once gaining her senses, she obeyed, falling to the floor on her knees and bending forward with her hands clasped behind her, her forehead coming to rest on the hard marble floor.

“You have no answer for me?” Thaddeus asked, his voice just slightly raised.

“I don’t know what you mean?” she replied quietly.

“You have a guest staying at your apartment in the States?” 

“Yes.”

“A Gillian Brahms?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And you have a bookcase in that apartment?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And in that bookcase a black diary?”

She hesitated, the realization striking both in her pounding head and her queasy gut.

“Yes, I have had a diary there,” she said.

“At least until a few days ago,” he informed her.  “Does all this surprise you?”

She didn’t reply.

“No, you don’t have to answer,” he said with mocking kindness.  “Of course you don’t know that your guest had a freakish problem with the flue of your fireplace, creating a cloud of soot all over your apartment, and, as she was cleaning the mess, she managed to locate your diary, not so cleverly hidden, in of all places, your bookcase.”  He paused for a second for them both to catch their breath, then asked, “Have the directives of the club been made clear to you?  Its rules and expectations for behavior?” 

“They have.”

“And is there an indisputable law against putting anything in written form about its members and their exploits?” 

“Yes, there is,” she remembered that well.

“And have you violated that law?”

“I have,” she answered in words so small it was difficult for anyone to hear.

“Say that more distinctly, please,” Thaddeus ordered.

“I have, yes; I wrote about the club in my personal diary.”

In the following silence she could feel shock waves reverberate around the room.  “Remove your clothes, McPherson.  Mr. Vencinni and Mr. Bocci will you assist me?”

Kate pulled up enough to undo the buttons of her suit jacket and quickly let it fall from her shoulders to the floor.

“Everything, McPherson,” Thaddeus clarified, should she have reason to question the orders.  And with that, he proceeded toward the cabinets at the far end of the room behind her back while she continued to disrobe.  She removed her bra and the black high heels, and the tight red skirt and finally the sexy patterned stockings.  There were no panties to remove, and so returning to her submissive posture, she remained chillingly nude against the cold marble and shivered in anticipation of Thad’s next move.

Never in her three years with the club had she so much as questioned a directive.  Rarely did the look in her eyes, or a grimace on her face suggest she was displeased with her “assignments”, let alone would disobey an order.  It was not in her nature to balk, and she’d been thoroughly schooled in the ways of this fraternity of masters who had brought her life amazing freedom and safety in her sexual desires.  She never even thought of what punishment she’d warrant for a violation of the vows she solemnly professed. She certainly never believed the chronicle of her awkward initiation would suddenly bring about her first true chastisement, a reprimand she tried so hard to avoid.

“Lift her over the table and tie her hands above her,” Thad directed the two executives.  “You can hold her feet.”

Not quite understanding what was happening, it was all transpiring so suddenly, she found two pairs of hefty hands lifting her nude body to the conference table, hoisting her on top so that the edge of the table hit where her legs meet her torso, leaving her bare ass to bob at that edge in anticipation of what was sure to be a painful paddling. Her legs were not long enough for her feet to touch the floor, so while she teetered with the sharp edge of the table painfully pushing into her groin, one man secured her arms above her and the other steadied her.

With her hands tightly fastened to some unseen bolt underneath the table, each man took a leg and held it wide, while a third man, not Thaddeus, approached the lush target of her derriere from behind.  Glancing back she could see the paddle Thad handed the man—a ¾ inch thick slab of wood some five inches wide and a good eighteen inches long.  There were holes drilled along the surface which seemed to add a mysterious question mark to the effect these holes would have on the pain she’d bear.

“Gag her before you start, Sabatini,” she heard Thad’s voice.  Unable to see him, it was just as well, since she had no desire to look inside his rigorous eyes the way he was so focused on this punishment.  

As a ballgag was suddenly thrust into her mouth she was tempted to object to this discipline.  But it was too late.  Even if she had time to spit out her protest, there was no way Thad would stop it.  The rules were etched in stone, and from them no member of the club was advised to waver.  “Why now?” she thought to herself.  All this time, and the blasted diary suddenly looms as her accuser, and Gillian Brahms as well.  Why would the woman betray her so, and what did that betrayal mean?  Had she suddenly uncloaked their mutual secrets?  Were there sleazy stories of the club’s exploits all over the tabloid newspapers?  Were judges and lawyers and corporate heads being accused of crimes they never committed just by association with those mentioned in her journal?  The longer she waited in anticipation of the paddle’s first blow, the more hysterical was her imagination. 

At last, with that first strike, all the anticipation and the hysteria vanished.  The wooden implement wielded by Vitorio Sabatini’s firm hand, backed by the well-worked muscles of his arm and shoulder, came crashing down on her vulnerable ass creating a sting she could feel to the far reaches of her body—even in places where there were no nerve endings.  The vibration alone was agonizing.  Sabatini struck the paddle twenty times and each time the sensation ripped new channels of pain.  She cried at the top of her lungs, but that passionate response was curtailed by the confining gag, and all the sound she could produce was a muffled lament.

While she attempted to struggle against the hands that held her, these hands were fixed tightly about her ankles as secure as ropes or cuffs.  Several times in her service to the masters she’d been bound and even playfully brutalized for their pleasure.  Yet, those times had only produced the most profound erotic joy, as the men that owned her body and soul, only enlivened her sexual desires.  What could vigorously explode with fire and bring her satisfaction one day, now became a horror that seemed to have no end in sight.

By the time the twentieth crack of the paddle was over, her body was heaving uncontrollably, and a flood of held back tears finally burst.  Relief then poured through her limbs as she was set free.  Though on her feet, she was forced to gaze at a forbidding board of gentlemen that stared back at the naked woman with judgmental eyes.

Thaddeus Chamberlain was noticeably absent.

“Ms. McPherson,” Vitorio Sabatini barked at her from Thad’s place at the conference table, “you have violated the club’s directive in a most alarming way.  Let this punishment be a warning of what will follow if this incident becomes costly to our membership.  Any future disobedience will result in disciplinary measures that will restrain your freedom.  You’ll be placed under house arrest and summarily punished daily until we can be certain that you are free of any renegade thoughts and behaviors that would subvert this joint endeavor of ours.  Should it be determined that you are unredeemable in the eyes of this community, you will be expelled, stripped of your position and all personal property that has been accumulated as a result of your membership in this society. There can be no crime greater than your disobedience to the rules.  If this warning seems extreme, that is because it is necessary to assure the secrecy of the club.  Do you understand, McPherson?” the man literally roared the question, and quaking in fright, Kate nodded while biting her lip.

“I am so sorry,” she finally said. 

“Apologies are useless.  Obedience is paramount, and any disobedience needs to be immediately crushed.  It is unfortunate that this disregard of the rules was not found out when it was committed.  Certainly your membership would have been forfeited at that time.  Since you have been a member in good standing since then, some charity has been earned.  But don’t ever falter again, McPherson.”

“I promise.”

“You may leave,” he ordered her directly.  

Some time during the melee over the conference table, Kate’s clothes were removed from the room, so she was forced to walk stark naked out the door with her hot red ass the last thing that her masters saw.

***

Thad wasn’t often in Milan, so the apartment shouldn’t feel so dreadfully empty, but it did.  Knowing that he was in town and either avoiding her, or punishing her by not sleeping with her, was agonizing.  

She returned home that afternoon with a lightly bruised ass and a wounded heart.  The embarrassment of being punished before a board of masters was only beginning to hit home.  The whole club would know of her negligent disobedience by the end of the week, if they didn’t already, and any sexual moment would be clouded for months to come.  All so thoroughly preventable … she should have burned the diary as soon as she completed the last entry … or kept it under lock and key, or tucked in her mattress, a safety deposit box … never written the damnable thing at all … her mind spun, had been spinning all day.  All efforts to think of anything but the fallout from this disaster and how she was forced naked over the conference table and punished were futile.  There was no thought in her mind except the way she’d compromised her good standing with the life she dearly loved.  Perhaps, most importantly, she worried that the affection she shared with Thaddeus Chamberlain would wither as a result of this incident. Each moment she spent alone she became more desperate.

Kate went to bed at midnight, though she couldn’t sleep.

When she heard her front door open, her heart jumped to her throat, and though she wanted to hop from bed and greet Thad, she remained shivering with fear inside the sheets. She waited some minutes and then heard her bedroom door creak.  Staring toward the doorway she saw Thad’s silhouette.  The light about him, like a halo, burned gold, but made his body as dark as the heart beating inside his chest.

“Get up,” he said.

Pulling the covers away, she tiptoed toward him with the silk of her nightgown gently caressing her skin.  Finding his arms stretched out to greet her, she let his embrace warm her, and yet, his words were not soothing.

“There was quite an argument about what to do with you.”

“There was?” she replied timidly.

 “A few thought you should be strung up in the hideaway for days, fed bread and water, your nipples pierced and clamped, your clit tortured, your body made a sacrifice to any dark thing a master had in mind.”

“I see.”  He was so warm.  With her head pressed to his chest, she could feel a steady heart beat and the heat from him begin to soothe the aches that remained both inside and out.

“There were others who simply wanted to publicly humiliate you; find some nasty scandal to discredit your professional merits and exile you from the club forever.”

His arms seemed to hold on to her tighter as she quaked deeply over that miserable thought.

“And there were a few who thought the whole thing an amusing joke.”

“A joke?” she whispered.

He almost laughed himself.

“What did you think?” she asked, looking up at his face, though it was difficult to see his expression.

“That three years ago you were naïve, and innocently dealing with your fears, you wrote the journal believing that no eyes would ever see it.  Since then, you’ve been stupidly lax placing it in a vulnerable place. Truthfully, Kate,” his look was terribly grim, “it disappointed me, made me intensely angry … I don’t know when I’ve ever been so furious with a member.” She felt that fury beginning to rise in him.  We train you well to avoid such things.  And to think that it was my own charge that slipped through the cracks.  This comes down on me as much as it does you.”

“You could have been expelled?” she wondered.

“Hardly.  But I don’t like reckless blunders, idiotic diaries and overly emotional submissives who can’t maturely handle their own choices.  I certainly don’t like casualness.  Casualness breeds casualty.  How many times has that been said of our venture here?”

She could feel an emotional intensity mount, coming from his body into hers.  She was soothed perhaps by so much warmth but was wise to realize that he wasn’t finished punishing her.  He had something personal in mind.

“You’re not finished making me pay, are you?” she whispered, cautiously ready to wince at his answer.

“No, I’m not.  But the rest will be between you and me—and the few I handpick to help me.”

That sounded just like her lover.

Backing away, she looked into his eyes, peering through the darkness around them, having a difficult time focusing on his face with the bright light still burning behind him.  As her eyes adjusted to the glare, she could see his anger leap out at her, a emotion she rarely experienced from him.  Masters were rarely angry because their members were so obedient.  Now, his anger simmered ominously just beneath his surface calm. They stared at each other for some time… until Thaddeus took her hand, and leading her through the apartment turning out the lights, brought her into the darkened living room. Moving toward the fireplace, he crouched down at the hearth and struck a match stick.  Lighting the fire that had been laid earlier, there was suddenly a leaping blaze making Kate’s skin hot and her eyes burn from the brightness.  Seeing Thad reach for something at his side, she quickly recognized her old journal, and her heart suddenly wanted to take the thing and clutch it to her—like it was a piece of her past she would lose forever.  Instead, she watched motionless as Thad threw the book into the fire and the flames began to envelop the black of the cover. The pages blew open and turned yellow, then dark, then into gray/white ash.  The two stared into the blaze and the glowing embers as the journal finally disappeared.

While the business of destroying her foolish diary seemed complete, she had the feeling that her punishment at his hands had only begun.

Seizing her, he whispered, “Close your eyes,” and with his hands to guide her, she relinquished to his will.  To her great surprise she found no pain at all from his caresses, no slaps, no jolts, no gags or pinched clit or pulled hair, no punishment at all.  There was just his hands loving her tenderly.  Giving into the darkness, she took the caresses murmuring softly all the while as his fingers slipped into her hyped-up hole and her body began to feel the small beginning spasms leading her toward a climax.  

Moving to the couch, he forced her head to his thick prick and she began an eager blowjob with lips first delicately skirting the engorged piece of meat, then sucking hard as her mouth swallowed the enormity of his cock.  When he wanted her on him, he pulled her gently by the hair and she rose to straddle his hips letting the erection slide into her swampy warmth.  Riding him, she grew delirious with sensation.  His eagerness made his massage of her more vigorous, but there was no pain, just sexual release and, quickly, a bursting climax—his first, followed rapidly by hers.

Finished, she collapsed exhaustedly against his chest and breathed deeply.

“I thought you were going to punish me?” she finally ventured into the sleepy quiet.

“I will,” he said.  “But I wanted you now.”

“You can punish me more like this,” she suggested lightly.

“Yes, and have you violating more rules, pissing off the masters, getting yourself purged, expelled and humiliated—I think we’ll go a different route.”

“So there is more?”

“Enough that you should forget about it now and enjoy the moment.  I’ll crack down on you hard tomorrow and you’re not going to like it.”

She shuddered.

“Good, I’m glad you’re afraid,” he said.  “You deserve it.”

He sounded so cold, even as his hand tenderly stroked her and his lips kissed her eyes.  She waited to speak for a long time, almost thinking that her lover had fallen asleep.  But knowing he couldn’t with her on top of him, she tried one last question.  “Did Gillian really spill this to the media?”

“You think that?”

“I don’t know what to think,” she said.

“No, Gillian Brahms came to me with the journal and offered herself for membership.”

Kate shot up, seeing Thad’s face clearly in the dimly glowing light.

“She what?”

“You heard me.”

“And will she be a member?” she asked anxiously.

“You know I can’t tell you, so don’t ask.”


Chapter Four

Gillian was on her way to court, moving hurriedly through the crowd toward the stone steps of the massive gray building.  She almost stumbled in her three inch heels. She was dressed to impress a horny-eyed judge, sure half his decision depended on exactly how much cleavage she could reveal to the lecherous bastard.  Gillian liked looking provocative in court, had even gone so far as to wear an almost miniskirt to file a motion before this judge’s even more lecherous predecessor, flashing the man a glimpse of her naked cunt when she bent over. The poor guy had a heart attack two weeks later while hearing a lurid prostitution case, of which Gillian had no part.  But it was all deliciously juicy gossip that spiced up what was often a dreary business—especially when her work revolved around the dry facts of corporate law.  She was sure that cleavage alone would do the trick this time.

Darting quickly into the ladies’ room just inside the courthouse entry, she found that she was alone. As she peed in her locked stall, she heard the door open and footsteps.  Gazing down at her feet, she was stunned to see a pair of men’s Italian loafers beneath a pair of gray suit pants.  Shocked, she looked above her at the very top of a man’s head. All she could see was a bit of sandy hair.  He was leaning with his back against the stall door.

“Ms. Brahms?”

“Yes.”

“Your initiation into the club will be brief and intense.  After your court session today you’ll follow the instructions in this note to the letter.  Disobedience is cause for an immediate termination to your initiation and you’ll have no further opportunities for admittance.”  Slipping a small envelope between the side of the stall and the door, she caught a quick glimpse of the man’s hand and the pinky ring with red stone and the filigree that Katherine McPherson described in her journal.  Taking the envelope, she looked for another glimpse of him as he passed, but it was all such a blur, nothing notable crossed her field of vision and she was left by herself in the anxious silence he left behind.

This day of all days was the worst imaginable for sex and initiations, despite the fact that just staring at the note gave her an intense erotic surge that ended right inside her throbbing pussy.  Regardless of being late to court, she tore open the envelope and read the instructions.  

On the 8th floor of the Nash Building, 6th and Bridge Street, room #216, have sex with yourself before the camera. Your initial submission of assets for our consideration should be no less than one hour.  M.

The sexual jolt worked on her crazily, through a flirtatious conference with a judge, opening testimony in a land fraud trial, and a drawn out presentation that delayed everything in her afternoon.  That jolt of anticipation would end up canceling a meeting and threaten her relationship with a new client, but it was something she had to answer.  From the moment she read the instructions she knew she’d become owned by something she didn’t understand but certainly needed.  Who was this mysterious M? Her mind kept roving back to the single initial every time there was a lull in the trial.  By the time she was finally free to cancel her next appointment and find the building at 6th and Bridge St., she was a bundle of sexually charged nerves. Her pussy was so wet, she was sure there’d be a stain on her skirt showing through.  Rather than embarrass herself later, she drove to Bridge Street with her skirt almost around her waist, and her spasming cunt against the seat.  The leather would wipe clean.

The neighborhood at 6th and Bridge was marginal, but not a place that made Gillian worry. As she entered the Nash Bldg., she wondered how many eyes were watching her now, if she were being watched at all.  Certainly someone would be aware of her compliance with the club’s first instructions.  Likely the man in the restroom with the deep voice, and the black Italian loafers, gray suit and red stone ring.  She imagined him being in the room when she arrived, but on opening the door of room #216, she found there was nothing to see but a single chair and a video camera ready to record.

“Have sex with yourself …” She had the note memorized.

Staring inside, she waited to enter, her insides strangely prickly, though her mind was hesitating.

The old brick building had been renovated some time ago, and though the wearing carpet and dingy paint called for another facelift, this structure would probably not have one—not in this neighborhood.  Gillian ran her hand against the door frame and took a deep breath of the air inside the room—slightly musty she decided.  The natural wood frame doors and coved ceilings warmed the mood, the way these same structural details warmed her own half-restored apartment.  Unlike most empty offices this one was not sterile—as though there had been life and action in it just recently and the echoes of voices were still ringing in the air.

Gillian eyed the simple ladder-back library chair for some minutes, then looked toward the camera perched at the top of the tripod.  Finally stepping inside the room she locked the door behind her.  The physical sensations—now so raw—compelled her to act despite her fears.  Her mind brewed with questions that remained unanswered.  Still, she had to do this. What eyes would see her?  What fate was she writing for herself?  To whom was she giving herself the way Katherine McPherson had given herself three years ago?  She remembered the timid Kate becoming a sensuous woman of grace she could only admire, and how that grace led from one amazing personal and professional triumph to the next.  

Gillian’s life was owned by a recklessly driven pursuit of dreams she created in her teens that meant little to her now.  If Thaddeus Chamberlain had only known the real woman inside her, if he’d had some clue to what resided in her fantasies and nighttime masturbations, he would have jumped on the chance to give her entrance into this secret society.  But he didn’t know.  He couldn’t have known by the public face she gave the world, that false public face.  Because of that, she’d given up hope of seeing this day, long before the man in the ladies’ john.  

Six weeks and now this weird moment and the choice she’d make.

The switch on the video camera was easy to find.  Turning it on, she listened for several minutes as the soft whir of the machine got inside her brain as though it were music to arouse her.

In the four hours between her shocking bathroom contact and this moment, she’d been ravaged with sexual heat.  In the car, up the elevator, and to the door of the room, it kept driving her forward.  And, yet, now, about to begin the most outrageous act of her entire life, it seemed that all that heat had vanished as if a thief had suddenly crept inside her body and stolen it away.  She could hardly move; her body heat replaced by cold chills.

Gillian waited in breathless silence for some minutes then moved in front of the chair.  Should she speak?  Or simply act?  Or maybe just run away?  As her hand went for the buttons of her suit jacket, she trembled nervously, then began to undo the two that remained buttoned.  As the coat fell off her shoulders, she let it slide to the floor without thinking of it again and then reached around her middle to find the zipper of her skirt.  Her bare breasts swayed against her chest and she thought of the eyes that would see these beautiful swells of feminine flesh, and her tiny nipples tighten from the chill in the air. She looked into the camera almost blushing with embarrassment; but then went boldly on, pushing her skirt off her hips, and letting it fall beside her jacket on the dusty floor.  Just the thought of the men that would see this video invigorated her as a woman of power—and yet, with a stroke of sheer genius, she was prevented from taking real control. At any moment, any second, out of boredom or displeasure or apathy, they could turn off the video—end her power to woo them just that quickly.  This was the command exhibitionist performance of her life. 

She stood before the camera now, nearly naked.  Her crotch surrounded by stockings and garters and garter belt which was surely the target of the camera’s eye. She was still trembling nervously, but soon finding a sweetly sensuous sensation beginning to warm her between her thighs again. This wasn’t the raw pounding heat she had felt in the middle of court, or on her way to Bridge St., or even as she stood at the doorway.  This was more subtle, something to enjoy, not fear.  If she could only remember to think of the camera as the eyes of a hundred men, then she could think of arousing them, letting her body give her her heart’s desire, if only  …

Your initial submission of assets for our consideration …

Would they be pleased?  

Thinking as a whore might think, Gillian began to play for the camera, beginning with her breasts.  Her polished nails in a shocking shade of red, ran delicate circles around her aureoles, then two, her thumb and index fingers, squeezed the nipple.  Dampening her fingers with her tongue, she made the nipples wet and blew a soft breath of air on them, watching with her head cocked to the side as the two buds began to clench tight.  These small erections snapped orders to her cunt, and it began to move in lurid motions as one hand drifted toward the center where the tuft of hair was still matted to her skin.  The long fingernails began to comb the kinky locks until they puffed into a cottony soft down that would tingle at the mere touch of her hand.  

She opened her shaved labia for the men behind the camera’s eye, giving them their first peek at the wet purple between.  Seething with a sexy snarl, she played the perfect pin-up, the saucy showgirl, the teasing flirt—though she held back none of her charms.  Rubbing the side of her clit, she felt the quick jolt of spasms shock her with their sudden rise.  She was in danger of cumming too soon, that they’d only seen a small fragment of her sexual assets.  Pulling her hand away, she turned around, placing two hands on her bottom and squeezing the flesh as harshly as she could until she groaned.  Her hips rocked.  All the while, she was spreading her cheeks, letting these hundred men get their first glimpse of her puckering ass hole.  For a time she looked back over her shoulder as if she was beckoning a man to come to her. And, as though she could feel real hands running over her skin, her dance became more pronounced.  She sighed and drifted and slapped her ass and began poking her anus with one finger and then another.  Placing one foot on the chair, she bent over as far as she could go, as if pushing her ass in their faces and making them eat her out.  Her hand came down on her ass again, and on her anal hole, and against her thighs with a brisk motion that made her skin sting.  

Finally, sitting in the library chair with her ass at the edge of the seat, she leaned back, knees bent with her high-heels on the wood.  With her whole cunt exposed, the smooth-shaven skin gleamed warmly, reflecting the light. Some of her juice made its way to her mouth where she sucked it off her fingers, like she’d suck a cock if one were there.  The longer she played with herself, the more her body replied and her face took on the molten, driven look of abandonment.  Lust was on her lips and in her eyes.  She was living in her own wetdream.  Rubbing her clit again, there was another orgasmic surge building fast and this one she couldn’t stop.  Head dropping back, tits arched toward the ceiling, she came, jerking hard against her hands, her ass bobbing on the wood, her feet dislodging from the chair so her whole cunt was widespread and glistening with juicy nectar.  She tasted it over and over and rubbed the creamy substance into her breasts.  Spasming more, she fucked the chair with her ass until the last sensations died away.

Time was not up, she was certain of that, though her watch was in her purse and she had no idea how much time had past.

Spying a ruler lying on the window sill, she snatched it quickly, her mind suddenly thinking the most vile things.  Kneeling on the chair before the camera, before the hundred eyes of men watching her show, she reached back with the flexible wood and began to spank her ass.  She took the paddling quite well, letting the painful stinging ignite more desire.  When the heat became too scorching she backed off, but only to began again, until her whole ass, both sides, was red hot.  Then, too hot to stop herself again, she leaned forward into the back of the chair to bolster her, and rubbed herself off again, letting her gentlemen friends see what lust looks like from the back side. At the very end, three fingers found their way inside her ass, and she came with them jolting her like a cock.

Gillian remained on the chair panting breathlessly.  There was the whir of the camera behind her, and the sound of her own breathing, and an awesome quiet.  She was quite finished, there was no more for her to say or do … what more could they expect of her?  What else could she possibly give them to judge her worthiness for the club?  For a time she soothed her ass with the palm of her hand, and then hearing something outside the door, she stared toward the frosted glass panel.  Seeing the form of a man standing there as though he could see inside, she jumped up quickly and turned off the camera.  The door was locked, and yet there was an instant of fear that supplanted all her physical exhilaration.  Her body was growing cold and her mind was filled with doubt.  Dressing rapidly, she was only slightly relieved to see the shadow at the door disappear. What if the man were outside waiting for her?  What if?  Her mind raced.  She grabbed for her purse and cautiously peering outside, she saw no one in the corridor.  In the distance she could hear the sound of someone typing on an old manual typewriter, and the sound of the busses in the street and a car honking.  A lively conversation sprung up in the room just across from the elevator.  As she slipped inside on her way to the first floor, she breathed a sigh of relief.  Though that relief didn’t really take until she was in her car and half way back to Kate McPherson’s apartment.


Chapter Five

‘Tomorrow’ for Kate was a tedious day until almost eleven, when she found Thaddeus peering over her shoulder, his one hand placed there as if it was intended to keep her steady.  She was studying accounting figures on a paper before her, but that hand only antagonized her emotions, making every nerve in her shiver with fright.

“Thad, please, you know I hate this,” she finally said sweetly.

“Yes, I do, and I’m glad it aggravates you.”

“Is this supposed to be part of my punishment?”

“Not exactly,” he replied. “But we’ll get started with at lunch time.”

“Can you tell me more?” she asked, not expecting that he’d answer her, but she could always ask.

“Yes, this time I can,” he answered. “I’ve spoken with several masters and it’s been decided that you need some kind of perpetual reminder of your submissive status—something annoying and arousing at the same time.”

“What would that possibly be?” she wondered aloud.

He smiled—a very devious one—and answered, “You’ll have your labia pierced with rings heavy enough to be felt every second of your day.”

Stunned, she had nothing to say.

“We’ll meet at the piercing parlor at one, then have lunch when it’s over.” Dropping a business card on her desk with the address of the body art salon neatly engraved on the front, he left her with that to worry about for the next two hours. She stared at him as he walked out the door, not knowing how she was supposed to feel.

Returning to her work, Kate tried keeping her mind on what she was doing, but it was impossible.  All the while her cunt ached as though the rings were already piercing her flesh.  Not that she hadn’t often fantasized about being pierced—a number of submissive members wore physical signs of their position—the realization that it was actually going to happen made the scope of the club’s anger with her very real.  If this was intended as a punishment, it was a creative one.  She was sure the piercing would be far more than some delicate ring of gold with a simple charm.

At twelve forty-five she could finally escape the world of numbers and phone calls and the zillion other things that she was required to do.  Rushing out of the building, she walked three blocks south and two blocks east until she spied the small sign outside the salon.  Thaddeus was already there.

“You’re late,” he retorted.

“By just a minute,” she replied consulting her watch.

“Sassy one here,” she heard a voice behind her bark.  Turning around she saw that it was Vitorio Sabatini making the judgment.  Albert Bocci, who held one of her legs while she was being punished, stood beside him.

“Remove your skirt,” Thad ordered.  He was hardly kind with the command and she felt again that indignation in his voice she remembered in the board room. He sounded just as pissed as he’d been then.

She took a deep breath in order to gather her courage, while she noted, with some concern, the clear glass window that looked out on the street.

“I have no other place to do this, Miss,” she heard an unfamiliar voice advise her.  “But we can get it over with quickly.” Kate balked out of embarrassment, as she saw a woman step from behind Thad. “It will be painless—a little discomfort perhaps, but nothing to worry about—considering the other things you’ve been through.” She seemed to know things about Kate though they’d never met.  Certainly she had a fair account of being pierced, with several rings in her left ear, one in her nose, another through her lip, and Kate was sure, several where she couldn’t see them.  She had short red hair and an easy manner, and Kate was glad she was there to offer some support. The three men in the room certainly wouldn’t.  “Here,” she spoke to Thad, as she opened a small box, “these are the heaviest ones I have.  I can order some larger ones, but I don’t think you’d want to go that far …” She looked up at the masters with a question in her eye, “At least I don’t think you would?” She spoke with just a hint of an Americanized Italian accent. 

“I’m sure these will be fine, Francine,” Thaddeus remarked.  “You said we’d be brief.”

“Certainly.  Come here,” she reached for Katherine’s hand and led her to the back of the small room, in a place somewhat private from the rest of the salon, though if another customer walked through the door in the next five minutes, they would get quite a show.

Vitorio was on Kate’s heels, planning to assist Francine.

The golden rings gleamed as Kate stared at them, but being much fatter than any piercing jewelry she’d seen in some time, she knew these were not planned to be decorative at all.  She was tempted to ask if she could hold them in her hand, just to get used to the feel of them, but that would have been a stupid request which might bring some hostile reply from Vitorio and Thad as well.

With her skirt off, she wore nothing but her stockings below the waist.  Only wearing panties on her days of the month, she was used to the nudity, even in a semi-public situation.  But unlike the other times she exposed herself so blatantly, this was not intended as a sexual episode.  The rings were meant as punishment.  With the atmosphere about the salon prickly with judgment, she wanted to shrink back in embarrassment.

Embarrassed or not, however, Kate climbed atop a stool that had been specifically made for the purpose of piercing genitalia.  There were two, foot long parallel bars, one to bear each ass cheek, and nothing in the middle but empty space where Francine could manipulate the flesh and have room enough to use her needles on the very private parts.  Vitorio stood with his chest behind the shivering submissive and held her hands behind her firmly in his. Support he provided, but comfort, no.

“I don’t recommend starting with such a wide needle,” Francine commented.

“It shouldn’t be dangerous,” Thad clarified.

“No.”  The redhead shook her head, though staring down at Kate’s hanging labia, there seemed to be an imperceptible shudder of concern making the woman especially cautious.  She sat herself in a low stool and shined a lamp on the area where she would work.  Pulling at one labia, she looked up at Thad to see him nod his approval.  Wincing, Katherine turned toward an empty corner of the room, and she held her breath, feeling first a tingle of cold medicine.  Then, as the smell of alcohol reached her nostrils, she felt the prick of a needle.  In just a minute, one plump labia was lanced with a fat quarter-sized ring.  Moments later she felt the same powerful heaviness on the other side—a sensation both erotic and menacing.  

Katherine was tempted to climb off the stool the moment Vitorio let go of her, but Thad ordered her otherwise.  

“You’ll get to used to these without much problem,” he advised her as though he knew that well.  “For now, however, you’ll wear a chain between them for emphasis—until I tell you to remove it.  And then, for at least the next year, any time you’re required for service to a master, you’ll wear the chain to signify this probation.”

“Probation?”

“Yes, probation, McPherson.” He squatted between her legs and attached the ends of a thick two inch chain to each labia ring.  The immediate ache was staggering.

“Oh, I don’t think I can!” she gasped.

“Good reminder, don’t you think?” he said smiling slyly.

The three men and Francine stared at her pubis for some moments, until Thad reached out and helped her to her feet and into her skirt.

She gasped silently to herself.

“Once the piercings heal, it won’t be quite as bad,” Francine whispered in her ear.  “Just sit a lot.”

***

The worst part of Kate’s nightmare was being so incredibly aroused but finding it nearly impossible to masturbate between the slight swelling, an occasional biting pain and the wicked heaviness of her new jewelry.  

It was easier lying on her stomach, though it seemed any way she turned or sat or moved, she felt the heavy weight.  The first few days were torture.  She was allowed underwear for a while, as the punctures were healing.  And Thad was generous, letting her go long hours without the horrid chain, but that was not often enough to suit her.  As the soreness disappeared, he was even kind enough to go down on her cunt with his mouth when the need for relief overwhelmed her.

Despite her discomfort, the piercings only made her desire more at the edge every minute of the day.  By the time her day was over, with no sex, she was almost climbing the walls to cum. As a statement of her sexuality, she actually loved her pierced cunt.  And maybe, in time, she’d get used to the chain.

Probation.  The word stung.  Listening to the sound of it, she felt she was going backwards in her life.  The club had always been her refuge, more than it ever caused her pain.  Now, the club was nothing but a foul thought in her mind, the chain doing exactly as the masters wanted.  She thought of Bocci, and Vitorio and the others, and most especially Thaddeus at his most severe.  All that heavy judgment made her angry.

When Thad came to sleep with her, she had to hold back her mounting irritation.  Three weeks into the punishment, with the piercings almost healed, the chain was required nearly twenty-four hours a day.  Her distress grew maddening.  She bit her tongue and cried alone and wondered if her life would ever resume the rhythms she had grown so familiar with.

One evening, as she finished dinner with Thad, the tension between them was too much to ignore.

“Is there something you’d like to say?” he asked her, taking a last sip of coffee.

“Say?” She thought a moment.  “You think I have something on my mind?”

“Out with it,” he ordered.

She shook her head and tried to smile.  “There’s nothing.”

His lips were pursed, and that worried her.  Rising from the chair, he suddenly grabbed for her hand and dragged her into the living room.  “We need to talk,” he explained. 

“Oh?”

“I’m leaving tomorrow.”

“You are?” This was a surprise.

She tried looking disappointed as she usually was when he flew back to the States, but this time, she wasn’t disappointed at all.  A few days alone would be a welcome relief.  And if the other masters didn’t need her, she might have some time to adjust to this new twist in her life.

Unfortunately, Thad didn’t see it that way.

“Yes, I’m leaving, but not until you’ve made a few adjustments.”

“Adjustments?”

“Yes, adjustments.”

“And what does that mean?”  They sat side by side on the couch facing each other.  Her hands were in his, commandeering her as though he were afraid she was about to flee and he wasn’t going to let her.

“It means you’re going to tell me what’s troubling you and you’re going to be honest and I’m not going to wait very long to hear your whole story.”

“You’re not, huh?”  She bit her lip.  “Exactly what story did you mean?”

“The real one, McPherson.”  His eyes were boring into her.

“The real one,” she repeated, just to stall.

“It’s the rings, isn’t it?” he decided.

She thought a minute.  “No,” she answered cautiously, “it’s the probation.”

“Ah, I see.”

“I’m a member of the club because I love it.  Not because I was coerced and pulled into this kicking all the way.  Yes, I’ve been trained, sometimes rather harshly, but I’ve never not enjoyed what I’ve been through.  I’ve had the most divine sexual life I can imagine, and now, after all this time, I’m on probation over something I stupidly did three years ago.  I guess that has me pissed.”

“Thank you,” he acknowledged her confession. “It’s about time you came clean.  But tell me, do the probation and the punishment have you the least bit thrilled?”

“Thrilled?”

“Yes, thrilled.  You feel like a blast furnace every time I’m around you since you were pierced.  You’re so on fire, I think you’re going to explode, and you know what I get?”

“What?” 

“I get a very subdued lover, who aches with a pain she loves but doesn’t want to accept.”

She remained quiet, considering his truthful evaluation.  

“Tell me if I’m wrong,” he added.

“No, I suppose you’re not wrong.”

“Then, let’s see if we can handle this problem before I leave, because I don’t think you’re going to like the solution I’d recommend if you don’t start putting out again.”

“And what is that solution?” she asked.

“I’ll give you to Vitorio.”

“Oh, no! You wouldn’t do that!”

He smiled shrewdly and that told her everything.

“Do you know what Vitorio would do with a member that’s having a little breakdown in submissiveness?”

“No, I don’t think I do.”

“He’d paddle her ass rather soundly for being a bitch, and he’d do it every day until the behavior is corrected.  I’ve seen him do it several times.  What do you think?”

She had only to recall Vitorio’s threat the day she was punished to know Thad spoke the truth.  “I think I’d rather have you spank me.”

“Is that what it would take to put you into a more congenial mood?”

She had jitters in her tummy, the sweet fluttering of half love and half stern, unbending master starting to engage her crotch.  “Maybe you should try it and we’ll see what happens,” she finally answered.

Thad didn’t wait to hear more. Kate was swiftly upended over his lap.  Her skirt was up and the panties she was still wearing because of the weights came done, and the master’s hand was pelting her ass so it hurt, and it stung, and it began to get to the wicked warmth bottled up inside her groin. She churned against his thighs, finding her cunt with its unfamiliar  heaviness finding pleasure in each movement. Each smack jostled the chain that jostled her labia, that massaged her clit.  She had the feeling if he continued on, she would orgasm on the spot.  Hoping for that end, she was disappointed to find that Thad had other ideas.  Both the tempo and firmness of the strikes increased, and briefly, there was far too much pain in her bottom to be erotic at all.  Every time she got used to the intensity, Thad only increased the strength.  Though his hand must be hurting as hotly as her ass, he wasn’t stopping.  The rain of strikes went on until Kate was finally screaming, kicking and wailing nearly out of control.  

Suddenly stopping, he rolled her on her back against the couch and planted his prick into her cunt.  She squealed excitedly from the first stroke to the last.  It was quick, but it was passionate. Nearly a month’s worth of longing and denial suddenly swooped around them both and they almost crashed to the floor the fucking was so wild.

Thad stood over her looking down on her kindly as he zipped his pants and drew his arms through the sleeves of his shirt.  She was still quite naked, her two legs splayed wide, cooling down.

“McPherson, I’d suggest you remember why you’re in the club.  Remember that it’s for sex and pleasure, and even when you want to deny the possibility, what the masters do to you always arouses you.  We wouldn’t put you through your odd ordeals unless we knew this was true. Like anything else you’ve been through in our hands, the punishment, the piercing and the probation are as much aphrodisiacs as all the other wicked scenes we write for your ultimate satisfaction.  Don’t forget that, my love, or the next few months will be something difficult to endure.”

Though she’d been strained so often, taken to impossible limits so many times, she should know that there was always an erotic solution to everything.  Even now, Thad’s leaving after the most glorious fucking in weeks was perfectly orchestrated to leave her wanting for more and willing to do anything for her next screw.

“I won’t forget,” she said.

“Better not,” he agreed. “Or I’ll sic Vitorio on you, and there would be a challenge to strain your sexual prowess.”

“I thought the rest of my punishment was private?”

“Did I say that?”

“You did.”

“I guess I changed my mind,” he snickered.  “As it is, you’re having dinner with him tomorrow night.”

“I am?”

“Yes, he wants to check on your progress.”

“And sex?”

“Isn’t that understood?”

She smiled pleasantly, not because she was pleased, but because she needed to look pleased for Thad.

“He’s a great lover, so I’m told, and if you behave yourself, I think you might even find him fun.”

“I’ll try, I promise.”

“I’m sure you will because I know Vitorio would like to find some excuse to have you over his lap.  And trust me, he won’t use his hand on your behind.”

“He could spank me just for the hell of it,” she reminded him.

“Yes, but he likes to spank brats for good reason, not just for fun.  Your choice, McPherson.  Just remember I warned you.”

Finished with his tie, he bent to give her a smooth wet kiss.

“I love you,” she whispered to him sweetly.

“And I love you.  I’ll be back soon.”


Chapter Six 

The phone rang in Bellamy’s apartment, Redford on the line.

“How did it go?” John asked.

“Well, very well,” Mike replied, as he stared at the TV screen and the full color video of Gillian Brahms as she was kneeling on the chair spanking her ass with the ruler.  “Her body is stunning.  Shows just the right amount of slut to suit me, and there is a genuine nervousness in her behavior—she’s not the hard-assed bitch you think she is.  A little problem with details—she only managed fifty minutes, but I think the face at the door must have scared her.”

“It was supposed to,” Redford reminded him.

“Perhaps too well.”

“Don’t let her appeal cloud your judgment.”

“I don’t think you need to worry about that,” he said, as his dick sprung up rock hard looking at the nasty picture of Gillian’s wet ass hole being crammed full of fingers.  The expression on her face was priceless lust, and Bellamy was stroking his dick with one hand, hanging on to the phone with the other.  “She’s going to get an intense initiation, and if she lasts, then I’ll bring her in and train her thoroughly just so she doesn’t forget the details.  I was thinking about you with Gillian in Lagerfield’s tomorrow night?”

“You planning to watch?”

“I’ll keep my distance—well, maybe I’ll keep my distance.  She’s too damn hot to ignore.”

“Anything special?”

“Something very public.  The bar should be packed.”

“Six o’clock you think?”

“Prime hour, that’s good.  You need to see the video first?”

“No,” Redford replied, “I’ve seen enough.  I’ll stick with my first impressions.”

“She’ll be the nervous one in a miniskirt at the bar, long blonde hair, hazel eyes.  Don’t let the surface calm fool you.”

“I remember what she looks like, very well.”

“Good.  Don’t go easy on her, we’ll see just how vulnerable she can be.  She doesn’t know you well, I assume.”

“I don’t think at all.”

“Then you’re perfect.”

Mike hung up the phone with his eyes fixed on the images before him.  Pushing his slow motion button, she was even more fascinating … each wiggle and thrust and gasp for air making his prick jolt lively in the palm of his hand as he stroked the firm thing. Returning to real time, he heard the sound of her cumming, and the squeak of the chair. Rewinding to review the spanking scene, he listened to the ruler slap her ass.  Her hair covered her eyes so he could hardly see them, and then, as she brushed it from her face, rising enough so he could see her breasts pendulantly swaying beneath her as though they beckoned his lips to suck the elongated nipples, he shot all over his hand.  

He had no doubt Gillian Brahms would be an asset to the club, as long as he kept her on a very tight leash.  

***

Lagerfield’s was almost packed by 5:45, though there was one empty barstool.  That was all she needed.

Miniskirt, no panties, Lagerfields at six. Sit at the bar. M.

The message was brief but to the point.

A whole week of waiting for more instructions, her impatience was acute.  It was unusual to feel so out of control. She was always in control, like it or not, except for now.  If they judged her unworthy, there was no court of appeals to take her complaint. And if she lost this case, she had the distinct impression that Thaddeus Chamberlain, or any of the others, would deny any knowledge of that office space at 6th & Bridge—or video cameras, or messages in toilet stalls of the courthouse, or anything to do with a sex club.

Seeing the plain envelope along with her other mail, she knew exactly what it was, and her heart suddenly started pounding in her throat and her hands went weak, as did her knees.  She read it while sitting in a dining room chair—read it a dozen times, committed it to memory and then burned it in the fireplace.

 Miniskirt, no panties, Lagerfields at six. Sit at the bar. M.

Who was this mysterious M? 

Taking her seat on the barstool, her sex was pressed to the leather.  The stool had been empty some time, the surface cool.  She gazed around.  The cream colored blouse she wore drooped between her breasts, and wearing no bra they moved easily inside the fabric peeking out if she swayed too far one way or the other.  The bartender’s eyes hardly glanced away.  And his smile was very charming.

Setting her vodka tonic in front of her, she smiled back. Then, tossing her blonde hair off her face, she looked around, again wondering when her date would arrive.

The club’s instruction suited her.  She loved the creamy silk mini-skirt—tight and short, riding high on her thigh as she crossed her legs—and ignored the impulse to pull it down.  Already the lace at the top of her thighs-highs peeked out from underneath.  The part about no panties was too much to live with, so she put on her tiniest thong as though that would provide some safety.  Maybe they wouldn’t know or care.  The sudden bout of modesty wasn’t like her, but deep down, swimming along with all her other feelings was one of fear. What if Kate McPherson’s club wasn’t a harmless sexual game, but a dangerous web of men preying on horny but foolish women?

By six o’clock there were men reaching over her shoulder for drinks, rubbing chests against her back, a stray hand tickling her exposed thigh.  Each touch made her start nervously.  Was she meeting someone, or just on display?  A few minutes after six, a business man in a gray suit with thinning hair and a trim beard, pushed between her and the gentleman on the next stool.  She turned to let him in and his thigh brushed hers.  Her body started again with anticipation, and though the man seemed innocuous enough, ordering a beer and paying no attention to her, when she saw the red stone and filigree of his pinky ring, the realization hit her in the gut, wrenching away her usual calm.  The smoke was thick, the air steamy, the atmosphere crowded with laughter and small talk and background music loud enough to make the voices rise chaotically around her so she could hardly think.

When the man at her side turned slightly, Gillian went wide-eyed in wonder as his hand slipped inside her skirt and made its way toward her crotch—like a snake meandering along her leg.  She didn’t look down, but did catch his glance.

“What’s this?” he said, looking displeased having found the thong in the path of his hand.  

“I got scared,” she whispered.

“Too bad.  That just means you’ll have to take them off.”

“Right here?”

“Right here.”

He wasn’t the kind of man that would normally throw her off guard.  She imagined him quite mild-mannered under most situations, but now he was as hard as nails and that attitude was turning her on.  She was mesmerized by his power to take her mind off the commotion around her, as though they were in their own private world.

“Right here,” she repeated, not to question him, but trying to settle her mind.  

He only smiled, the smile hardly kind, and the look in his eye was unwavering.

Reaching under her skirt as she turned toward the bar, her fingers slipped under the edge of the thong, and wiggling on the stool, she managed to pull the thong out of her ass and then down her legs.  At her ankles she quickly snatched it away to stuff in her purse.  But she was stopped just short of that final act, her gentleman friend taking the panties, and pocketing them inside his coat.

“You shouldn’t disobey the instructions, Gillian,” he said.  “It will only hamper your chances for membership.  Now raise your skirt higher.”

She inched the material up on her thighs, so it no longer covered pussy.  If someone were to look into her lap, they’d see a small bush of pubic hair glistening with female dew.

Moving into her more closely, the man had his hand in her crotch, his fingers going for her hole.  

“You’re going to cum right here,” he leaned in close, whispering, as he found the top of her labia with his hand.  She jerked hard when a finger pressed down on her clit.  “Part your legs.”

Following the instruction, she opened her thighs and scooted forward on the seat, allowing him better access to her cunt.  Leaning toward him, her breasts brushed up against his arm.  Spasming, she held back the urge to moan, and thrash on the fondling hand.  The idea of cumming in a packed bar massaged her brain as much as the fingers between her legs massaged her sex.

“Oh, gawd,” she gasped quietly looking into his unwavering gaze.

“That’s it, Gillian Brahms, just let go,” his voice was all she listened to.  All she felt was his fingers at her pussy, and then three fingers fucking her with a dozen men around her oblivious to a woman’s sexual moment.  Their bodies banged her as they passed, one man even reached between them for his drink and didn’t notice. Though when he backed away, Gillian moved closer to her anonymous lover so it wouldn’t happen again. This was just the two of them and as long as she could think that way her body heat soared and her pussy felt like heaven.  

Just at the brink of orgasm, the reverie was interrupted.  Someone at her back had his chest pressed tightly to her, his cologne a familiar memory, his whispering lips just behind her ear, “Keep going, Gillian.  Look at my friend and don’t look around.” His hand was on her ass, and then under the skirt, a finger moving toward her back hole.  She gasped audibly, as wet fingers eased their way just beyond her sphincter.  Ass screwed and finger fucked, she rose off the barstool slightly breached by both their hands and gave up any remaining control.  Her cry sounded like laughter and there were tears of relief in her eyes, and a bartender standing some distance away polishing a glass, who looked her in the eyes and smiled.  She smiled back without thinking as the hand in her ass end withdrew, and the one in front stayed long enough to stroke the last of the sensations from her spasming cunt.

“No more panties, Brahms,” the balding man whispered.  Gulping the last of his drink, he left her alone in the crowded bar, her wet pussy pressed sticking to the seat below her.  She ordered a double, downed it quickly and left the bar as soon as she was finished.

***

“Better handle this maverick streak right now, Mike, or she’ll be worthless to the club,” Redford whispered to Bellamy as the two men walked out on the street into the fresh evening air. 

“That’s all details; don’t sweat it. I’m very good with details.”


Chapter Seven

Vitorio met Katherine at a small Italian café along the broad boulevard.  He ordered for her—scallops and salad and the most delicious pasta she’d ever had.  She’d upped her exercise routine since coming to Milan—the food was far too good and she was resolved not to gain weight.  She had the feeling that her masters wouldn’t approve of a few extra pounds.  Trying to eat this meal daintily was impossible.  She could tell before she dove into the wonderful food that she’d pay for the meal with an extra fifteen minutes of aerobics in the morning.

“So, McPherson, how are your chains?” Vitorio asked.  He could be a gracious Italian gentleman, charming to a fault—the kind of man women crawl over—the olive Latin skin and sleek black hair and the features of an aristocratic sort were the things that often raised Kate’s sexual appetite.  But he was also one of the club’s most austere masters.  He didn’t have a submissive member he nurtured the way Thad nurtured her—probably because he didn’t have the capacity to really love.  But he was a fine enforcer of the rules—so she’d witnessed twice in the last few weeks.

“Hanging heavily,” she answered his question.

“Good.  And painful?”

“Sometimes, but I’m getting used to them.”

“Ooo, that’s not good,” he replied.  He pulled something from his pocket and handed it to her.

“While we’re here, let’s attach this to your labia.” 

The device was a small clamp she recognized in an instant as the kind that had been applied to various parts of her body on several occasions.  They could hurt like hell with the screw twisted tightly.

“And make it cut a bit. I want to know you’re experiencing some pain.”

“Is this more punishment?”

“You’re being punished for an entire year, McPherson,” his eyes smoldered with satisfaction as he talked. “But in this case, I want you to wear it because it’s fun.”

She had a number of sarcastic retorts right on the tip of her tongue, but she let them slide away realizing how his brown eyes could change from simply devious to downright evil in just seconds; and that spanking she’d talked about with Thad could turn into a first-class punishment, like her turn over the board room conference table.

“Put it on now,” he ordered.

The café was nearly empty, their table in the corner, she facing the windows, not the other patrons. She’d had worse commands to obey in the past, and all she had to do was uncross her legs, raise her skirt—which was not a tight one this time—insert a slip of skin between the pinchers and turn the screw. Working quickly, she chose to fit as much flesh inside the device as possible—always much less painful than just a very little skin.  Completing the order, she ended with a purposeful wince that Vitorio could see—a sign of the sensation beginning to sweep her cunt.  Lodged in the labia right above her left piercing, the metal clamp hung down, adding to the heavy feel of her pubic mound.  She waited for her sexual arousal to climb, which it did as she wiggled her pussy against the chair.

Vitorio, as she expected, reached under her skirt and gave the screw another twist.  Another wince and this small ordeal was over—even though she’d have to bear the discomfort until Vitorio removed the added punishment.

After their meal, he took her to a movie house where a black and white Italian art film flickered against an aging screen with lines and cracks. Not yet fluent in the language, Kate didn’t bother to listen to the dialogue.  That wasn’t want he wanted anyway.  They sat in the back, in a lonely corner, where they could see the heads of a half-dozen others who’d come to view the film.

Vitorio was predictably silent, ordering her with his hand to her knees in front him.  

“Your legs,” he whispered as he brushed his hand back and forth in front of her to suggest that she part her thighs while on her knees.  He indicated that she raise her skirt so he could see the hardware dangling there.  Times like this she felt the heavy chains the most, a steady pressure of sensation making it impossible for her to forget the arousal lingering on her body’s back burner.  He’d just turned up the heat, staring at her with eyes that snarled right out at her in the gloom of the movie house.  

Withdrawing his cock from his pants, he focused on Katherine whose mind was into the pleasurable melody of violins and guitars accompanying the lusty scenes of lovers scampering about the movie screen. While unable to enjoy the film, she let the passion of its music ripple through her body.  Running her hands down her thighs, she jiggled the chain and clamp, feeling a few sharp pains add to her sexual excitement.  

“Don’t touch them,” Vitorio whispered, so she kept her hands away from the heavy pieces, and let them dangle, hips moving to the violins as though there was a bow being pulled across her desire.  “Rub yourself,” he spoke softly again.  And with fingers reaching low, she skirted the metal, prying open her labia to find her clit.  More awkward than it was without the jewelry, she still had plenty of passion to find a good edge toward orgasm.  But then, Vitorio wasn’t satisfied with mutual masturbation. His cock was resplendently full. In the erratic shadows of the film, it looking as though it were jerking without even being touched.  He pulled Kate toward him, so her head was in his crotch, her mouth moving quickly to suck the thick and slightly arched flesh of his erection.  She dabbled for a while with the small pointy head, then allowed herself to swallow until she could fit no more of him and was about to gag. His whimpers were inspiration; and she continued eagerly until he pulled her from her knees.  

Straddling his hips, her cunt slipped over the anxious prick and she rode on his lap—labia bobbing heavily—until he murmured softly in climax, hers following closely afterwards, ripping through her in jarring spasms that matched the music soaring behind her.

“It’s too bad you have this horrible blot on your membership record,” he whispered as she lay against him.  It was just an instant before he pushed her away.  “It’s going to be a tough year for you, McPherson, though I’m sure I’ll enjoy it thoroughly.”

Her cunt dripped with her juice and his as she pulled to her feet.  And yet Vitorio refused to let her wipe herself, so the cum was left to dry on her legs and pussy hair.  Their mingling body perfume wafted toward her nostrils and she breathed deeply as the passionate love story played to the end and Kate with her master exited the movie house in silence.

Vitorio walked her to her apartment.  Her limbs were tired, her body in a pleasant place.  She figured at some point the clamp had loosened—perhaps as they fucked.  She could hardly feel it any more; nothing but the added heaviness that constantly reminded her of sex and punishment.  Reaching the door, Vitorio lifted her skirt and felt for the piece.

“Ah, still there,” he said.  He twisted the screw, and she jolted, her face squinting miserably.  This was not what she wanted at midnight.  She wanted sleep and dreams and thoughts of Thad and the feeling of relief that always swept her when a good night’s sexual labors were put to rest.  

Unfortunately, Vitorio was not pleased with her expression, or the way she clenched when he gave the clamp another twist, or the way she noticeably bit her lip to keep a nasty protest from being voiced.

“Hurts, doesn’t it?” he spoke softly.

“Yes,” she answered him.  Remembering her place, she yielded, though it was too late to take back her subtle errs in form.

“And it will more,” he assured her.

Pushing through her front hallway, the seductive quiet of their evening vanished instantly.  He was hot, his eyes flaring darkly, his lip curling like a dog ready to bite.  He forced her against an upholstered chair and raised her skirt. Pressing himself against her behind, he reached around and screwed the clamp another notch tighter.

“Can you stand that?” 

No! The sharp pain came in waves she couldn’t control.  And it only got worse. Removing his belt from his pants, Vitorio flailed the thing on her ass cheeks until they were scarlet.  Even in the dim lamplight of the room the sight of them was inspiration for his eyes.  The scalding punishment went on for minutes, not seconds; Kate afraid; the pain mounting intensely.  Every time she jerked, which she did each time the belt stuck, the force on her labia sent another shooting fire of agony through her prickly nerves.

He whipped her hard for nearly five minutes straight and then suddenly stopped.

“Hurts, doesn’t it?” he chuckled happily. 

“Yes,” now she even ‘breathed’ submissively hoping he wouldn’t start again. 

Fingering her cunt, he was in her again, the second time in two hours—though this fuck was more swift than the last.

After cumming, Vitorio reached with one hand at her labia and jerked the clamp.  Then twisting the screw to open the prongs, she was free of it.  The last sensation was a spike of horror, bringing tears to her eyes as the blood moved headlong into her pinched flesh.

“Don’t ever balk, bitch.  Not ever again.  Your membership can still be revoked, and I’m just the one to do it.”

She heard every word that he said and was grateful that she didn’t have to reply.  Vitorio was almost at her door by the time she finally caught her breath.  Hearing it close firmly behind him, she listened for the sound of silence to ease the tension in the air so she could, at last, relax.


Chapter Eight

Gillian remembered not to wear panties just in case she was caught by a member of the club, unaware.  That wasn’t a particular problem for her, but doing this because a secret sexual society demanded her naked crotch was something that would work on her brain all day.  She wondered as she lifted her skirt to sit on bare skin if there was a member watching, and if it would impress them with the sincerity of her purpose.  Membership became more dear to her each hour.  Every time her mind wandered to the evening on the bar stool her body quickened.  Who was the man behind her?  And who was the man in front?  That one seemed familiar.  After some days, she suddenly remembered the balding-bearded guy at her cunt.  A lawyer too. And a fierce litigator.  She won a case against him, and with that recollection, she realized her membership might often bring her into the company of men she’d bested in court.  Would it complicate her life, or only make it more arousing?  So far, she seemed to have passed their tests, the memory of these wild moments returning often to tantalize her mind.  The haunting question that remained was the identity of the man behind her in the bar, the one with his hand at her bottom, his fingers helping to bring her off at her ass.  She saw nothing of his face, but she remembered the scent of him—like the man in the courthouse bathroom—his distinctive aroma was one she would never forget.  Who was this mysterious M?

Gillian was not a particularly patient woman, but she was practicing the art.  The club moved on its time, not hers, and it seemed that just when she was forgetting about their influence over her, when her daydreams of another encounter were ebbing away—if only for an hour or two—the next instructions came—again, striking her like a thunder bolt out of the blue, just when she least expected and was least able to respond.

Her lunch at the Café Sombrero oozed with erotic implications; her date the scheming, but delightfully charming Mike Bellamy—a business man of some reputation whose Bellamy Ltd. was fighting off merger moves by a competing company.  If she weren’t committed to the club, she would have gone to bed with him in an instant. But, though she’d not been directly forbidden other sexual partners, she took the rules outlined in Kate’s informative diary at face value, and decided not to chance threatening her admittance with a casual liaison.

“Mr. Bellamy, I think the counter-suit might well work,” she opened their business conversation.  “It’s a risk I’d advise you to take.”

“I can’t lose this battle, Ms. Brahms, and when I place my trust in an attorney, I don’t expect to be disappointed.”

“My firm will handle what you need.  That is a promise I can make.  And while I can’t predict the outcome, I know of no better lawyers to influence the result.”

“Good. That’s what I expect when I hire someone: confidence.”

He was a man to make her heart take notice, but there was a devious scoundrel behind all that charm. That intrigued her, even though she needed to keep her distance.

“You have more than confidence here, Mr. Bellamy.  You have lawyers who know what they’re doing in the conference room as well as a court of law.”

He nodded.  There was a boyish charm, a reckless, maverick spirit, and glowing amber eyes as seductive as any she’d seen in some time.

Midway through her meal, the waiter arrived with a message for her—more than a message, it was a note from the club on the same brand of crisp paper, inside the same style of cream envelope which had been slipped to her in the courthouse restroom.  

“Excuse me,” she said smiling, while hoping Mike Bellamy didn’t notice her nervous fingers.

“You’ll dance at the Cat’s Meow near the Harbor.  Let’s not disappoint the membership with something tame. Friday 10:00 pm.” M.

Gillian stared at the message much too long.

“Something wrong?” Mike asked.

“No, no,” she practically stammered, looking up nervously.

“Do you have to go?”

“No, not right away.”  She smiled, soothing over the physical signs of titillating fear that suddenly skyrocketed through her body.  She took a drink of wine and then another—casually, then relaxed back in her seat with a poised expression on her face.  Friday was three days away.  And now, while she and Mike Bellamy shared an easy conversation about his company’s need for her services, she found her foot glancing off the man’s leg—an almost unconscious move she might have made a dozen times at such a point in a new relationship—personal or business.  Now, it seemed to soothe her, as though a sign of taking control when she felt vulnerably wide open.

“How about dinner, perhaps, the end of the week?” he asked her.  “I have tickets to a show burning in my pocket.”

“Which one?” she replied, delighted for the invitation.

“Hell, I don’t know,” he almost looked embarrassed by the question.  “My secretary can’t go, so she dropped them on my desk, and until I met you, I couldn’t think of anyone I really wanted to take.  I’m sure it’s a decent musical. She has very good taste.”

“Sure.  If you don’t mind mixing business with pleasure,” she replied.

“I have no problem here, as long as it doesn’t hamper your objectivity.”

“Never. Only if you were on the opposing side.”

“So, you have no current romantic entanglements, Ms. Brahms?”

“Gillian, please.”

“Gillian.” He sat back with the same sort of sparring wary attitude that she displayed—they were just two pros doing what they do best in sexual conquests as well as business. 

“No entanglements, Mike, and I’d love to go with you.  Just understand, I never sleep with a man on a first date.” 

“Oh, and frank, too, I like that.”

“I don’t believe in leading anyone on,” she explained.  “When I want something, I go after it, sexually or otherwise. But I’m always careful at the beginning of any new association.”

“Wise woman.”

There was just a flicker of dishonesty grabbing her in the stomach as she talked about sex and informed him she had no entanglements.  She wasn’t sure what to call her relationship with the club.  Certainly one date would be innocent enough.

“I’ll see you at seven on Saturday night.”  He gave her a long searching glance, his eyes having the ability to reach deep inside her, as though they were probing for answers to questions he hadn’t even asked.  Unnerving, but intriguing.  “Now, I am off to save my company.” He suddenly shot up from his seat, and with a hand touching her shoulder, the business meeting was over with this very personal gesture.

***

The Cat’s Meow. The sound of it was sleazy, and the look of it even more dreadful.  And yet, the shudder that raced up Gillian’s spine as she walked toward the bar electrified her from crotch to ass to buoyant breasts.  She wore the trashiest clothes she owned, a black micro-mini that hardly covered her ass, a tiny thong—she found that more provocative than nothing at all—and covering her tits was a thin white T-shirt, her nipples pressing against the fabric and looking like small headlights.  And how her breasts swayed underneath the coat while she was walking down the street! Too bad it was too chilly to go without one.  With her golden tresses wildly flounced and her make-up heavy, she felt like a whore walking the street.  

The idea of the dance lured all her most exhibitionist inclinations, though she’d never done anything quite so provocative as this would be.  The Cat’s Meow was not a place for casual dancing.  It was only girls on stage, wiggling asses and tits, with lewd smiles and eyes that gleamed like playful kittens.  When she announced to the host in front of the bar that she wanted to take the stage, the hefty man took one glance at her and smiled.

“As long you want, miss.”  He gave her a rude pat on the fanny as she passed by. Obviously she came here to be sexually harassed. 

Gillian sat for nearly an hour at a table by the stage, drinking tequila, occasionally sucking on a slice of lime.  Her legs were crossed, the bare flesh of her thighs and ass exposed high up her flank.  The sleek tanned leg was encased in garterless stockings with two inches of lace exposed.

She watched a dozen other girls dance, restless, yet to their moves.  A half dozen exotic dancers came on to her and she gave them no reason not to be there.  Her mouth watered with the thought of burrowing her face between two perfectly formed female breasts.  The tiny shining thongs that covered bare-shaved pussies teased itchy fingers that wanted to reach out and stroke those undulating cunts.  With one woman’s ass moving toward her face, the burst of desire worked on her bi desires like a woman’s lips kissing hers.   

One hungry shudder after another made her sway her cunt against the chair, and yet, for all the prickly arousal, her body was still mute, scared to rise to the stage herself.

“Anytime, miss,” the host whispered in ear.  It was nearly eleven and her legs were still weak, her heart still pounding anxiously and her cunt alive and wet.

She nodded to the man.  With her own body moving in time to the music, the fright and the fantasy surged again.  Looking toward the stage, there was the hand of a slim brunette reaching out for her.  Her eyes pleading with her passionately.

“Join me,” she mouthed. Gillian couldn’t hear her voice, but she saw the naked lady’s lips move.  And with her eyes locked on hers, Gillian’s reluctant body began to reply.  As though she were in a dream, she rose, taking three stairs to the top of the stage. At first she danced self-consciously, her breasts barely moving, her hips and quivering thighs focused more on her naked friend than the audience around them.  Though they didn’t touch, as the music got inside her, a nastier tango began, a perfect unison and counterpoint of hips gyrating with hips, and pushed out fannies and breasts getting acquainted over a soft rock melody with a heavy beat.  

“Take off your T-shirt,” the brunette’s red lips mouthed the words.  Then, with hands reaching out to pull Gillian’s shirt from the skirt, a wave of excitement shocked her system. Gillian finished where the girl left off, taking the T-shirt over her head and tossing it off stage.  Her breasts bared, she stared into the audience as she continued the dance, finding that each gaping customer gave her reason to wiggle herself toward their eyes.  Were their dicks stiff?  Their hands in their laps rubbing their crotches?  

Gillian ran her palms along her body, over breasts and down her torso, while the jeering men called for her to strip away her skirt.  

“Let’s see your ass!” one man bellowed.

The thought of pleasing him made her bold.  How could she disappoint those lusty, wanting eyes? Turning around, she bent over so he could see the crack of her ass.  Running her hands along her cheeks she squeezed them firmly, jiggling the flesh.  

“Take off the skirt!”

She heard that voice like a command, and her hands responded to the order—if not her warring mind.  Despite her daring, she trembled every second.  Each minute on stage held her on the fine edge of scared to death and giving them everything.  But more shouts, more jeers, more anxious eyes, and hot looks at the dancing brunette, her fingers finally found their way to the waistband of her skirt.  Slipping them inside she began to slide the thing down her hips until it finally dropped to her feet.  She was wearing nothing but the thong and stockings and her dangerous four inch heels.  A thrill of victory and terror made her bolder still.  Running her hands along her thighs, she let the pleasurable sensations work against her fear.  For a time she cupped a breast in one hand, her cunt in the other, and fucked herself with nasty moves that had her audience screaming for more.  Dollar bills landed on stage; the music pounded in the back of her mind.  Horny bastards leered and whistled and called for her naked pussy.  

She vowed it wouldn’t happen … not yet, her mind was screaming NO!  But wasn’t it what she really wanted?  Wasn’t full exposure, full power her finest objective?  

She teased them for a while, toying with the slip of material as though she were hanging on to her virginity.  But then there were hands on her from behind, the brunette’s, fondling her tits, moving their way down her torso to her thighs, and snapping the sides of the thong to encourage her on.  Gillian shuddered, delightfully losing herself in the pleasure.

“Yes,” the girl murmured in her ear, tickling the hair on the back of her neck, sending a shiver to her toes.  The brunette’s breath was sweet, not stale like the air in the smoky bar.  And as her hand slipped inside the triangle of cloth, a sudden jolt of desire swept Gillian’s body making her ride those sweet fingers like she was fucking them.  Losing all sense of where she was, her own hands reached to her sides and the thong was quickly at her feet and kicked to the side.  Totally nude, in her stockings and heels, she danced.  Her half-shaved pussy pulsed, inviting a daring man to come too close. She spread her ass for them and played with a molten clit as though she was going to cum.

Suddenly, she was alone on stage—the brunette dashing to the sidelines.  With a spotlight burning on her skin, she gave up one last dreadful worry, and danced on. As a gentleman’s lusty slut, these adoring eyes satisfied her body and mind with their unbridled appetites. 

When the lights went out and the music died away, her dance was over.  Running toward the back of the stage, she slipped through a door, unsure where she was going.

“Ooo, my,” her brunette lover greeted her.  “You were wonderful!”

The girl kissed her lips and then rushed by her on the way to somewhere else, leaving Gillian to wonder where she should go next. Her clothes were still in the bar and she was naked.  Everywhere she turned there were dancers—half nude, completely naked, those dressed in a fancy costumes, and then herself, parading around in nothing but her stockings and heels.

“In here.”  Someone pushed her toward a dressing room and she practically stumbled inside.

Except for mirrors, a rack of costumes and trays of make-up, the room was empty.  When someone abruptly killed the lights, she felt a hand at her back and warning lips at her ear. 

“You want membership in my club?” a man’s breathy voice whispered.

“I do,” she answered, trying to remain calm—though her heart was beating fast, and the body joy that had begun on stage was rising instantly from his gentle touch.  Reaching around her, he had his hand on her naked cunt, teasing the hair with his fingers, running them between her lips to find the hard and throbbing clit. 

“And you’re willing to do anything to gain admittance?” he spoke again.

“Oh, good god, I am.” She would say anything at that moment to have him keep fondling her, and yet it was all true.  Desire bounding through her limbs climbed higher each second in this dark captivity.  She recognized the familiar scent of her captor, and breathed deep.  She would come to associate this heady perfume with sex and lust and cumming. Gillian was close to a climax, as the sensation that began on stage now mounted rapidly, with this stranger’s fingers doing wonders with her clitoris.  

“Ah, my yes ….” she whispered softly, laying her head against his muscled chest, feeling him breathe next to her.

“You’ll behave like a slut?” he asked.  Each word he spoke delivered her more completely into his hands.

“Yes.”

“And cum on stage if I tell you to?”

“Yes, anything.”

“And get gangbanged by a dozen masters, if that’s what I choose?”

“Oh, my yes.”  She could use a dozen right now.

“Are you prepared to submit your body to me, Gillian Brahms?”

“I am,” her voice was little more than a gentle hum.

“And to a lash, if that’s what I desire?”

“I would.”

“To being bound and dildo fucked, your ass reamed, your sanity in doubt, your life not yours anymore, but mine?”

“Yes, yes please.”

She heard him chuckle at that reply.

“You’re a cheap whore, Gillian Brahms,” he said.

“I am,” she had to agree. His fingers took her to the very edge, rubbing lightly and then vigorously.  “Oh, please bring me off,” she whimpered mournfully.

 The stranger suddenly withdrew his hand and backed away.

“Oh, please, no,” she almost turned around.

“Freeze,” he ordered her otherwise. “You bring yourself off now.”

The command was clear, but not what she wanted.  She wanted him, not her own toying relief.  Oh, yes, her fingers would suffice, but it was not enough.  There was too much desire, too much passion for just a simple masturbation. She needed his dick in her cunt, his balls bouncing on her pubis, his hand slapping her rear end, all his masculine heat pouring into her.  She wanted a hard, fast, full-throttle fuck.  But that was not what her master wanted.

With just her hand bringing her off this time, the man waited in breathless silence for her groan, for that small shiver of contentment as she took off the top of her lust.

Gillian murmured deeply as a quick, bright orgasm swelled in her belly and traveled through her crotch.  If only he would touch her again, just one tender touch, one stroke of his animated hand, a single feel of those skilled fingers.  Instead, she felt utterly alone in the near empty room, her back to a man whose face she’d never glimpsed.  She’d know him only by the redolence of his body, the alluring aroma of his perfume.  Sex, she’d always think sex when she smelled the distinctive scent of him.

“You’re off to a rocky start in your initiation, Ms. Gillian Brahms,” she heard that lush voice again.  He could sound so stern.  “Obedience is paramount in my club.  Don’t give us cause to punish you as McPherson is being punished.  Our secret society it about satisfying desire, about sex and fantasy, and surrender to every carnal pleasure imaginable. It is about gentleness and the snap of a whip, about screams of pain and that deeply felt agonized groan at the moment of orgasm.  It is about diving into your darkest secrets and making them come alive, bringing them into the light of day and parading them before the eyes of men who want nothing more than to provide you with ultimate pleasure.  You have all that within your grasp, Gillian Brahms. There is physical stimulation and pleasure waiting for your practiced obedience to our laws.”  He paused for a moment, Gillian just a second from whipping around to see the man’s face.  Her curiosity over his identity made her think recklessly.  “You know a good deal about the law, so I hear?”

“I do,” she whispered without thinking.

“You know how to bend the law to suit you and your clients.  You know how to weasel deals and make power-plays, how to seduce judges and beguile opposing counsel.  You have a reputation for nasty maneuvers, and sudden surprises that leave stunning victories in your client’s pockets.  You are the master in the domain of law and no one beats you at your own game …” His shoes scuffed the floor in the silence after he spoke, and she drew in another delicious breath of him, and felt her head aching, and her heart pounding fast.  She was afraid.  “No one beats you on your turf.  No one takes the marbles and goes home, or scares you off the playing field, or intimidates your resolve.  You are a master in your domain, Ms. Gillian Brahms. You are the master.”  He stopped again, the pause fraught with expectation.  “But you’re in my game now, on another master’s turf.  No member beats me in this game. No one wins but me.  Don’t even try to balk. Don’t disobey; don’t get your heart set on anything but surrender, because you’ve been beaten before you even begin.” She felt him come one step closer, but she didn’t move.  “I own you now. I own your life.  I have enough ammunition to crush you if I so choose.” His words sent a tingle of fear through every atom in her aroused form.  “I will protect you because there are times you’ll need my protection.  I will guide you because you’ll need guidance.  My heart will beat with your heart, our minds will be one mind.  Your body already belongs to me for as long as I choose to use it.  Remember this night well, Ms. Brahms.  If there was ever a moment for you to back away and go home without the prize, that moment is now.  If you want to do so, then tell me now.”

In the silence of the dressing room she could hear the atoms dancing in the air, and somewhere in the far off distance there was music from the bar, and the occasional cat-call from a horny man.  She heard his shoes when they shuffled, and her own as she shifted her weight in the dangerous high heels.  Feeling dizzy, she swayed, thinking she might fall to one side, but there was too much resolve in her bones for that.  She kept her head high, her hands to her side, her ass tucked in as if her stranger could actually see her in the gloomy blackness.

“You know a good deal about me,” she said.  “You know I’m not the kind to back down from any tough fight.”

“But this isn’t a fight,” he reminded her. 

“And I know that too.”

“It’s about surrender, about taking your will and submerging it so that what is in your body can bloom.  Are you ready for that?”

“I am,” she replied, her voice steady, her mind no longer drifting.  When she felt his hand caressing her hair, she realized that he was close to her again.  Another breath of him, she thought she might cum.

“You have sex on orders from the club alone,” he said.  “You wear your clothes without panties.  You follow every instruction you receive to the very letter and then you wait.”

“I wait?”

“Yes, you wait for more.  When you’ve proven your merits, when it’s been decided you can be trusted, when you demonstrate your abiding loyalty and the extent of your lust, and we know your soul belongs to us, then you’ll receive full membership.  Your surrender will be complete.  Until then, Brahms, you wait.”


Chapter Nine

After sex, Kate toyed with the hair on Thad’s lovely chest, running fingernails down his torso, cupping his balls in her hand and then playing with the flaccid penis that had most recently been knocking about inside her hungry puss.

“I missed you,” she purred to him with a cute smirk on her face.

“Vitorio not as good as me?” Thad asked.

She instantly recoiled at the mention of the man’s name, but then smiled again, hoping he didn’t see her displeasure.

“Ah, I see,” he almost laughed not missing the look at all.  “And how about your new jewelry? Don’t you like these heavy ornaments?”

“Of course I like these heavy ornaments,” she said as her attention was drawn to the powerful ache between her thighs.  “They do keep me aroused.”

“And are they fulfilling their purpose?”

“There hasn’t been a day in my life for the last three years that I wasn’t constantly reminded of the club.  I hardly think I need them … though they do remind me that I’m on probation.”

“And have you accepted that horrifying fact?”

“I suppose,” she said, her face for just an instant looking dour.  Again, Thad did not miss even one hint of discontent.

“You don’t need another treatment on your ass, do you?”

She shook her head, honestly not interested in all that pain, at least when there wasn’t the promise of some sexual result.  “I’m very happy right now, just being with you,” she tried to lighten the mood.

“Then tell me, why the frowns earlier?” 

She pulled up in the bed and sighed, “I think you’re making too much of a little grimace.”

“You’re a subtle woman, McPherson.  I’ve learned to look for subtleties with you and I can tell when something’s bothering you.”

She remained silent.  This one was going to be hard to put into words since she really didn’t understand what she felt.  She jumped from bed and moved toward the bath, hoping he would drop the conversation.

“Kate,” he called her back, and though his voice was stern, she pretended not to hear him and kept on going.

Noting her disregard, Thad’s voice boomed loudly, “Front and center, McPherson!” 

She froze in an instant, remembering the last time that command had been given in the board room.  Turning around, she leaned against the frame of the bathroom door with a sheepish look on her face as though she might cajole him away from a confrontation.

His responding glare was lethally aimed.  Trotting toward him, she took up the demeaning pose beside the bed, on her knees, bent forward on the rug, arms clasped behind her, her nose feeling the prickly fibers of the carpet.  

“I ask a question, I expect an answer!” he barked unhappily.  “But, if what you want is a perpetually sore behind, that is exactly what you’ll get.”

“No,” she whispered loud enough for him to hear.

“No, what?”

“No, sir.”

“Maybe I should fix a second chain on your labia.”

“No!” she practically shrieked, then calmed and corrected the faux pas, “No, sir.”

He was on his feet, walking about the room.  She heard his dress leather belt being drawn from his pants, and then felt it dangling about her ass.  A reckless and lusty shiver darted through her whole system.

“Then, let’s get on with your confession, because I will flog your behind and I will make you wear clamps and chains and anything else I find suitable, if you don’t answer me.”

She peered sideways trying to see his eyes, hoping to enlist a little sympathy, but there was no room to negotiate with this unwavering attitude.

“I’m having a hard time figuring this out, Thad.”

“Then maybe your mind needs a little graphic encouragement,” he said.  Thwack!  His belt came down sharply on her ass.

“Ahhhhhh.”  This was not a blow to cause her pain, but one that sparkled with sensation like a skyrocket suddenly blazing against a black sky and then dwindling away in a million glittering droplets of fire. 

“You need more?” he asked.

“No.” She knew another strike of the leather would be ghastly—one amazingly consistent trick of Thaddeus Chamberlain’s was first to seduce with leather and then burn with it when burning was what would get the results he wanted.  Just the threat was enough right now.

“I’m feeling lost,” she blurted out.

“Lost?”  Perhaps even that hit this master unexpectedly.  It certainly wasn’t what he expected Kate to say.  But then too, it fit.

“Lost, yes.  Like I’m suddenly the pariah of the club.  I feel cheap and sleazy.  I know that must sound ridiculous for a woman who’s been screwed in bars and bound in dressing rooms and used by nearly a hundred men in three years, and accepted lots of promotions and favors and gifts because I’ve been so easy.  But I’ve always prided myself in being everything I needed to be for any master, and enjoying it without reservation.  I’ve explained my behavior to myself as what I need to fulfill me, and so it has.”  Her words were rushing out faster than she could think them.  “But now, I’m scared to death of Vitorio, and in fact I loathe the thought of being with him.  And the others masters, when I see them at work, or in a café, they look at me strangely, like they can’t trust me—like they’d like to see me strung up and lashed again.  I feel like a marked woman, and even you seem distant.”  She finally took a breath, and not knowing what else to say, shut up. 

Thad walked around her, so she could see his bare feet and his ankles.  She wanted to gaze up at him in the worst way, knowing she would see his cock moving so deliciously soft against his thighs.  She wished she could take back her words, but with them out of her mouth—the complete and honest truth—she was petrified over his reaction.  

“Maybe you need to understand why you created this,” he asked.

The ominous belt continued to tease her ass.  Each time it grazed her flesh she shuddered a little more inside, as though she wanted it to strike but was too afraid to voice that desire.

“I don’t understand,” she said.

“Certainly you believe you write your own fate—even if it is a subconscious thing.”

“You think I wanted this?”

“That you set yourself up for punishment. Yes I do. I’ve seen it a dozen times, my dear McPherson. You’re not the first submissive member to desire a depth of experience you weren’t receiving from the masters. In fact, I thought we spoke of this the last time I was in Milan. Seems to me I mentioned when I last spanked you that punishment was exactly what you really want.”

“Maybe I forgot.”

“Maybe you need a good reminder of what dreadful desires are lurking in you.”  The belt caressed her ass with a touch as simple as the touch of a woman’s hand, or even Thad’s when he was being her tender lover.

“I can’t believe I really want to be punished,” she said.

“But by results, McPherson, that’s exactly what is happening to you.  You were the one that wrote that diary and left it for someone to find.  You knew the consequences of disobedience.”

The more he teased her, the more his indicting words made passionate waves of pleasure skirt about her prickly body.  Certainly he saw her tremble.  If he was going to punish her, she wished he’d get it over with.

“Seems the last time we were together, I told you to handle this desire of yours, and now we’re back again at square one.  What do I have to do to convince you of what you want?  Tell me.”

She remained silent, even while her heart was beating fast and her ass was tingling in anticipation of his exploding on it with an angry blast of leather justice.  

“Tell me, McPherson.  Tell me with your own lips, what is it you really want?”

He waited, the leather stroking not just her ass, but tickling her genitals and sensitive shoulders and the locks of brown hair falling to the floor. 

“I can’t,” she whispered softly, though the instant she spoke the words, she winced, expecting the belt to land.

“Oh, but I think you can tell me,” Thad disagreed.  He lightly flailed the leather against her skin, not enough to hurt, but enough for her to realize what he was waiting to do.  “You want more of Vitorio, don’t you?”

“No!” she practically shrieked, and still Thad remained serene in the face of what he knew otherwise.

“It is Vitorio you want, isn’t it?  Be honest.”

“I can’t say that.”

“Of course you can.  You want the man, even more than you want me right now.  He enticed you.  His dark side fascinates you, draws you in to him.  You’ve done everything this club has asked of you, but you haven’t taken that last wicked step of debauchery.  You haven’t become a slave to that final and very cruel, punishing passion.  But that is exactly what you want most.  You’ve only tiptoed into the club’s dark regions; you’ve toyed as I toy with you now.  But you’re intensely curious.  You want to know just how far you can go, and you don’t want to go with me.  You know how much I love you, and you’re afraid I won’t let you see and feel and taste everything in that darkness.  You want to go with a Bellamy, or a Redford, perhaps, but most especially you want Vitorio.”

“Thad, no,” she whimpered.

He smacked the belt on her ass, this first in several minutes creating a ripple of joyous feeling.  But the smacks that followed were sheer torture, laid on hard and very fast with a belt that was hard to control.  It nipped her cunt and caught her sides, so she practically came up off the floor in an angry rage.

“On the floor!” Thaddeus roared, as an especially harsh strike hit her thighs, whipping around the sides and laying a startling fire against her tender skin.

She collapsed back in position and breathed relieved as the sting died away.

“It is Vitorio you want, isn’t it?” he asked again, quite calmly.

“It is,” she replied as scared as she’d ever been.

Thad backed away, Kate hearing the belt dropped to the bed.  “I doubt this will create much problem, I think he’s between members now.  You’re his, McPherson, for the next several weeks.  When you’ve learned what you need to learn from him, we’ll talk again.  Get up.”

She couldn’t believe what he just declared.  “You’re leaving?” she cried looking desperately toward the man she loved as he moved toward the shower.

“I’ll let Vitorio decide who does the leaving, but I imagine it will be you. He much prefers to handle his submissives at his country villa.  This time of year it will be beautiful,” he said with a smile on his face as if that should allay her fears.

“Thaddeus?” Her cry was sadly plaintive, all the woe in her heart written in her expression, but it wasn’t changing his mind.

“You will survive, I promise you that.”

“But when will I see you?” she asked.

He shrugged.  “When do you ever know when I’ll appear?”

Despite that truth, she had the feeling that it would be some time before she’d be in her lover’s arms again.


Chapter Ten

One night after the Cat’s Meow, Gillian was at the theatre on the arm of an attentive Mike Bellamy.  

She almost canceled the date.  Considering the wealth of her lust, her attraction for her newest client, and the stringent rule of law she’d just agreed to obey, it seemed like a dangerous gamble to think she could keep a vow of “chastity”—especially this one night.  

Her mind ran in circles, her lust chasing it about with a thousand explanations why she shouldn’t just let nature takes its course … the club would never know … just one night and nothing more … they could hardly expect perfection … wasn’t almost enough to suit them?  She knew the answer to all her explanations, but seeing Mike Bellamy it was easy to forget.

He arrived at her door, looking breathlessly handsome in a finely cut black suit. His tie was a splashy hand-painted silk in purple and green, and the cufflinks at his wrists gleamed, the gold shining brightly.  Despite the spit and polish, his devilish free spirit lured her as much as anything.  His hair was delightfully disheveled and his smile radiant.  She loved his hands-on style—she loved his hands—how his fingers absently traced their way down her back along bare skin.  He gave her a mirthful wink seeing the bodice of her dress present him with two ebullient breasts pushed into a cleavage that bounced saucily as she walked.

“You’re tempting me, Ms. Brahms.”

“Call me, Gillian,” she retorted with a sparkle in her eye.  “You think this is bad for business?”

“I don’t care much about business when I have a woman as lovely as you on my arm.”

“You are a charmer; your reputation is certainly earned.  But then, I never thought it hurt to gain a healthy rapport with my clients,” she purred sweetly.  “Mind you, I don’t do this with all of them.”

“I hope not.  I wouldn’t like to think I hired a slut.”

“And what if I were?”

“I probably wouldn’t mind that either.  What you do with your body is of casual concern to me.  What you do with your mind, well that’s another thing altogether.”

“Oh, so what I do with my body doesn’t matter?  Except when you enjoy looking and feeling your way around?”  He had his hand on her ass, a rather forward move, but it nonetheless delighted her.

“I think, perhaps, we’re cut from the same cloth, don’t you?  Two charmers with a penchant for putting ourselves in precarious situations only to see how we’re going to weasel out of them.”  He winked at her.

She gave him a laughing smirk.  If he only knew. So much tension the night before, that night like a dream that she dreamt ten years ago.  She could hardly remember it now—except the feeling of being reckless, and then captured, and then tortured by the sound of a man’s stern words—almost like he was reprimanding her.  Now, she felt even more reckless, sparring dangerously, erotically with a man she lusted after.  Could clubs and vows and surrender really be her fondest desire?  She had only a moment to think that thought and she had her answer.  She could surrender to Mike Bellamy, or any man like him, in an instant.  She was made for that, just needed a little coaching and the opportunity.  

She thought of tonight as a lark, and nothing more—just a few hours away from work and the serious business of being the initiate of a secret sex club.  In her mind, there was nothing in the world that would change that.

The play was an exhilarating three hours of music and dancing that delighted them both.  Mike held her hand through the entire performance, doing small things with his fingers that connected with her body hot spots for instants of unabashed pleasure. Her cunt was moist and throbbing by the end of the first act, and all the professional resolve and purpose, all the vows she gave so freely the night before seemed more threatened than ever.

“I know a bar nearby that’s great this time of night,” Mike said as the show ended and they were on their way from the first balcony to the lobby.  “How about it?  You don’t have to work tomorrow?”

“I always have to work, but maybe one drink wouldn’t hurt.”

She leaned her head against his shoulder wondering exactly what she was going to do with her affections for the man.  It wasn’t just the club she had to consider.  There was always a feeling of concern getting too entangled with a client, and even though they joked about it, the concern was nonetheless real.

The bar was an intimate, beer-drinking Irish pub with dozens of laughing faces, and games of darts and cards, and quiet ear-to-mouth conversations happening in every corner.  Gillian drank a raspberry beer, finding three pints going down so easily she hardly realized what she’d done until her head began to float in the clouds, and her words seemed slurred even to her ears.

“I never should have done this,” she told her date.

“And why not?  A woman like you needs a chance to let down, don’t you think?”

He’d matched her drink for drink, but the beer didn’t seem to have the same effect on him.  Being the steady type, he’d pass out before he’d look the least bit smashed.  His hand was on her ass, squeezing it as he had all night.

“You’re going to take advantage of me?” she wondered.

“Only if you ask,” he replied.  He kissed her, wee ones on her lips, and then a trail of kisses along her cheek that finally ended with this lips burrowing ticklishly into the crook of her neck.

“Ooo, my,” she shivered erotically, “you have me at a disadvantage.”

“Oh, but I never take advantage of a drunken women,” he said.

“But you would screw one?”

“Perhaps, but only if she asked.  Are you asking?”

She shook her head, no.  “You do remember what I told you?  No fucking on the first date?”

“Then we’ll have to try it on the second.”  His hand was in her hair, his touch like little sparks against her scalp—ones that showered down to her toes and stopped in the middle igniting the embers glowing warmly there.  

“I make no promises,” she managed to say.

He kissed her, this time on her mouth.  “I’m not looking for promises, just for good times with a beautiful woman.”

“Well, then, you’d better take this beautiful woman home, because she’s withering fast.”

“Fast, perhaps, but you are an artistic drunk.”

She smiled, thinking she would be missing the most startling lovemaking of her life if she declined him at her door.

Mike Bellamy didn’t lay but a single hand on her the entire drive to her apartment.  He hardly touched her on the way to her door, and when they stood at the threshold between saying good-bye and going to bed, he gave her no more encouragement except what was in his eyes.  

“Why don’t you see me inside?” she finally suggested.

“And why would I want to do that?” he asked.

Any resolve she had was vanishing fast.  She couldn’t let this much lust go.  Her body was hot, her cunt waiting expectantly for his cock.  Didn’t all first dates that went so well end in bed?  Even if he was a client, even if she was on orders from that glorious club, even if it was just this once?

“Because I’d like you to sleep with me.”

He raised his eyebrows.

“Or maybe you don’t sleep with drunks?” she ventured.

“I thought you had other vows to keep?” he asked.

“Right now, they don’t mean much,” she said.  “It almost feels as though this is predestined, and I think it’s stupid to fight it.  Maybe we need to do it for our business relationship, not in spite of it.”

She felt his hand again as they moved inside the apartment.  In the dark, there was just the feel of his skin against hers, the two throbbing together with the same desiring heat.  So gentle, and so tender.  His lips worked about her face, and hers followed.  When he placed his hand over one breast, her hips moved into his.  As he lowered the thin straps of her dress she felt it float to her feet.  Every move stung sweetly between her bare thighs—the way he brushed his crotch against her pubis, the way it pressed back—the way his hand took the longer journey down her back, beyond the crack of her ass, to cup the soft fold of flesh at the base of her bottom—his favorite place to fondle.  Writhing against him, she longed for his hands to probe between her legs, for him to find her clit, and pinch her labia and let his fingers slither inside her hole.  

“How about the bedroom?” she whispered, almost afraid he would suddenly tell her no.

“How about the couch, or maybe a chair,” he answered back as they moved kissing toward the living room.  Mike pushed her into the seat of an overstuffed chair and looked down on her beautiful nakedness.  “Part your legs for me and lean back,” he told her.  The wicked thought of the exhibition made her comply without a protest, and she could tell he enjoyed her lewd repose seeing a gentle smirk over-powering his handsome features.  There was something in that smirk to fear, Gillian thought as she gazed upwards.  

Mike removed his jacket, his tie and shirt.  Dropping his pants, he uncovered his penis boldly framed by the blondish curls of his pubic hair.  His body glistened from a soft layer of sweat.  When he dropped to his knees in front of her, she felt his hand where she wanted it most, massaging her clit. Then bending down his mouth probed her jerking pussy.  He dove right in, raising her hips in his hands, pulling her half off the chair while she clung to the sides with her fingernails driving into the arms as though she was holding on for dear life.

“Ah, ah yes,” she panted in short steamy breaths.  “Yes, yes, yes,” hissing like an angry cat, she tried without success to lift herself against him, into his arms.  By then, he was finished with foreplay, his cock hammering rudely on the door of her cunt.  “Oh, my, yes, Mike, now!” she moaned while her hips thrashed back and forth so it was almost impossible for him to get his dick inside her.

When he did, he thrust straight to her womb, and while he grabbed her hips and drove hard, she hammered him back, letting screams of delight rise unedited into the late night air. “Fuck me hard! Fuck me, fuck me, yesssssss!”

He growled himself, that deep sonorous kind of manly growl.

They screwed together, locked tightly in a pounding rhythm for nearly ten minutes—until he shot hard at the back of her pussy.  She whipped against him wildly until her orgasm made every nerve in her tighten and release and then tighten again.

When he pulled out of her, she was glad to lick the remains of his cum with her lips.  

They had a bittersweet bargain with lust for just this night, and she’d do anything to make it last longer. Was this like Mardi Gras?  The last fuck before her enforced abstinence?  A reasonable random thought, perhaps, it came and went, putting a neat name on this spirited fuck that could never happen again.  Of course, Mike Bellamy wouldn’t know that, and Gillian had no idea how she was going to tell him. He held her for a time as she rested her aching head against his chest.  

“I hope there won’t be any bad blood between us because I made you break your vow,” he said as he pulled away from her.  He sat for a time on the couch sipping a glass of water, seeing how lovely she looked curled up and exhausted in her chair.

“Vow?  What vow?” she answered back.

“I also hope you have more resolve as a lawyer not to get caught this easily in court.”

She smiled, her mind beginning to sober, even with her headache. “I’m much better in court than in my love life,” she finally admitted.  “And since this won’t be happening again …”

Again he was raising his eyebrows like he didn’t believe her and he smiled like the devil was living in his back pocket.

“That vow’s got to stick,” she assured him.  “I have a hell of a problem to solve for you, and I’m not going to have you distracting me, as much as I want you, Mike Bellamy. Maybe afterwards.”

“Then what was the point of tonight, Ms. Brahms?” Mike asked, sounding as if he was offended.

“Lust.  There was too much lust.  Until you and I fucked I’m not sure if we could have worked together.”

“Ah, that’s how you explain all this?”

It sounded good to her, and rather inspired to boot.  “How would you?” she asked.

He shrugged.  “Maybe something genuine.”

She shook her head.  “I may not know you well, Mr. Bellamy,” she added a little sarcasm in her tone, “but you and I aren’t the kind that will ever find love.  Good fucks.  Great fucks. That’s the most we can expect.”

“You’re sure of that?” he asked.

“Without a doubt sure,” she replied.

Off of the chair, she darted for the bathroom and pulled a robe from the hook on the wall.  By the time she returned, he was half-dressed, looking almost better than before he arrived. He wore the causal, maverick, disheveled look very well.  It might have been fun to sleep the whole night with him, but any spell of desire that marked this night was now broken. The only right thing to do was let the mood take them exactly where it needed to—back to business.

“I’ll be preparing a brief tomorrow. We’ll discuss it Monday morning, if you can make it to my office?”

“That should be fine.  Call my secretary first thing for my schedule and make an appointment; she should be in the office by 7:30.”

For just a moment she wondered what it would be like to really love a man like this one. But it was only a lonely, end-of-the-day kind of thought, when having a man to curl beside might soothe away a few new lines about her eyes and take away some of her perpetual weariness.  The thought drifted away as soon as Mike started toward her front door and she realized that he was really leaving.  He never had any intention of sleeping with her, just having sex.

“I am glad we got the preliminaries out of the way,” he said as he turned back.  “It really helps to have the basics handled.  We won’t have to worry about it in the future.”

“Exactly,” she agreed—though she had the feeling that this night—in this particular case, with this particular man—might have made her job a whole lot harder.  Mike Bellamy wasn’t just another man, and she had the ominous feeling there was more behind his words he wasn’t saying.

By the time he left, Gillian was stone cold sober.


Chapter Eleven

The day Gillian realized she was dressing to please Mike Bellamy—wearing a tight knit dress with nothing underneath but stockings—was the day her next instructions from the club appeared.  She was rushing.  A conference with Mike at eight, in court at 9:00, another conference about the Bellamy Ltd. lawsuit with the other attorneys at the firm at 2:00 pm, and then a cocktail party at 5:00—at Mike’s invitation, a gala event announcing new products and advertising that she couldn’t miss—so he told her.  She wished she had some better news on their anti-trust action—his company was in a messier situation than she first imagined.  It took hours of thinking just to get the players straight in this corporate soap opera. A day with him in her mind wasn’t a prospect she welcomed—especially since the sexual energy between them hadn’t stopped in the slightest and she was trying to maintain her poise in face of the alarming things he did to her cunt without even touching it.

She loved the ivory wool hugging her, as soft as a lamb’s fleece against her skin.  The neckline scooped low in front.  Seeing how her breasts formed the fabric to their remarkable shape, she eyed herself in the mirror, pleased.  Though her nipples were just gentle buds without any stimulation, making slight impressions in the wool, they might turn into rocks with just one glance from Mike.  Maybe the dress was too dangerous worn braless.  Unzipping it, she pulled it off her shoulders.  Then rummaging through her drawer, she looked for a smooth unstructured bra that would give the hefty mounds enough form to keep her decent for the day.  She smiled, wondering what Mike would think if he saw her breasts through the transparent lace.  She imagined his eyes mesmerized, his fingers moving to her chest with his exquisite touch.

“I’ve got to stop thinking like this!” she announced aloud.

Her body appropriately tamed above, she turned around, seeing just the slightest sign of her naked ass.  This one feature she wouldn’t change. Mike loved her ass, and he’d love this too.  And for court, she’d wear a pale green jacket over the top.  Too much sexual innuendo was not appropriate in Judge Ricks’ courtroom. She’d keep the seduction to Mike alone, even if the seduction was a dangerous game.

Knowing she was late for her eight o’clock, Gillian grabbed her briefcase and dashed for the front door, almost slipping in her high heels on a starched cream-colored envelope just shoved under her door.

Her heart beat frantically, and her cunt jumped alive.  With her first message since the night in the bar, thoughts of Mike quickly vanished, replaced by fear and a deeper hunger this note implied.  Why when she was always in a hurry? she wondered as a nail slipped under the flap and she drew the message from inside.

“I have special plans for you, Brahms.  Don’t disappoint me. M.”

Plans?  What plans?  No instructions, just plans.  She stuffed the note back in its envelope and then into her purse.  Dashing from her apartment, she had to forget the thing, otherwise she’d been off all day long.  This was not a day for mental blunders.  But then, maybe that’s what this treacherous M wanted.

***

Mike took one glance at Gillian as she entered her office—she was ten minutes late.

“You think it’s wise to look so … so provocative in court?” he asked.

“I have a jacket to wear over it.  See, right here,” she let him see the green wool draping her arm.  “But I’m running all day and needed something I could wear to your party.”

“Women are so very clever,” he replied.

She sat down, while he smirked his way through a cup of coffee and conversation for the next several minutes. 

“I have to be in court in twenty minutes,” she finally announced as the sexually prickly conference was at an end.  She rose from her chair gathering what she needed in her hands.  Though, rushing past her client on her way out the door, she suddenly turned back.  Leaning over her desk to find a file she needed, she felt Mike at her back, his hands running down her sides.

“Oh, no! We don’t have time,” she purred to him very sweetly, and pushed his hands away.

“Oh, yes, we do. You have at least twenty-five minutes. This won’t take long.”

“No,” she shook her head.  “It’ll make me late.”

“But it’s what you need, Ms. Brahms.  I think being used has a special fascination for you.  And maybe this will settle you down so you can concentrate.”

How did he know this?  How could he be so sure, after vows and assurances for the last week that this wouldn’t happen?  How could he know after a dozen meetings with him that this one time, she’d give in.  

Mike held her at the edge of her desk and inch by inch drew her skirt over her hips.  Her two cheeks coming into view were an amazing vision—so vulnerable and submissively waiting for him to use as he desired.  She was clothed in nothing but a layer of nervous agitation, and he sought to calm her nerves with a soothing hand.  They both felt her body quake and heard the lilting whine of her sex-hungry sigh. As his fingers moved between her thighs, Gillian assisted his efforts, opening herself wide so he could slip his fingers in her hole and massage the clit. She murmured softly, and when his hand withdrew from her snatch she breathed her own fragrance and sucked the juice away.

With his zipper open, he plunged himself inside and began to ride, ass and crotch grinding into each other.  They muffled the sounds of pleasure, but still they escaped, hers in little sighs and mews, his more earthy in a deep baritone.  

“Fuck me!” she whispered.  And he fucked her hard.  The pulse built, the air got hot around them, then her cunt clutched his penis and squeezed as he came.  She came seconds later, and it was done just that fast. There’d been the peak, a crushing spasm, and then gently falling over that anxious precipice until she was momentarily unconscious.  

Waking, she was still over the edge of the desk, eye to eye with her clock.  Eight fifty.

“We have ten minutes to get to court,” she declared.

“I’ll drive,” he said handing her his handkerchief, playfully smirking. “You’ve got a long day in that dress, better keep it clean.”

The door to her office was opened long before she was ready, but in less than sixty seconds, they were out the door, moving quickly to the elevator with his cum still sliding down her thigh.

***

Gillian Brahms was brilliant.  All the right moves, the right motion, the tiniest of vocal inflections, sarcasm and wry wit, and finally biting commentary, getting the judge’s attention.  The proceedings couldn’t have gone better, and she breathed peacefully walking down the courthouse corridor with Mike’s hand at her back.

“My miserable mess looking any rosier right now?” he asked her as if he couldn’t tell.

She didn’t reply.

“I think I at least deserve a thank-you for putting you at ease,” he added.

“I didn’t think that was a job required of you,” she answered back.

Though she liked the feel of his hand on her ass, she was getting more nervous realizing that some time soon, she’d have a date with the club.  Almost as though its specter would jump at her like a ghost, she let her eyes rove for other eyes that might be staring at her now, wondering why she was so cozy with this client, when she owed her sexual allegiance to the club alone. 

Gillian hopped in the car beside him and they drove back to the office.

“I’ll see you at five,” he reminded her as he dropped her by the curb.

“I’ll be there, with all my cronies in tow,” she smiled.

“And don’t be late this time,” he said.  “That really pisses me off.”

“You didn’t seem all that pissed this morning,” she reminded him, peering back inside the car.

“Why do you think I fucked you?”

It was weird logic, but she didn’t have time to argue—almost two o’clock and there were meetings scheduled all afternoon.

“See you at five,” and she dashed toward the high-rise and her office.

***

The Bellamy Building was a city monument.  Rising into the sky-scape, it was hardly the tallest inside the vast mélange of concrete and glass phallic symbols that surrounded it.  But it was one of the most unique.  Gillian could imagine ladies in fur stoles and hats with veils, from the 1930’s walking through the great glass doors, spike heels clicking on the marble floor the way hers were clicking now.  ‘What a beautiful spread,’ was the first thought that came to mind as she smelled the aroma of cocktails and fingers foods and wine and—she couldn’t quite place it until she saw them with her own eyes—bright red strawberries with long green stems. She’d missed lunch, her stomach suddenly growling, though it wasn’t her stomach in charge when she laid eyes on Mike Bellamy in a tuxedo.  He was standing with a group of people some distance away, talking.

Where he’d been hours before—that hole between Gillian’s legs was still damp from him and her. The smell still clung to her pubic hair and there was a layer of dry cum on her thigh.  Why was he so damned sexy!

Mike didn’t see her and it was just as well.  She needed to take some time to settle herself and have a drink. Just one drink to soothe her frayed nerves, and something to eat for her stomach was begging again.  

As she nibbled her food and wandered through the room, she was again captivated by this lovely building. The influence of Frank Lloyd Wright was everywhere in the lines of the woodwork—the ceiling an architectural marvel she could stare at for hours—and the stained glass, and the beveled-edged panes of glass, in the afternoon light shooting rainbows on the walls, beads of fire dancing everywhere on women’s cocktails dresses.  At one point it was nearly blinding.  

Tiny sandwiches, cheese, several strawberries, a second drink—just another glass of wine—and she was feeling much better, actually enjoying a conversation about the style of the building with a distinguished gray-haired gentleman, with a trimmed goatee, a handsome smile and a tan face.  He was as impeccably dressed as the waiters in tails who looked like English butlers—though this man had a delightful twinkle in his eye those passive faces couldn’t approach.  She saw the way he noted her attire—without her green jacket—how for just a second he took in the sight of her breasts before he politely commented on the beautiful lobby turned social soiree. 

“You’re Gillian Brahms,” he said, when the conversation lagged for a moment.

“You know me, but I haven’t had the pleasure.”

“Ronald Dent,” he said holding out his hand for her to shake.

“Oh, my, I should know you.  In fact, I thought you looked familiar, but then I haven’t been in your courtroom.”

“I get nasty crimes, and you seem to stay out of that mess.”

“Yes, I made the decision a long time ago to stick with less sensational law.”  There was a waiter at her side, a note on a silver tray.

“For me?”

“You’re Gillian Brahms?”

“I am.”

She knew without asking this was for her, much like the one slipped under her door.

“If you’ll excuse me,” she said to Judge Dent.  Hardly disguising her nervousness, she took the note and moved to an empty corner of the lobby before she opened it.

“2nd floor, outside room #2036, remove your dress. Now. M.”

Heart pounding, she slipped the note inside her purse next to the one from that morning.  When she looked up again, Mike Bellamy was making his way through a crowd of people, moving toward her.

“Something wrong?” he asked, once he was well within her public bubble of comfort.  Anyone looking at the two of them would know they were close.

“No, nothing’s wrong.  But I am a little woozy.  Is there somewhere I could lay down for a minute?”

“The ladies’ lounges all have couches.” 

She pointed to the corridor. 

“Yes, but maybe you want to take the elevator to the second floor,” he suggested, “You’ll have fewer interruptions, unless, of course some of my employees are fucking in the stalls.  I’ll have someone check on you in a half hour.”

“No, no, that won’t be necessary.  I’ll be back down here before that.  I just need a moment.”

He nodded and let her go.

Thankful that maneuver was so easily accomplished, Gillian was on the elevator just minutes later, with an excuse that should keep Mike Bellamy an arm’s distance away for a good while—hopefully long enough to please whatever master needed her right now.

Room #2036 was at the end a long corridor, though it was still in sight of the elevator and a dozen offices—should some industrious employee be working through the merriment below and happen to wander by. She wouldn’t accomplish this outrageous disrobing without her heart beating almost out of control.  Yet, removing her dress under these dangerous circumstances made her every desire for the club’s command play her sex like a magical instrument.  Breasts, thighs, and ass were tingling, her skin was flushed and even her nipples felt prickly, as if some man had just nibbled them with his teeth.

Unzipping the slim sheath at the back, Gillian looked in either direction, finding her hands almost refusing to follow the instructions.  What if from around the corner…

Her head was pounding hotly, her lips wet with desire, her tongue tasting cum. She could already smell her own by the time her dress was at her hips; the aroma of old sex clung to the fabric, now shaken loose as she removed it.

As she stood nearly naked before the office door, she wanted to press her hand to her crotch, but couldn’t; and for one long minute, she stood in a breathless vacuum of fear and painful arousal.

“Close your eyes,” she heard the male voice behind her. Where had he come from?  She was about turn around but the man sensed the impulsive move.

“Don’t look around unless you’d like to be paraded like this downstairs,” he threatened her. 

She closed her eyes, clenching them so tightly they couldn’t be pried apart.

He unhooked her bra and it fell into his hands. Now except for her heels, she was standing exposed in the second floor hallway, totally nude. A hand pressed her firmly at the small of her back, and Gillian almost stumbled from the force of the sudden shove as she entered the room.  

When the door closed behind her, she could tell it was dark inside—as though a blind had been pulled down over her eyes.  She hardly needed to keep them closed, but she did, regardless.

Hearing the shuffling of feet around her, she realized that there was not one, but several men, in the room with her. Pairs of hand began to grope her body, but their touch was purposeful. She found herself shoved forward, her crotch pressed against a table, her hands guided toward a bar in front of her.

“Hang on,” she was ordered.

 While someone pawed her breasts and another man beneath her manipulated her clit, a third pair of hands was burrowing between her rear cheeks, hunting for the dampening hole between her labia. Once finding the hot vessel, he plunged his dick inside and screwed her heartily. Her breasts bounced, the dangling flesh fondled and pinched, her nipples tweaked and squeezed until she had to cry—but then that cry was mostly sexual.  Beating into her until he came, grunting almost meanly, the man switched places with one of the others, and a second dick slipped inside.  The rough fuck repeated, as this man grabbed her ass and forced his big prick until it hit her womb, making her cry.

“Hush!” A man at her ear spoke softly, though with the steel of nails behind that whisper.

She clenched her lips together and took the pain of the long, fat dick. It seemed to swell within her, grow more hard, and press more meanly where there just wasn’t room to go.  The pain of it made her senseless, made her move briskly in an uncomfortable unison, as though her willingness would ease the discomfort and turn the screwing sexual.  It was not until this man was out of her cunt, his cum dripping on her ass, that the orgasm began for her. The third man wasn’t kind to her either, but he had a way with his hands—he’d been the one toying with her clit.  Now, while reaching around to pinch the tiny erection inside her labia, his manageable prick fucked her as soundly as the others, and she tensed with a biting spasm.

She murmured nonsensical things, yesses and ahs, and ohs, quietly spoken.

When he finished, this master didn’t move. But pressing his fingers to her mouth, she licked them, smelling herself as she’d smelled Mike that morning after the same kind of screwing. 

“You like being used, bitch?”

“Ah, yes.”

“And you want more, don’t you?”

“I do.”  

There were hands again all over her. “And you belong to us, is that right?”

“I do.”  She was so sure of herself, there wasn’t another possible sexual thought in her mind.  Someone was at her clit, sucking it.  Another hand toyed with her anus, fingers moving on slick cum juice inside the dark hole.  Feeling her breasts bounce and her ass mauled, she cried softly for more.  One orgasm was not enough and they knew it.  Out of body, in her body, lifted, caressed, annoyed, slapped … murmur after murmur … delirious, thighs tickled … belly fondled … rising, always rising … the pulse was rising higher about to explode.  At the edge … the edge … the edge again … and higher … higher still and then nothing …

The hands vanished the way fog gives way to a morning sun—leaving only traces in the air of where it might have been.  In her body the sensation lingered, but not attended to, the erotic pulses slowly slipped away. 

One of the men threw her the ivory dress so she felt it hit her back.  Her bra followed.  Then, her purse landed with a thud at her feet.  Once the door opened and closed she realized she was alone.

Gillian was woozy, her stomach grinding.  The ache in her cunt drove her mad.  Hearing footsteps in the corridor, she instantly thought of Mike looking for her in the ladies’ room down the hall. What would he think when she came up missing?

There was an overhead light that turned on at the wall by the door.  Florescents.  She’d almost rather dress in the dark than by the glaring yellow/white glow of these, but without them she couldn’t see anything.  It was easy enough wiggling her way back into the dress.  But there was still heat between her thighs, smoldering, her cunt aching as though it had been abandoned.  She couldn’t touch herself.  As much as her body demanded it, she was almost afraid to.  

Her masters were purposely using her and leaving her body deserted, needing more.  They wanted her to need them, and so she did.  This seemed like far too little, when she wanted so much more of them.  But at least until they called on her again, it would have to do.

With a little luck, she’d escape downstairs, her brief disappearance unnoticed.  Would she be able to tell who her lovers had been?  Which was the first driving fuck, and who was the fat prick that almost ripped her apart, and who was the man with the heavenly tongue and the style of sex that she would like to enjoy again and again?  

Running her fingers through her hair, hoping it was not too mussed, she peeked out the door and quickly scooted toward the ladies’ room to finish adjusting her clothes.  Except for the a drifting absence in her eyes—always the result of great sex—her cheeks were slightly flushed, but there were no other suggestions about her last hour. She recalled as she took the elevator to the lobby floor an incident in Kate’s McPherson’s diary—the one in the grand house with the grand stairs, in the dark with a dozen hands mauling her friend.  Perhaps this was intended as the same kind of fuck, and yet, except for some vague similarities, their experiences with the club were hardly the same.  Whoever was directing her initiation was moving her rapidly.  Perhaps soon she’d get a glimpse of another master’s face, and if she was lucky could look into the eyes of the mysterious “M”.  He was a scoundrel, she decided, either that or a very unyielding man.  He was certainly very astute about her sexual needs.  She wouldn’t recuperate from this ordeal until she was at home in bed, sober, dreaming of the hands and cock, and three men’s cum left inside her half-pleasured cunt.

“Are you all right?” she heard Mike’s voice behind her.  After ten minutes back in the mix, she was almost back to normal, and thankfully, her heart didn’t suddenly start racing when she heard him speak. At least she was thinking sanely. 

“Oh, yes, I’m fine.  I was looking for you.”

“I’m here to be found,” he replied, jovial as ever.

“I wanted to talk, perhaps tomorrow.  The partners and I have some interesting ideas for proceeding with your lawsuit.”

“Good, that’s good,” he nodded, noting that the conversation had reverted to business, Gillian taking on a more formal air despite her flushed and slightly rumpled appearance.

Letting anything else between them drop for the night, she then wandered off, speaking again to the distinguished Judge Dent with the graying hair.  If she’d been bold at all, she would have suggested that Mike screw the last cum from her cunt—the one that still lurked on hold between her thighs.  But she was just too tired, in need of another drink, a few more strawberries and a long night’s sleep. 


Chapter Twelve

“Want another beer?” Thad had just ordered himself his third, the cool draughts going down easily at the end of the day.

Mike shrugged.  “Think I’ve had enough.”  He was nursing his second.

“Your new member behaving herself?” Thad asked.   He’d been more than a little anxious about Gillian Brahms despite his trust of Mike Bellamy’s ability to instruct submissive women. 

“She’s as untrustworthy as I expected her to be,” he answered, eyes smoldering as he thought of her, “as devious, as charming, as witty and in need of a paddle on her ass as any submissive we’ve had in years.”

“You’re sure you’re going to win this one over?”

“I have her won,” he said, smirking merrily.  “I’m even screwing her on the side.”

“Really?” Thad was slightly shocked.  “And she doesn’t know who you are?”

“Of course not.”

“So, in truth she’s being a disobedient, underhanded slut.”  

“Exactly.  I have her law firm working for me. And the scheme’s an object lesson. I wanted to know exactly what kind of woman I had, and she’ll realize it herself soon enough.”

“You are a devious SOB.”

“Never denied that,” he agreed with his friend.

“So, describe her for me?” Thad said.  Loosening his tie, he leaned into the bar, taking a long drink of the frothy substance from his ice cold mug.

“She knows what she wants, and will get it because she has the knack of wooing me while she’s breaking every rule.  I think she’ll be in love with me, and still committed to the club, and somehow that won’t bother her.”

“You’re talking love awfully soon.”

“Why not?  You fell in love with Kate.”

“But I didn’t lose my objectivity.”

“And I haven’t lost mine.  She’s a gamble, but I wouldn’t have started this if I didn’t think it would pay off.”

“If you didn’t believe there is the heart of a submissive lurking somewhere deep in her controlling little bones?”

“That’s right. And it’s there.  Every time I look at her I see it in her face.  She can’t refuse me in her club fantasies, and she can’t refuse me face to face.  The intimidating persona is just an act.”

“So, when do you spring the trap?” 

“I’d like to let it go on indefinitely,” Mike mused, “but I suppose the end of the next week.  I think three times is enough time to catch her being unfaithful.  By then, she’ll have too much invested in the club and me both to do anything but quiver front and center between my legs and beg forgiveness.”

Thad relished the picture and the beauty of this man’s creative genius.  He toasted him tipping his glass for another drink.

“And how is your Kate?” Mike asked.

“Actually, I’m on vacation from my wicked slut.  Seems that she needs a good dose of Vitorio.  All this punishment has struck quite a chord with her—a distant one perhaps, but until it’s played out—if it ever is—she needs to confront it head on.”

“He’s an evil man,” Mike recalled the ruthless dominant from memory.

“No different from you, just a little more straight forward.  I feel kind of sorry for Gillian, being sideswiped this way. But I hope you’ll get her expression on video tape. It should be priceless”

Mike nodded.  He’d never been quite so joyful about any new member, but perhaps that was because he was falling in love this time, and he didn’t plan to stop the feeling.  Thad, of all his fellow masters, certainly understood that.


Chapter Thirteen

Kate sat on the porch of the villa staring down the portico, toward the lazy vineyards in the distance, toward an arbor of summer flowers just now erupting from small buds.  She smelled the fragrance of new roses, despite the fact that the rose garden was beyond her view.

The memory of her first hours with Vitorio was still fresh with her—the pain of it still rippling softly through her limbs.  She’d been driven until she was weak and had to sit for a time to recuperate.  Vitorio had been kind enough to allow her this time alone.

When they arrived in his small Fiat, they pulled into the half moon drive before the elegant country estate, Kate’s eyes widening half in wonder, half in horror, her loins pounded hotly.  They had said little as this Italian master careened wildly through the hilly countryside along the narrow roads.  Now reaching their destination, he didn’t invite her inside the house, instead they strolled about his property.  Vitorio pointed out with pride his vineyards and roses, the winery, the stable, and the dapple gray mare that was with foal, and his old cow, Moo.  Kate chuckled hearing him coo like a child to the animal, noting the tender fondness he showed as he caressed the cow’s soft flank.  Ambling slowly toward the back of the property, Kate breathed the smell of ripening berries, the luscious fruit clinging to the vines.  Vitorio plucked several plump berries and fed them to her one by one, with a sweet smile on his lips.  The berries were still tart, though the flavor burst on her tongue.

“You are very beautiful,” he said.  “I can see why Thad would want you for himself.  He must be hurting to have you need me right now.”

“He’d never say that,” Kate replied, anticipation brewing fast between her legs.  She wore a summery dress with purple, pink and yellow flowers strewn down the front, just enough to make it difficult to see through the filmy fabric—except when she stood in the sunlight.  Then, the silhouette of her body appeared so a gazing man could smile with pleasure, just as Vitorio gazed at her now.  He could tell without using his hand to feel her body that she had nothing on underneath.  On her feet were bright pink, high-heeled summer sandals, and her mouth was brushed with pale pink lipstick. Her face glowed with a natural beauty shining from beneath her slight make-up, while her long tresses of golden brown hair cascaded to her shoulders.  Her appearance seemed to please this master, as often as he’d run his hand through her hair admiringly.

When they came to the center of the garden, they moved into the shade under a vine-covered arbor.  Kate thought she smelled honey-suckle or something quite like it in the air.  The strength of the aroma almost stung her nostrils.  He touched her so lightly, and with each touch she shivered, rivulets of sensation moving rapidly through her, all of them settling in her unsettled belly.  She was intensely fearful of how he’d punish her, how he’d mold her as she desired to be molded.  He was a man of extremes—obvious now considering the utter gentleness he displayed.  It would have been far easier if he had rudely thrust her to the ground and whipped her ass savagely.  This kindness brewed anxiety she could hardly handle.

He was talking of his roses that made a lush garden about the arbor.  He’d won several local contests and vowed he’d show her his ribbons when he had the chance. “I enjoy pleasure, Kate,” he said, “in all its many forms.  Perhaps it surprises you to know that I’m not solely a ruthless ass.”

She didn’t reply, but looked into his eyes, realizing that she’d never really noticed them before.  They were a deep cinnamon brown, ones that gleamed overcast in gold.  Perhaps it was the summer light, the glow of the golden meadows and the sun in the sky, but for a moment, they seemed to stop focusing, becoming soft and sweetly amiable.  Then in an instant they snapped clearly with a brilliant sharpness that foreshadowed some piercing command.

“Take off your dress, Kate.”  She heard the order, but it took some time for it to register.  And when she stared at him, she realized that the mellow master of this earthy paradise had just become the ruthless master of her lust. 

She shook the dress off her shoulders and let it slide to her feet.  Vitorio snatched it from the ground, tossing it to a stone bench nearby.  Then standing back, he admired her, while her naked body shivered in her pink high heels.  “I think you belong here, McPherson,” he said.  “I think you’ll do very well with me.”

She couldn’t help but stand straight as an arrow, her chest thrust slightly forward, breasts jiggling a little as she swayed nervously.  Her master stood back enough to have a complete view of her.  The way he stared at her, she blushed embarrassed.  She could even feel a little juice seeping from her pussy below. 

“Take your nipples in your fingers and pinch them,” he ordered.  

The two buds were already showing some arousal, tightening even without a chill on this warm summer day.  Tweaking the tiny things, she rolled them between her fingers, and watched how this pleased him.  He strolled around her, and though she tried to follow him with her eyes, she gave up and let his scrutiny of her back side go on while she waited breathlessly for him to comment again. 

“You have a fair ass, McPherson,” he finally said as he strolled back to her front.  “And fine smart breasts.”  He slapped one and she jerked.  “And rosy pink nipples and of course that snatch.”  He reached forward with his hand and grabbed her chain jewelry and pubic hair, tugging sharply. She gasped with the sudden shock of pain, but letting go, the pain became a fine shower of sensation tickling outwards from the center.  “Look at me,” he said.  She felt his breath against her cheek.  “Don’t ever look away from me, unless I tell you to.  Your eyes belong to me and they will wait on me expectantly.”

He still held his hand against her crotch, the sensation of his fingers like that of a ticklish feather.  And then one finger meandered its way between her labia, searching for her clit.  Finding the small throbbing thing, he squeezed it very gently.  His eyes were intent, burning into hers and she couldn’t look away.  Still holding tightly to that gentle bud, the squeeze became more firm, his two fingers creating a deep ache within. 

She opened her mouth to voice a protest.

“Hush, don’t speak to me unless I ask you to, unless I question you, unless I direct you to open your mouth.  If I care about what you feel, then I’ll ask you, Katherine.  You are here for me to play with, little slut, nothing more.  Turn around and bend, eyes to the ground.” He withdrew his hand so she could follow his order.

It was an instant of relief not to gaze into his eyes, but Vitorio replaced that tension with another more frightening still.  From the corner of her eye, she watched the master stride toward his prize roses, and pulling a penknife from his pocket, cut a long stemmed red flower.  The bud was choice, a bloom just on the verge of opening, with a dozen sharp thorns down the stem.  Running the petals by her nose on his return to her side, she drew in the aroma, feeling it as a lush fog to cloud her mind.  Yet, when he ran the rose down her bent back, she waited breathlessly for the first prick of its thorns.

The first bite came at her ass, as he drew a long, mean scratch down the flawless expanse of pink/white skin.  Out of fear, she made no audible cry.  Again the rose stem traced a line against her flesh—this one on her second ass cheek.  And then steadying her with one hand, he pressed the thorns into her skin until they bit hard.  

Her quiet cry displeased him.  “On your knees, McPherson!” 

Falling to the hard ground, she felt a pebble grind against the kneecap, but she was too frightened to move off of it.  She struck the submissive pose of a well-trained member, but was jerked up by Vitorio’s hand grabbing her hair.

“Your eyes, I want to see your eyes.  I want to see your face.  I’ll tell you when you bow, and when you’ll look away.  While you’re here you’ll look to me for everything.  How you dress, and when you bathe. What you eat and drink and how you fix your hair.  You’re here for my pleasure and nothing more.  If that pleasures you, then all the better, I suppose, but I really don’t care.”  He looked so cold, once so warm, she wasn’t sure whether to believe his cruel words or not, but indeed they made her quake at the core of herself.  This was a feeling she’d felt before with Thaddeus—that shudder of erotic wonder causing her body to rush with such a surge of passion, she would beg for him if she weren’t prevented from speaking.

Vitorio seemed pleased with the look of her.  On her knees, head slightly bowed, though her eyes stared up into his as she’d been ordered.  Clasping her hands behind her she seemed to have anticipated that command.  He might cuff for assuming even that much, but instead, he stalked her calmly with the rose in hand.  When he paused, he ran the petals of the flower against her face and lips.  She kissed the rose, then felt the thorns graze her skin though not enough to scratch it.  He was a Jekyll and Hyde sort of man, his smoldering eyes changing from fierce and unrelenting to exceedingly kind—no warning at all.

“I shall whip you, McPherson, and you will cry.  My clamps and pinchers will cause you pain.”  He was almost whispering.  “I will bind you and tease you and contain you, and you will shudder with fear.  I will torture you exquisitely, my dear, and you’ll wonder why you ever let this desire for me become known to your favorite master.”  He paused and smiled, then squatting down reached out with his hand, under the chains on her labia, finding her clit again.  “You’re hot, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“And this feels good to you?”

“Yes, it does.”

He continued playing, speaking to her softly as though he were seducing her.  His eyes teased her as surely as the teasing fingers, and she felt an orgasm rise.  It became a struggle to remain poised on her knees with her body swaying.  And as the fire increased and the spasms made her clench tight, it was Vitorio steadying her as the lovely warmth ripped through her, making her weak.

He was on his feet seconds later moving off somewhere behind the arbor, while she waited on her knees, still grappling with the powerful surge of cumming energy.  When he returned minutes later he had several sapling branches in his hand.  

“Strip these for me, down to the buds alone.”

Kate knew their purpose and could hardly hold the thin shoots without trembling.  There were leaves and twigs to pull away, and her hands worked rapidly to do as she was told.  With a pile of green on the ground before her when she finished, the tender branches looked stark and thin.  They’d become lean stalks, with small buds that never had a chance to open.

“On your feet!” he snapped the command.  

Kate rose, gingerly trying to stand in her pink high heels, the ground seeming more rough to her now with her legs still weak from the stunning cum.  

“Raise your arms and grab for the arbor, and don’t bother trying to stare at me.  I’ll remain behind you.”

 Of course he would; he was planning to punish her.  She walked carefully toward the arbor post in front of her and raised her arms above her head, finding a leafy branch to secure her clenched hands.  Her sleek white body looked as if it had sprung from the earth as she pressed into the prickly thicket of vines and flowers.  Like Vitorio’s cut rose, that now lay limp and forgotten in the dirt, there were thorns inside the lush green leaves.  Each time she felt a barb prick her skin another shudder joined the others in their torturing seduction.

The master struck with the power of all three stripped sapling branches at once.  Instant shock waves of sensation sparked across her back and ass.  Shimmying uncontrollably against the lattice of wild vines, the pain increased as more unseen thorns poked into her breasts and thighs and gyrating belly with serious stabs of pain.

“That’s it, McPherson,” she heard the man encourage her heated battle with pain.  “Ride the heat.”

The saplings struck again and again, lacing her from shoulders to knees until she was begging him to stop. “Please, Vitorio, no more.”  The swell of plaintive cries fell unheeded in the steamy air.  And the saplings struck again. “Oh, my nooooooo,” the biting pain moved recklessly everywhere.  Only when he paused did some measure of eroticism begin to sweep her. And then, as if he actually cared that she was pleasured, the eroticism began to win the war against the pain.  Her shrieks were beautiful sultry sounds, occasionally joined by a miserable howl when one branch would cut exceedingly harsh.  

But then, it all began to die away—the cuts, the pain, the prick of the thorns, her wild gyrations and her confused cries. 

She felt his hand next, caressing her rough skin gently.  “You are quite a show, McPherson.  Perhaps someday you’ll thank your friend Gillian for finding your diary, and you’ll even thank yourself for writing it.  How else would you have known this much torture from a master and this much pleasure?

Apparently, it pleased him that she was physically aroused—even though, by his own confession, her pleasure was not his ultimate aim. He would seemed to derive substantial enjoyment from seeing both her agony and the transformation of agony into satisfaction.

“How wet.”  His hand was feeling her between her thighs.  There was another orgasm waiting there, her body moving into his hand almost desperate to have herself pleased.  But once he discovered what he’d caused in her, he walked away.

“I’m through with you for now,” he said. “Put on your dress and sit on veranda until I need you again.”

Pulling away from the arbor, she turned about trying to keep the desperation from her expression, though that was truly hard.  She wanted so to cum, and being left without that final instant of glory, it seemed this was the worst of all her tortures.  

“Ah, and if you have to pee, you can do that in the dirt,” he motioned toward the back of his gardens.

Vitorio sauntered off without another word and she followed his instructions, realizing that this episode in her life would be one she would not quickly forget.

Now, gazing toward the distant hills and the lengthening shadows of afternoon, the heat in her ceased to rip through her longing belly and crotch, though the pain in her back remained where the nubbed branches did their damage to her skin.  Vitorio had brought her iced tea, some fruit and sandwiches sometime ago, and not saying a word she remained as ordered awaiting another command.  Mostly her head was empty of any thought and she tried to forget everything but the experience of sensation.  That, she could celebrate because it was still wild in her and waiting for this master to use.

When she heard footsteps behind her, she turned immediately about to rise, remembering his orders.  Still uncertain how letter-perfect she needed to be in following his commands, she wouldn’t risk angering him with even a hint of disobedience.  But then he stopped her.

“Sit down and close your eyes,” he said.

She sat as ordered, while Vitorio knelt to her side behind the chair.  For a moment his hand reached to her face and he stroked her cheek lightly.

“It will be easiest if you let yourself go while you’re here.  Think of nothing in the rest of your world; not Thad, not your work, not the other masters.  Think of yourself as  nothing more than chattel, an ornament, a body for me to use—three delightful orifices.  Nothing matters but pleasure, my pleasure.”  His hand drew away from her face and returning, she felt something pressed against her lips and she opened them.  A chocolate with the texture of fine cream melted inside her mouth. “Let it linger, that is the way every strike I inflict on you should linger, like a candy melting on your tongue, caressing your taste buds.  Follow my orders, McPherson, follow them … she was almost drifting away at the sound of his soothing voice.  Her head fell back against the chair just as her mind concluded she’d been drugged by the chocolate.

“Open your eyes and look at me.” Moving around to the front of her chair, Vitorio’s focused on her.  She could barely comply with his command, but by force of will, she kept her eyes pried apart.  At the moment nothing would have pleased her more than to close her lids again and fall into the awaiting sleep—closing away Vitorio and his teaming gardens and even this beautiful evening.  She wanted just to drift.  But then, her master helped her to her feet and for a few moments some life returned to her body.  Perhaps it was his eyes keeping her awake.

“Your room is ready.”

How strange it was not to reply to him.  And how curious the silence.  Somewhere inside the fog around her, she could hear the sound of the birds chirping and bees buzzing, and the jarring noise of something rattling in Vitorio’s hand.  She dared not look, but it took only moments for her to notice the collar when she felt the stiff thing going around her neck binding her there with three inches of inflexible leather.  It closed with a hasp in the back and she heard the sound of a metal lock clicking tight.  There were cuffs for her ankles and a pair for her wrists.  The same unforgiving style of leather encircling the end of each extremity produced a sex spasm in her groin, the final effect enlivening what had been pleased and ripped apart and left wanting the last time she saw the master.  Still, they felt so heavy, heavy as her sleepy head.  She was already beginning to dream.

When Vitorio was finished securing the cuffs, he snapped a leash to the collar and led her inside his villa, up the back stairs and down a short corridor to a small bedroom.

“You’ll sleep here,” he said.  “And now it’s time to sleep.”  Attaching the leash to the headboard of her bed, that too was locked in place, so she could only move as far as the chain would allow.  If this had been Thad, there would have been a goodnight kiss, or a hand fondling her brow, or maybe even some gentling sparring retort to indicate his affection for her—no matter how severe he’d been with her—and such severe moments were rare between them—his fondness for her always prevailed.  Her relationship with Vitorio would not include such frivolity. 

Within seconds, Kate was fast asleep.


Chapter Fourteen

Gillian woke at dawn with an agitated pulsing between her thighs.  That leftover unspent sexual energy was cawing at her like a tough old crow.  She tried rolling over, but she couldn’t sleep until her hand was in her crotch, feeling the lush wet folds of anxious skin that needed their relief.  She thought of nothing but the men in the second floor room, pummeling her pushed out behind.  She’d done some pretty raunchy things in her life, but none as frightening and blissful and exciting as this gangbang.  In less than two minutes she was creaming all over her hand, rocking on the fingers stuffed in her cunt. If only there had been a man’s face pressed to her pubis at the moment of explosion, but she would just have to wait.  

The thought of that missing male presence brought the picture of Mike Bellamy to the forefront of her thoughts.  Oddly, the scoundrel seemed to have lodged himself side by side with her thoughts of the club, the two diverse erotic turn-ons playing equally mesmerizing roles in her fantasy.  This was not good, and perhaps even dangerous.  Not that Mike would pose a problem, but the threats from the club were grim.  No, she’d have to give him up for good—tell him some nonsense about keeping pleasure out of business. It was the only way she would be able to survive.

***

“How about lunch?” 

Gillian looked up at her office door seeing the jauntily happy face of Mike Bellamy appear.

“What are you doing here?” she asked.  She’d been utterly professional for three days with her newest client, hoping that he’d get the subtle message that she wanted to keep their relationship strictly business. Perhaps she needed to be more direct.

“I was in the neighborhood,” he said.

“No you weren’t,” she disagreed.  It was hard not to be amiable with the man.  Just keep it light, she thought, but remain at a distance.  Maybe a little lunch wouldn’t hurt.  There was the firm to think of, and this could simply be another business meeting.

“I’m that bad a liar?” he asked playfully.

“Yes, you are.  I am swamped with work; what did you have in mind?”

“Bistro across the street.  They’ll have us in and out in a half hour.”

She sighed. “I still don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“What?  You and me, because of the court stuff?”

“I thought we’d been over this.”

“Had we?”  He wasn’t remembering.  Maybe she really hadn’t made her point.  He’d screwed her twice, and certainly there were no promises.

“Maybe not,” she said.

She grabbed her purse, as her crotch instantly took a dangerous, engaging jolt.  This was wrong and she knew it.  It would be perfectly fitting to receive another message from the club any minute, but so far the floor at her feet and her desk looked clear of low landing cream-colored envelopes.

The bistro was packed and that was good—even though Mike chose a table in the corner as far from the other patrons as they could get.  That worried her.  She ate a bowl of soup, Mike a corned beef on rye while he washed it down with a German beer. 

“You busy tonight?” he asked.

“No,” she started, “I mean yes.”  She must sound stupid.

“Which is it?” he asked.

“I’m busy, very busy, and you have to understand that at least until this case is wrapped up, I’d rather not do this social thing with you.  We need to keep our distance.  If I haven’t stated that clearly already, then well …. now’s the time.”

“I see.”  He seemed unconcerned.  There was his hand on her thigh underneath the table, being not at all coy about moving under her skirt.

“Don’t you listen?” she asked, trying to sound annoyed.

“I think the distance thing is ridiculous,” he said.

“But the woman is saying no.”

“Is she really? You’re not stopping me.”  

“You know I could hate you, but you’re so damned charming.”  Why was he doing this to her?

“You find me charming? How sweet.” His hand was deep in her crotch.  Finding her tuft of pubic hair, he pulled it with a sudden jerk.

“Ouch!” she whispered.

“Oh, did I hurt you?”

“Not really, but this is pretty shocking in a public place.”

“I know.  It turns you on.”

She sighed exasperated, while wondering how she was going to end this lunch graciously. Mike’s playful fingers pressed their way more adamantly toward the center of her vagina and she found herself opening her thighs to accommodate his move.  This was all too familiar. She half expected to smell that mysterious fragrance of her club master M, but that was noticeably absent.  Nonetheless, the sensations rippling through her were astounding.  Could she cum again in a public place, staring into the eyes of this impossible man?

“Please, you have to stop,” she whispered.

“Why would I do that when we’re both enjoying ourselves?”

“How about I just give you a blow job in the men’s restroom?”

“Oh, I like this better.”

“Really?”

She was gone, her body too enlivened to ignore the sensations burning so beautifully.  She couldn’t struggle against them any longer.  Falling under his spell, there was little way she’d wrest herself from this until Mike Bellamy had his way.

“You ever cum in public?” he asked.

“I take the fifth on that, but you can keep going,” she found herself saying. 

He moved closer, scooting his chair beside her, driving several fingers in her snatch.

“Ah, yes,” the almost inaudible cry escaped her lips.  The cum was building fast.  Finally deciding not to fight it anymore, she wiggled against his hand, at last feeling a fluid orgasmic swell rise and fall and then wash away.  Her whole body burst as he drew his fingers from her, and then settled into lovely warmth she couldn’t help but communicate to her client.

“We have to stop this,” she murmured.

“Why?  Are there some commitments I don’t know about?  Who are we hurting?  I promise I’ll keep it light.”

“You’ll promise me, never again, Mike Bellamy.  I can’t seem to say no to you and that’s not good.”

“You’re not used to surrendering to men, are you?”

“No, no, not at all.”  She was suddenly flustered and a little dazed. “I’ll see you at our conference tomorrow,” she stammered, “now I have to go.”  Not letting his protests get to her this time, she quickly excused herself and fled to her office. 

There was a cream-colored envelope on her desk when she returned from lunch.

“Who brought this?” she asked her secretary.

Lina shook her head.  “I have no idea, I just got back myself.”

Fingers flying to find out her latest instructions, she instantly gulped with nervous anticipation.

“Clear your weekend.  A car will come for you at your apartment. Friday at 5:00.  You will not return until Sunday night.”


Chapter Fifteen

Gillian’s apartment was buzzed at 4:55 Friday afternoon. It was a breathless June day, too hot for so early in the summer.  There’d been a thousand concerns in her mind as she flew into her apartment at 4:30.  She’d hoped for a calming glass of wine or time to sit and meditate, or maybe even take a hot bath.  But things with the Bellamy lawsuit kept coming up all afternoon, and by the time she finally got out of the office—on her self-declared vacation—there was no time at all for anything but a quick shower, a change of clothes and a fast blow-dryer to her hair.  Still, she felt sticky afterwards as though she’d not bothered with any of that.  Obviously the air-conditioning in her apartment was on the fritz. She was about to call the landlord about having it fixed when the buzzer rang.  Two seconds later, the phone rang, and she had no idea which to answer first.  Flustered, she buzzed her unknown chaperone quickly, then picked up her cellular, answering with a terse, “Hello”. 

“Gillian?”

“Who is this?”

“Mike.  Mike Bellamy.”

He didn’t sound like himself.

“I’m sorry, Mike, I have to go.”

“Go where?”

“I’m on vacation, and if I don’t scoot right now, I’ll miss my …” she stopped.  Good lord, what was she going to say?  “I’ll miss my ride.”

“Ride?”

“The taxi, he’s buzzing again. Gotta go.”

Damn if he wasn’t insistent. 

Flying down the stairs, she stopped abruptly on reaching the front lobby and walked with a casual ease into the afternoon heat.  She wore a simple summer dress, short, flared skirt, cut-out shoulders, buttons down the front and dangerous high heels—skimpy sandals adding more than three inches to her lithe and graceful figure.

On the street, she noticed the back door of a tan Mercedes opening toward the sidewalk, and she moved inside knowing this was for her.  Like a limousine there was dark glass separating the back seat from the front. 

“There’s a blindfold beside you,” she heard the driver though a speaker.  “Put it on.”

With nervous fingers, Gillian took the soft black leather blindfold from the seat and covered her eyes.  The fit was snug, sealing out any hint of light.  Moments later, the car drove off, making several turns through city streets finally coming to an abrupt halt. The door to her left opened and closed, and Gillian realized someone had entered the car.  The physical aroma of the secretive M immediately made her quake like jelly, nerve endings sizzled.  Driving off, she waited anxiously for him to speak.

After riding some distance in silence, he finally whispered, “lift your skirt.” She immediately complied, feeling the cool and the heat of the leather beneath her caress her naked private parts.  “Now to the edge of the seat, your arms behind you.” 

Scooting forward to obey his command, she felt a wild surge of energy as if birds were taking flight in her tummy.  Unable to get her bearing by sight or touch, she was momentarily dizzy. But Gillian’s uneasiness fled quickly as she felt a collar snapped around her neck, and noting a bar extending from that collar, found her wrists were being drawn into tight cuffs affixed to that bar at the middle of the back.  Pushed back in the seat, she discovered her confinement both aroused and grounded her.  Though she was scared, her odd imprisonment felt curiously safe. She was putting her life in the hands of this master not bothering to worry what horror that might actually mean.  When M’s hand reached to the buttons of her dress and began to undo them one by one, the shiver inside was definitely more sexual than fear.  She met his warm hands breathing deeply, hoping she’d feel him caress her.  Yet, all they managed to do was tickle her from her tits to her crotch as they worked their way down her dress.

He said nothing.

Moments later he brought a metal flask to her lips. 

“Drink.”

Gillian took a long draught of scotch, the liquid burning down her throat, though its fragrance and the feel of it was soothing.  

No further preparations, M sat back in his seat beside her.

The car traveled some distance.  It might have been several hours, though Gillian was in her own half-inebriated world inside herself, unaware how much of her life passed by in the car.  When it suddenly came to a defining halt, after numerous stops and starts, she was relieved to hear the door beside her open and M exit the car.  He didn’t direct her to follow, so she waited again.  Her hands were almost numb from her body weight pressing on her, and realizing that they were at last at their destination, her mind was suddenly alive and focused.

After a few minutes alone, she was pulled from the car and led inside a building. She struggled to place the aroma that greeted her—something distinct with the smell of pine.  Her imagination couldn’t even begin to create that place inside her fantasies—a factory, a home, a mountain cabin, a sleazy bar with pine scented freshener—dozens of images crossed her mind, but none stuck.  She would simply have to wait.

Walking through what seemed like several corridors, led by M’s officious hand, they stopped in a room that held the scent of flowers—incense perhaps, definitely spicy and pleasing.  She might have enjoyed the simple sensation more, but when she realized that her attentive master was suddenly gone from her side, she felt lost, and practically teetered off her high heels.

“Stand up straight, Brahms,” a voice rang out.  The tone of command made her immediately obey. She thought she recognized the voice, though it didn’t seem to belong to her mysterious M, and she couldn’t identify whose it might be.  “You’re not going to faint and you are going to keep your position as long as I demand it.  Is that clear?”

“Yes.”

“You’ll address the masters as ‘sir’ while you’re here.  Let’s try it again.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Thank you.”  He was abrupt, quite curt, hardly the steamy sounding man she remembered on a few other occasions. 

“You’re in the hideaway, Brahms—an isolated retreat for the masters and their members, designed specifically for particular trainings as they occasionally become necessary.  You are here to be trained—a circumstance that was not required of your friend Kate McPherson, but which, because of several considerations with your membership in the club, has been deemed expedient.  As long as you do as you’re told, you will pass through this part of your initiation with no problem. But be advised that to attempt any kind of rebellion will result in your immediate expulsion and personal consequences that you would find very unfortunate.  Is this blackmail?  Perhaps so.  But it has been your expressed desire to be a part of this society, and so we can make this demand.  Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir, it is.”

“Good.”

The man did not speak again.  There was some slight commotion going on before her, though she couldn’t tell what was happening.  Brusquely pushed forward, she almost stumbled, but a hand behind her reached out to grab her bound hands.  Moving step by step until she was stopped, she waited as her wrists were set free from the cuffs.  With her arms feeling a gentle flow of energy return, she was revived. But that was only short-lived.  Her dress was taken away, and each arm then drawn above her head, each wrist locked in a cuff above her.  While the bar at her back was removed, the collar remained.  Her legs were then pulled to either side of her, bound to upright bars.  She imagined herself framed inside a wooden window, helplessly naked like an ancient sacrifice.  Gillian had no clue how she should feel her imprisonment, but when she felt the hands of a master caressing the warm skin of her ass, her sexual arousal leapt forward.  

“Oh, my yes,” she uttered softly.

“This feels good to you, Brahms?”  There were lips at her ears, whispering so softly she found them as seductive as the man’s gently fondling hands.  Was it M?  She couldn’t be sure. The sound of music suddenly engulfed the room, taking away her ability to discern movements and distinguish voices.  There was just erotic aromas in the air and the feel of hands and unseen implements against her skin—and music so loud she couldn’t think—an operatic chorus of voices assaulting the air. Those lips at her ear continued to cajole her. Then, there were lips at her crotch and others on her nipples. Someone was behind her, stroking and slapping her ass cheeks. Oblivion was divine. 

“Yes, yes, yes, sir,” she managed to be respectful even under these extreme circumstances. 

“More, Brahms?

“Yes, more, sir.” 

There was a clear hot strike of a paddle on her ass and then hands that spread the sweet sensations outward from her stinging skin.

“More?’

“Yes, more, sir.”

“Fine bitch, you are.”

“Yes, sir.”

This master’s hand caressed her lips, her tongue reaching out for them, as though he were holding candy to her lips and she had only to beg to have it sweeten her taste buds.

Another whack of the paddle and she felt the delirium amplify as the sucking pair of mouths on her front side took her body heat and forced it higher. 

“Ah, gawwwwwwwd!” she screamed the next instant as her body pleasure ripped free on the grace of that smacking, stinging leather.  Smack after smack grew in intensity, then slowly diminished.  “Ah, more,” she bucked against her lovers’ hands and mouths.

“You want more, bitch?” the voice at her ear posed the question with a snarly tease.

“Yes. Yes, sir.”  For a moment she gyrated on empty air.

“Then beg,” the voice prompted her.

“Please, please, sir, my master, please more.”

“You want their tongues on your cunt?”

“Yes, sir,” she drifted into the sound of his voice.

“And on your nipples?”

“Oh, yes, sir.”

“And how about here?” His hand grazed her ass cheeks, still vibrating warmly from the lovely feel of being spanked.

“Yes, yes, please.”

“Please, what?”

“Please, sir, I’m begging you.”

The man at her ear abruptly backed away.  She could feel his body energy retreat from her, replaced by emptiness, and in the minutes that followed, the cold around her turned icy.  All her lovers disappeared leaving her utterly alone.  The picture of a dozen eyes, staring at her body as it struggled to reach that abandoned peak of physical happiness made her shy off, embarrassed to be so overtly needy.  

“You beg well,” she heard a voice more clearly, the volume of music was beginning to fade though the beat behind it remained to shock her crotch each time it sounded.  “And you take orders well, when you are aroused.”

Should she speak? The compliment seemed twisted.

“Perhaps you think you earned your orgasm?” she was asked.

“No, sir,” she instantly replied, deciding that a master would not see her pleasure in that way.

“Good, Brahms, because it might be some time before you’re allowed to have one.”

The harsh words hit her like a hammer suddenly pounding her gut.  And something familiar … the sound, the sound of the voice, the inflection like she’d heard this familiar voice somewhere unconnected with this secret hideaway.

A hand came to her crotch again and toyed with her lightly.  She jerked.  His face was close the smell almost enough to make her cum on her own.  The man backed away.

“Remove the blindfold,” he ordered someone in the room.  A second later she felt unseen hands rip the black leather from her eyes and she stared into a room blinded now by her inability to focus.  Slowly coming into view, her surroundings surprised her.  She was in a rustic mountain cabin, furnished as a masculine hunting lodge, but elegantly so.  The light was warm, the carpet plush, the mood as dark as the walls.  The evidence of violence hung before her with deer and bear heads mounted on either side of a massive stone fireplace, that now, even in the middle of summer was blazing with erratic flames ripping it end to end.  The intense heat made her sweat more profoundly with tiny rivers of liquid now trickling down her face. Just as she imagined, she was bound inside a frame—this far more crude looking than the leather and thick brocades that upholstered the room’s other furnishings. The two wood struts on either side of her were not polished like the gleaming wood tables before her, reflecting the fiery flames in the polished surfaces. These posts were bare, stripped wood, cracked, aged, the structure with a certain charm of its own.  

As her eyes swept the room taking in the sight before her, she saw her masters about her with their gazes, judgmental and cold, circling her with their circumspect air of detachment.  

“Let’s be sure we punish this one soundly,” a stately gray-haired gentleman retorted.  

Punished? Punished why? she wondered silently.

Gillian looked toward the voice, seeing her new friend Judge Ronald Dent had just made that decree.  The shock of his unexpected presence created an ominous sensation slowly crawling up her arms—barely perceptible as a spider’s dainty walk.  “She wants admittance to my club, she’d better understand obedience and the letter of the law.” There was not one trace of the kindness he’d showed her at the cocktail party.

One by one she watched the masters leave the room, all but one, which she couldn’t see because he was at her side. The tall post beside her blocked her view. She knew this one remained because she could feel his energy and even catch a trace of his fragrance.  With the door at the far end of the room shutting with a defining click, she jumped inside her bonds frightened, waiting.

“You’d think some things are obvious, obviously stated, obviously understood …” he paused.  The voice made her shudder like a March wind.  “And still, there are those who don’t get the message.”

The more he spoke, the more her heart raced.  Something was desperately wrong and her bones rattled with the foreknowledge of the fact.  Gillian strained to see his face, but he remained out of sight, waltzing around her backside, pacing, not nervously, but purposely and with intent.  Each second ticking by was an eternity to live just a hairsbreadth from complete disclosure. By the time the man wandered around the rack that constrained her, her eyes were closed, as though she could close out the truth that was barreling down on her like a runaway locomotive.

When her eyes fluttered open realizing that the master now stood before her, they began to tear.

He shook his head almost sadly, Mike Bellamy taking a bitter look at her from eyes, to lips, to hips, to toes, then returning to her eyes.  Only in the background of his detached expression could she see the charming scoundrel that urged her to breach the vows she made to the club.  Confusion, anger, embarrassment and fear held a side by side by side conference in the war-room of her mind. 


Chapter Sixteen

Kate’s days with Vitorio were reveries, one following the next in a succession of days she could hardly tell apart.  Everything was slightly foggy—Vitorio’s stock of fine wine poured freely.  She bathed in it, had it rubbed into flogged skin, found it burning gently inside her ass when he pumped a glass into her back door and let the alcohol flood her system making her giggling and unstrained.  

There were nights she slept at the foot of Vitorio’s bed—more nights than she slept in the tiny bedroom. But regardless of where she lay her head for the night, she was always collared and leashed.  She was his pet.  When he called for her, she came padding to him, sometimes on hands and knees.  And when she wasn’t quick enough to suit him—which was often, she was punished for being tardy.  

At his command, she’d bow front and center at his feet, and pray that he’d be kind to her.  He never was.  Though her punishments were never long in duration, they were frequent; swift and firmly laid on, with paddles, canes, birches and lashes whipped heartily against her rear to make his point.  Every day her feverish and clouded mind struggled to know how better to please him, and still she came up painfully short—painful for the flesh of her ass.  She swore to herself that his demands and punishments were arbitrary, but each time he named her errs, they made sense, like she should have remembered this tiny rule or injunction without having to be told.  She never fought him, perhaps a function of the wine that kept her in a gentle euphoria.  Bowing front and center, taking the lashings she’d earned became second nature, to the point that her body missed the flagellation when it had been many hours since her last.

One day, Vitorio was away on business and she remained tethered in her room.  She drifted half unconscious most of the time, poured through a few books she was allowed to read—mostly trashy erotica.  These only made her more horny.  There were a few dated news magazines written in a language she found difficult to decipher so she didn’t even bother with them.  When her master finally returned from his long absence, he was agitated and furious.  Not with her, but that didn’t matter.  She was ordered to his sitting room, made to bow before him and wait for his ruling in a brooding silence.  

When Kate expected him to lay some horrifying punishment on her, Vitorio amazed her, reaching down to stroke her hair with an affection she never felt from him.  She rose up at his touch, with his hand combing through her hair.  Moments later, he drew her to her knees between his thighs, running hungry fingers about her face and down her neck.  He tore away her summer dress as he pulled Kate into his lap and began to devour her breasts with tiny kisses.  As though he were consuming her, the passion of his unrestrained exploration became more wild with each caress.  She responded as eagerly, pouring out affection on the unaffectionate man like a zealous lover deprived for months of touch and taste and smell.  Their senses bloomed impregnated by their unspoken desires suddenly screaming for something savage and uncontrolled that only lovemaking could release.

She orgasmed in his lap from both tenderness and furious fondling, and Vitorio followed when, without being ordered, she dropped between his legs and brought his erection to her lips, her head bobbing up and down, her mouth sucking; ravenous with need, finding the smooth pulsing stalk was raising her desire again.

He took her into his bed with him, the two sprawled together in heated combat, moving end to end over his silk sheets.  They discovered pleasure in places that tentative fingers could never find.

Kate hummed with giggles and “ahs” as he showered the back of her arms and the sensitive hallows underneath with dozens of kisses.  She shrieked to have his nail crawl slowly down her back until he tickled the place at the base of her spine that seemed to connect every nerve in her body.

Vitorio found his pet turning his insides out as her tongue performed feats of arousal no woman had ever performed for him before.  At the back of his ear and the crook of his neck, his underarms and down his sides until she moved on his balls, floating them within her warm mouth.  Straddling his hips when his erection flared again, they rode it together to a spirited end, left spent, like two children in a fight suddenly too exhausted to continue.  She settled into his arms to sleep, feeling a heart beating in his chest that was no longer cold.  


Chapter Seventeen

Mike Bellamy left Gillian to the chaos boiling inside her, and to the gentle hands of a woman that loosened her bonds. It was odd to feel a woman’s presence, when she expected one of the masters to be attending her.  This silent redhead had a winsome face, looking as though she’d like to speak but didn’t dare.

“What happens to me now?” Gillian asked.

“Shush,” she answered her.  

Led by her tether to a small room off the cabin’s great room, she was motioned to a wooden bench where she could sit.  The redhead was about to close the door after her, leaving her in darkness, but then she turned back.  

“The masters only bring us to the hideaway when we deserve a reprimand,” she whispered. She gave her a half-smile and the room went dark a second later as she closed the door.

Gillian woke with her body cramped, her muscles aching, the skin of her backside stiff and sore from being lashed.  It was not a painful rush of energy, but one mellow and even comforting, something that might have aroused her, but there was a glare in her eyes.  The door was opening and the light shining in blinded her vision.  She was led from the room by the same gentle woman that had pulled her off the rack.  Moving outside into the brisk night air—her naked body felt like ice before they reached their destination—some sort of tack house or woodshed.  It was difficult to see in the dark.  She measured the altitude by the stars, thinking she was somewhere in the mountains with the sky so clear on a summer night, and a brilliant array of stars twinkling above.  Inside the rough shack, there was a single gleaming light from an oil lamp and several masters in jeans or leather pants and rough shirts, looking quite unlike the same men that wore their corporate suits so well by day.  Mike Bellamy was there, appearing to brood by himself in the corner.  Thaddeus Chamberlain was there as well, and he addressed her first.

“Drop to your knees, Brahms,” he said.

Gillian immediately obeyed, though following the order, her knees felt as though she’d fallen on rocks, the dirt floor was so immovably hard.  “Kiss the ground, your hands clasped behind you.”  She signed relieved for just that moment not to have to face their condemning eyes.

“You are now front and center, a pose that you’ll come to know well, considering the way you’ve managed to so flagrantly violate the rules and trust of this society.”  The tone of his voice was chilling.  Was this really the man Kate McPherson loved?  “Normally such rituals are unnecessary to train our members, but you, Brahms, have mapped out new territory in your association with us—finding it no problem to screw a ‘non-member’ while engaging in your initiation.  That would make us think that any edicts we pronounce, and laws we establish are totally inconsequential to you.  You’ve failed your initiation miserably and should be expelled.”  If she could have seen Thad’s face, she would have seen a twisted smile.  “But then, your failure is what we all expected.  No one believed you’d make a good member, no one had faith in you—least of all the master that pleaded your cause with the rest of us.”

The master that pleaded her cause?  Did he mean the deceitful bastard, Mike Bellamy? Gillian bit hard into her lip, as she felt the anger in her breeding with an unwanted feeling of shame. It was so like her to disregard the rules of any game, skirt around any law if she so chose.  She did it in her law practice, and the rest of her life.  But she’d been caught this time, by someone more sly than she.  Anger. Humiliation—yes. And a trace of admiration.  It was as nasty combination working her mind.

“We can see your anger, Brahms, “you must feel betrayed.  Yet, I choose to think of your dalliance with our friend Bellamy rather inspired on his part, don’t you?  It served a useful purpose. Got to the heart of the matter with you right off the bat—the cruel fact that you have been, since the moment you walked into my office and announced your intentions, completely unsuitable club material.”  While he paused his lecture, she heard his boots creaking in the remaining silence, and the sound of the others shifting their weight.  She waited anxiously, her head pounding, her stomach grabbing hard, her exposed pussy clenching as though she was aroused.  Could she be? she wondered.  Did this embarrassing  rebuke really turn her on?

“Fortunately for you, however, there are methods to redeem you available to us, if we think they might have some effect.  First, your offenses will require punishment, and then, you’ll be schooled in the laws of this club, having them drilled into your brain and body, so you won’t even think, or act, or speak the way you do now.  If there is a submissive streak in these rebellious, rule breaking bones, it will surface.  You’ll either hate us, or love us.  But I assure you, and Mr. Bellamy assures you, the truth about Gillian Brahms will rise from your wounds.  

“I would ask you now, if you agree to this, but then you’ve already agreed to give yourself to us on many occasions.  Just in the spirit of good faith, I’ll accept that your desire for membership remains as previously stated and we’ll simply proceed with your punishment.

“And, Brahms, as you’ve undoubtedly heard before, obey the instructions we give you to the letter.  If you’re ever in doubt, err in the direction of the extreme.  I’m sure no one will fault you for going overboard in your enthusiasm for obedience.”

Gillian stirred in the uncomfortable pose.  Her eyes could only glance around at the feet of these men.  Their boots made her tremble.  The strap she could see dangling from Thad’s hand made her quake, and the paddle that she glanced at hanging on the far wall seemed able to make her pussy juice just seeing the austere look of it.

“We punish the unfaithful in our club the old-fashioned way, as I’m sure you’ve already guessed.  A good strapping, a heavy wood paddle, maybe even a cane—all that is up to the masters in this room to choose for themselves.  It’s too bad there aren’t more here, but I imagine the five of us will make your sorry ass smart.  If this becomes a sexual rush for you, because you like the pain, all the better, I suppose.  But understand, it’s not meant for sex in any way, and no master will be with you afterwards to take off the steamy edge that might arise.  This is a reprimand, the severest we mete out.  Take it that way.  Take it to heart.  Understand the spirit of it, and perhaps you will cement your relationship with our club.  I truly don’t think you’d like the outcome if you’re determined to be incorrigible, Brahms. I assume you’ve understood from the outset that our tentacles reach far and wide in the venue in which you play, and we wouldn’t hesitate to stretch our influence should you have a sudden change of heart.  We’ve done it before.  A rare thing, yes, but we do have the power to shake the foundations of your world with a vigorous hand.” 

Thad paused again, while Gillian trembled at the darkness of these men’s hearts. Would Thad realize that his stunning threats were music to a soul at one time lost?  She should rebel against their power over her—for the way Mike betrayed her—for the cunning way she’d been drawn to them.  But now, she only wanted to give in to a feeling she longed for, but never truly experienced until this moment.  Her anger was moving swiftly on its way, pure desire remaining in its place, tinged with fear.

“Get up,” Thad ordered her sharply.

Rising, Gillian felt the frozen blood in her veins begin to move again, the warmth welcoming, though she had little time to enjoy it. Two masters came to her from behind and grabbed her arms, forcing her toward the sawhorse where Thad had been sitting.  He was now behind her, his strap swishing through the air, deliberately to arouse her fear.  Drawn over the crude bar, the two men pulled her feet wide and secured them with rope so she couldn’t move.  One directed her to grasp a low bar on the other side of the sawhorse—to keep her balance.  

Thaddeus Chamberlain wasted no time delivering his biting message with an old-fashioned strapping of her behind.  He laid in to her hard with the leather nipping the surface of her skin at times, and other times striking full on, all three inches wide smacking her reddening behind.  

“Oh, please, gaaaawd, nooooo,” she gasped, frightfully pained. 

He struck again, letting her round rear feel the full measure of his righteous indignation.  The air was crisp and agonized from her vile cries.  When he backed off she drew into herself silently and clenched all the more.  “Please, no more!” she managed one useless plea.  Looking once from the corner of her eye, she caught Mike’s impassive gaze.  The strength of his authoritative verve had never been so apparent.  It stunned her, remembering well that the man had been such a delightful and spirited scamp.  Now, he looked on her as judgmentally as Thaddeus. She closed her eyes, to close him out, unsure how she could deal with the conflicting emotions that his presence raised in her.

With Thad finished, she watched long enough to see him hand the strap to another master and leave the shack with Mike at his side.  A curious fear jumped in with all the others moving through her restless body—had Bellamy’s affections for her been just an act, and now he was throwing her to these wolves with no plan to enjoy her as his own? 

Her ass was suddenly struck again, this time with the wooden paddle now missing from the shack’s far wall. The master was brief with his punishment of her, though his was a harrowing sixty seconds of mind numbing pain she would hope never to repeat in her life.

“You disobey, Brahms, your ass is going to be aching for the rest of your life.  You got that?” The unseen man struck her burning cheeks with tremendous force.  “You got that!”

“Yes!” she replied.

He shot off a blistering attack.  “What did you say!”

“Yes, sir!” she corrected her err.  “Yes, sir.”

“Better, much better.”  He smacked the paddle on her another five times and strode to the wall where he hung the blasted thing on its nail.

Another master approached her as the last one left, this man the kind, grey-haired Judge Dent. Lingering for a while before proceeding, he let the ferocity of the last spanking fade a bit from both her ass and mind. While he waited, he rolled his shirt sleeves to the elbow. Gillian viewing the awesome moment, found a shooting spasm of arousal make her belly clench. Formal and frighteningly cold, the Judge reminded her of a reprimanding father or a reform school head-master. Reaching back to one of the remaining masters he was handed a flexible stick. The thin tool, perhaps a half inch in width, seemed perfectly suitable to this severe discipline. Hearing it cut through the air so she could hear the swish, Gillian winced. Then when the master took his position behind her, she closed her eyes and clenched up tight in anticipation of the first strike.

“It is a sorrowful day when we’re forced to punish a woman as lovely as you,” he spoke.  “I hope this will clarify the life you’ve chosen. I would hate to see you need this cure on a daily basis, but I would welcome it if it would correct your blatant disregard for rules. How amazing to see such a willful disregard for authority in such a fine attorney as you. Though perhaps that will change after tonight.”

Finished speaking, Judge Dent drew his arm back, planning a very severe strike to her already red ass cheeks.  And as the first cut landed, Gillian’s cry could be heard far outside the woodshed.

The painful wail from the censured young attorney reached the two masters as they strode together up the hill on their way back to the hideaway.

“So, you think I scared the shit out of her?” Thad asked his friend.  There was still the grim and righteous look of a reproving master on his face.  He took his task seriously. 

“You did well,” Mike answered him.

“She’s going to be hard for you to love and punish at the same time,” he advised him.

“Perhaps.  But at least, I don’t take the coward’s way out,” Mike said, Thad laughing in response.  “I can’t understand why you want to give your dirty work up to Vitorio.”

“It’s what she chose,” Thad answered.

“But wouldn’t you like to see her suffer yourself?”

“I see plenty.  She’s not a Gillian.  She’s a Kate, and this Kate is a soft white lamb with a black streak that needs a little playtime now and again. Right now, she needs a ruthless ass of a man, not the man that loves her, taking her that deeply.  Vitorio does it with such finesse … it makes her happy, and she’ll come home more content, and well …”

“Truth is you just hate to punish her.”

“Of course, I do—never said I didn’t have my own soft streak amidst my black heart.  But I did love lambasting your wolf in sheep’s clothing.  Little bitch,” he murmured under his breath.  “Tell me, are you going to enjoy punishing Gillian?”

“If it gives a woman what she needs, then I have no problem.  I’m certainly not going to give her up to Vitorio.”

“Then punish her hard.  Make her sweat a bit before you use that charm on her again.”

“I don’t doubt I’ll have to,” Mike replied.  “Right now, I have a feeling that she’s pissed as hell at me.”  The two men parted when they reached the cabin—Thad had to catch a late plane to Milan. And Mike retrieved his favorite punishment paddle, then returned to the woodshed to finish off Gillian’s trial by fire.

***

There was a breathless quiet in the shack when Mike Bellamy entered.  No smacks, no wails, no sizzling implement, no desperate wails—just a submissively reposed woman waiting for her ordeal to end.  Mike almost winced seeing the state of Gillian’s ass.  The deep scarlet hue was etched with streaks where the paddles, straps and the nasty rod had roughed her skin.  

Vince Calleoni was just finishing, the last of four before a dreadful finale.  Mike was sure she didn’t need more, but then that wasn’t the point.  A errant member always took the whole of the masters available when the punishment was agreed on by the membership.  Gillian was in luck that only five could be there—in the past he’d seen twenty masters paddle, strap and cane a needy submissive.  Yet, what these men lacked in numbers, they made up for in efficiency.  The treatment would be enough to wipe the slate clean between him and Gillian, so they could start again—or as was more appropriate—start over.

Vince left the shack nodding his head grimly at Mike.  He still wasn’t convinced that Bellamy was right about this new member.  The look on his face spoke volumes about his disapproval, but then, he didn’t understand how Mike had so brilliantly orchestrated Gillian’s failed first initiation.  Mike knew that this initiate needed to flounder miserably.  She needed to see for herself why no master thought she was right for the life she claimed she wanted. 

“You have a hot burn on your ass, Brahms,” he said.  Her eyes immediately shot open hearing his voice rise out of the smoldering darkness, interrupting her momentary repose.

Gillian watched the man take a position nearby, leaning against an old table, looking as though he could instantly break out into one of his signature jaunty smiles—or as was likely the case—turn vile and hard like the chill look of his deep amber eyes.  

“You look good,” he said.  Obviously he admired her pose, now a strained and painful one.

“I would have thought you might have had a clue,” he began.  “I signed every note to you with my first initial.  I didn’t wear the ring or douse myself with my cologne when I was going to spend time with you, but there was the sound of my voice.  I thought eventually you’d find that distinctive enough.  I guess I practiced well, I certainly tried.  Maybe I’m even better than I thought.”  

His mockery annoyed her, and the anger she thought had fled, now started to churn again in her sour stomach.  To her further dismay, the realized the desire along side that anger.  She hated the vile combination because it meant that he would win. He’d always win with her, being just the kind of man that she needed.  Worse still, Mike Bellamy knew this as well as she did. 

“You’re pissed, aren’t you?” he asked, just rhetorically. “And you’d probably like to spit in my face.”

He was so right.

“But I bet you’re turned on?”

Right about that too, she told herself.

“So, Gillian, your thighs must be burning by now, tell me?” he asked.

“Yes,” she answered.

“Yes, what!” he snapped, his voice bit.  “Are you ever going to learn?”

“Yes, sir.”

He stared at her eyes, venom seeming to pour from his.  He was displeased with her still.  “Maybe not in the conference room,” he began to speak, “or in your office, or in court—yes, you might even in court address me with that term of respect, but you will, when we’re alone, never fail to recognize that I am the master and you a mere wanting member.  If I have to spank that truth into you, imprint it on your sorry little bottom daily for a year, I will.  You’ll get so sick of being spanked, you will eventually learn.  You don’t have a master that will take less than complete obedience.  You adhere to the rules or you’ll get another smarting bottom.  

“The only reason that you have a second chance with us is because my friends respect the fact that it was Mike Bellamy that wanted the challenge of the brash attorney, Gillian Brahms, and they allowed me the latitude to bring you in.  You’re here because of me, and not what you’ll ever do.  Get that straight from the start.  You may be pissed at me for seducing you, but you know the truth.  You were so easy, I thought I was dealing with a free woman, not one that had rashly given her life over to my sex club.

“I set you up, I encouraged you, cajoled you, wooed you, and enjoyed your pretty cunt.  I played you like a finely preserved Stradivarius, and you fell into my hands.”

He paused, moving toward her, squatting down, his hand reaching to touch her upside down face.  

“The fact is, you didn’t have a prayer.  I knew I had you won.  Between my cunning and your flagrant need, there was no way I’d lose the bet I made with my friends.  I told you before that I would win, and so I have. Oh, some still aren’t convinced. But Thad is.  He’s the only one that really matters, since he had such faith in me.”

Mike’s touch bordered on affectionate, but it was short-lived.

“Your life isn’t going to be easy for the next few months.  In fact, I’d say you’re going to fail with me more than you’ll succeed, but you will have lots of sex and a raging cunt and a master that you’ll obey.  He’ll make sure you feel everything as sweetly as you’re feeling in your poor liquefied cunt right now.”  He paused, and his lips turned into a gentle sneer.  “I know what you’re thinking.  You wish I’d touch it.”

He was right.  She felt a spasm but there was no pleasurable end, just raw agitation.

“You’re likely to get sick of me before our mutual business and pleasure are over, but trust me, Brahms, this will be six months you’ll never forget.”

Every word and phrase echoed in her ear—both the melody and the discordant, grating noise.  

He rose from his squat, and then like his gray-haired friend before him, he rolled up the sleeves of his shirt to above the elbows, all within sight of her mesmerized eyes.  She had almost become immune to the pain of this punishment.  But now she winced with fear, believing that this master would bring the chastisement to a new level she couldn’t bear. The thrill of arousal was astounding. And all this, Mike Bellamy knew just by watching the subtle shifts in her expression.  Being so utterly embarrassed by his knowledge of her, she closed her eyes.

“You can close out the sight of me, Brahms, but not the spanking you’ll receive.  And you’re not going to be able to deny what happens afterwards.”

Turning, Mike picked up the paddle he retrieved from the cabin and slapped it against his hand with a resounding smack. Gillian heard it, actually wondering if the smack had been against her ass.  But there was no stinging pain.

Taking his position behind her, they both enjoyed the still of the air, the breathless excitement of raw anticipation and then, that first exhilarating whack of the wood against her skin.

“Aaaaah!” she moaned.

Mike danced the paddle off her naked ass, bringing back the raw rich glow of agony to a bottom that had, for a brief time, paled in the waiting.  He now covered spots where the other punishments had marred the surface, and made his own mark on the two sore cheeks, while listening to her terrible cries of woe.

Gillian was in agony start to finish—but even so, there seemed to be some curious erotic bliss to this finale.  Despite the pain of it, she had a master delivering the blows who was supremely interested in her, in her.  If he didn’t care in some small corner of his masterful, wily, crafty, despicable soul, then why would he put so much effort and enthusiasm into his task?  He may have the truth about her in his back pocket, but she had a few about him to nurture in the dreadful moment. The punishment proceeded without much further fanfare. It was strictly a paddle to ass spanking of unrelenting quality. It was a burning, tear-provoking, wailing, struggling, wriggling battle to bear what was truly unbearable.  

And when he finally stopped, her tears began to flow. 

It was quiet again.  He still held the paddle when he squatted again beside her, lifting a lock of hair that had fallen in front of her eyes.  The gesture was kind enough, but not his words.

“Don’t disappoint me, Brahms,” he said.  “Don’t ever disappoint me.  I win.  I always win.  You may be a mean bitch in court—and I hope you are for the sake of Bellamy Ltd.—but you shall be a submissive lamb to me.  You’ll obey me like an old-world wife obeys her husband.  You’ll squelch your turmoil and serve my needs.  This is my club, and we play by my rules.”  

Moving to each ankle, he released the ropes, then backed off. “Leanne will be here to show you where you’ll sleep.”  

As Gillian struggled to rise, struggled to work the kinks out of her aching body, and soothe her ass with the palm of her hand, Mike Bellamy slipped into the night.  

If nothing else, this startling episode refreshed her memory of Kate McPherson’s diary, and the feelings of fear and terror that her friend had felt.  It also reminded her of the excellent fire between her thighs on reading her friend’s outrageous exploits, and the fire she was feeling now as the sensation of punishment made its way from her bottom to every raw nerve ending in her exhausted body.  She would sleep well.


Chapter Eighteen

After the unexpected night on Vitorio’s lap and in Vitorio’s bed, Kate found her master was even more exacting with his rules the following day. Perhaps he thought the unusual lovemaking needed to be balanced with a dose of reality.  Vitorio prided himself on being the ruthless disciplinarian.  

And yet, something changed because of that night.  She never found him quite as ruthless, his rules seemed less arbitrary, his demands less obscure. Finally having his expectations plainly understood, she was punished less.  For their next week, they settled into a civil and even respectful coexistence at his estate.  She was still his pet, he still her master, but their moments together were less filled with the vital tension of their first weeks.  They spent the night more frequently in his bed, making love silently before they slept.  They rarely talked, but that didn’t seem to matter—perhaps they reached that perfect state of dominant/submissive bliss where they simply understood each other without speaking. All this peace made Kate begin to dream again, to look beyond her time with Vitorio, to when she’d rejoin the life she left.  Perhaps these were dangerous musings, since she had no clue if she’d remain with the master for one day, or a thousand days.  That was not for her to decide.  

***

“Lovely, lovely,” Vitorio exuded such delight giving her his highest praise as he observed how she was dressed in the gleaming red leather he’d had made for her.

“You’re going to outshine the divas on stage, my pet,” he said.  “Come here.”

Kate teetered toward his side. Vitorio was in his chair on the patio, reading.  Kate was struggling with the red high heels he’d purchased for her to wear with the dress. She had to admit it was a profound look.  One that made her feel particularly submissive, owned and nothing but this man’s sexual plaything—not a feeling she’d had in some days.  She welcomed it, but was also a little afraid of this change in his attitude, when for nearly a week they almost lived like equals.

At Vitorio’s side, he felt him adjusting the dress.  It was hardly more than a glorified leather corset with zippers both back and front.  The one in front closed toward the top, but was left open enough to display her breast flesh pushed high into the confining leather so the two mounds looked as though they were pillows floating on top of water.  The dress fit snugly at the waist, and hugged her hips tight, reaching down as far as mid thigh.  The bottom hem was slightly gathered in the center so that when she walked someone looking could almost glimpse her pussy.  In back, the zipper was drawn bottom to top and left open a good six inches at the skirt, making the leather sides part far without the stress of being pushed together.  There, she was in danger of having her ass cheeks come into view. But then that was the point—to be exceedingly slutty, giving anyone that bothered to look just enough to keep them looking for more. Going to the opera would be as much her show as the singers on stage—at least for Vitorio’s hand-picked audience that would join them in his box.  

To complete the outfit, Kate wore a matching red leather collar at her neck—a thinly disguised allusion to her sexually submissive status. But because it matched the dress so well, only those of like mind would guess the implications.  She’d wear a leash as well, but until they reached his box on the second tier, that would remain tucked inside her coat out of sight—so Vitorio explained to her.  He was in many ways a very discreet man.  Though when he wasn’t, he went the opposite and was a flaming exhibitionist with a slut on his arm.  It was difficult to say just which he’d be on this night. 

“I have something very special for you tonight, this being a very important one for us both.”  He had a pink paper sack in his lap, and from it drew an object that on first glance was unrecognizable.  It seemed only a mass of leather with no form at all.  Yet, when she saw a distinctive piece appear in his hand, her mind suddenly understood the purpose of the leather straps.  “Turn around.”

Kate followed the order, having Vitorio unzip the skirt to her waist so he could have an easy access to her body.  Then, with his assistance, a lower-body harness with places for her legs appeared, and she stepped into the leg straps.  Pulling it up over her hips, the contraption conformed smoothly to her figure.  It attached at the waist, a rolled piece fitting through her ass crack, connecting to two straps that would thread through her cunt.  These pieces were adjustable and most notably, the thong at the back had a thick anal plug that would slip inside her ass.  

“Part your legs so I can put this inside.” He spoke with such delight, though Kate cringed seeing the great happiness in his face.  After applying a little cream to the fat thing and her opening, he pressed it to her nether door and she felt her body widening to accept it with more grace than her mind did.  Once it was secured snuggly in her back channel, he turned her around and drew the thinner connecting pieces between her legs.  Undoing her labia chain, he discarded it in his pocket, and threaded the two straps through the piercing rings.  Drawing the entire apparatus up tight, he fixed the ends to the waistband and locked them in place.  Only a tiny key would release her from this appalling confinement.  The final effect had her pussy lips spread wide so her clit was prominently exposed as though before this night was over, she’d be beckoning men to have her, giving them a slut’s kind of come-on they could hardly decline.  With her knowledge of the club and Vitorio, Kate knew that this would be more than just a night at the opera.

“Now for your final adornment,” he announced, as his eyes oozed with his most devious look.  “Bring me the cane baton.”

Kate hadn’t seen the baton in days and the thought of it make her bristle anxiously.  Still, without a moment’s hesitation, she padded toward the cabinet where he kept his implements, and withdrew the one that made her quake the most.  As she moved, she realized it might take some practice getting used to the hefty plug in her ass, but that was the least of her concerns now.

“Kneel for me,” he said, when she returned.

She obeyed, thrusting her breasts forward toward his lusty eyes, just the way he taught her.

“Now, unzip the dress. I want your flesh exposed.”

Again, she obeyed without hesitation even though her hands trembled noticeably as she realized what he planned to do.  With the two tits bared before him, Vitorio smiled, pleased by the canvas she presented. “Raise them,” he said.  She complied, taking each one in a hand and pushing it upward like an offering.

A moment later the baton struck viciously six times—three times each to each breast.  A cut on each came exceedingly close to her nipples, another one caught the outsides of her breasts.  All were delivered with such resplendent force that there were thin welts instantly rising on the flawless surface of pale pink skin.  These wounds wouldn’t disappear for days.  Kate clenched and let out a little shriek as a vile pain ripped through her.  Thankfully, it was short-lived.

Ah, they are beautiful, my pet,” he said admiring them with a ticklish stroke of his hand.  “Now your ass.  Turn to the side and present it for me.  I’m afraid this will hurt a good deal more.  So, cry if you like.  But don’t destroy that finely etched face.  Then, I would have to punish you soundly.”

Kate did as she was told, turning on her knees, so that she was at the perfect angle for her master to best mark her rear with the baton.  Bending over, her ass remained high in the air, and she huddled, closed in on herself and gritted her teeth for the assault.  This time, she couldn’t count the number of cuts Vitorio applied.  They came with frightening speed, causing her, after at least a dozen, to rise up, ignoring his snarled commands for her to maintain the humble posture.

“Unless you’d like for me to repeat this in front of my guests tonight, you’ll settle yourself!” he declared curtly.  “I said you could cry out, but you cannot avoid this cane.”

Shivering more deeply yet, Kate returned to the vulnerable pose and took another rain of terrifying cuts, sure when she was finished that he must have broken the skin.

“There,” he announced when he was done. He was smiling.  “I do so love the criss-crossed remains of a caning on a woman’s ass.”  He bent down to caress the welted skin, noting the dozen stripes of red that bloomed there as prettily as the roses in his garden.  “Go look at yourself and adjust those zippers to cover your wounds.  They are my special treat.  I’ll think about them all night when I look at you.  Now go, it’s time to leave.”

Kate hustled toward the downstairs powder-room, taking a quick sixty seconds admiring Vitorio’s handiwork.  The stripes were quite askew on her ass, some very deep, enough to cause her discomfort all night.  But surprisingly, the skin was not marred deep enough to bleed. Between the rod in her ass and the tender surface of her punished skin, the arousal was almost impossible not to satisfy with masturbation, but her pleasure would have to wait. 

Her breasts were not as severely marked, but they were still stunning to look at and painfully wounded.  These stripes were finely etched like a painter’s brush strokes. She had to stop viewing them; they turned her on too much.  Taking one last glance at herself in the mirror, her appearance pleased her—make-up straight, hair looking shiny and soft, zippers adequately closed for their trip to Milan.  Once her coat was on, she could relax.  Though when Vitorio snapped the leash to her collar and left it floating outside her wrap, she had to wonder just how much of her submissive inclinations would be exposed this night.

***

To Kate’s surprise they were having dinner before the opera.  She’d imagined some small soiree afterwards, and this new wrinkle frightened her.  Why, she wasn’t certain, but when a master does not disclose all his plans, it’s usually because he has something in mind that’s aimed to shock an unsuspecting member.

At the restaurant, the pair were joined by six couples, ladies and men—to her knowledge none members or masters of the club. It had been so long since she’d seen a woman, she relished the sight of them, and would have loved some womanly conversation, but it was clear from the outset that she was set apart from these other lushly laid-out confections.  If there was a submissive bone in any of their haughty bodies, it was hiding somewhere no one would ever find.  They looked on her as some bauble Vitorio brought to show off.  

Kate remained quiet while the rest of the table conversed amiably. The food was rich and she ate lightly, mostly bread which might settle her queasy stomach.  With Vitorio filling her wine glass several times, she knew he wanted her loose and unafraid, but she wasn’t certain that wine alone would do the trick.  Too much was unknown and alarming to allow herself to completely relax.

“So, you are Vitorio’s newest friend?” one woman said turning to her smiling broadly, as though she planned a friendly conversation.  Her auburn hair was piled atop her head in curls, her ears drooped with spangles of diamonds and she wore a smart sheer black dress.  She could be a bitch, Kate thought, but she seemed genuinely interested in her at the moment. 

“Yes, I suppose I am.”  It had been so long since she’d really spoken that the sound of her voice seemed odd.

“And what is it like to be his sex-goddess?”

She was alarmed by the question and turned to Vitorio.

“Go ahead, Katherine, and answer her.”

“It’s an amazing experience.  I have little to think of except pleasing him.”

“How sweet.  And what of your pleasure?”

She felt Vitorio’s hand on her thigh as though it was reminding her to be truthful.  “My pleasure doesn’t matter,” she replied.

“Really?  You’re not sexually satisfied at all?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“Then you do find pleasure in your “service” to him,” she enunciated the word derisively.

“I do.”

“How’s that?” She was quite curious, her brow knitting into worry lines.

“Tell Gwen how you live,” Vitorio interjected.  “I think she wants details.”

Kate tried to hold back her blush, but her cheeks radiated her embarrassment. Still, she was obliged to speak, this as much an order as any Vitorio had given her. “I suppose you could say I’m like a toy for his pleasure.  I wear what he chooses for me to wear, I perform for him sexually as he chooses, I basically live to please him.”  Though her comments were difficult at first, the confession seemed to give her courage to reveal more.  She could see that her words stunned the women, and brought appreciative glances from the men around the table.  Perhaps it wasn’t so bad to shock people with the truth about herself. Better than telling lies.  

“What happens if you don’t please him?” another woman asked.

“I’m punished,” she answered simply.

A dozen eyes went wide in wonder.

“I usually crouch on the floor at his feet—a pose that’s required of me quite often—and if I’ve disobeyed, or not understood his demands and failed him in any way—or even if I’ve simply annoyed him, he will have me raise my skirt—if I’m wearing any—and strike my ass.  Sometimes he spanks me with a paddle, at other times he flogs me with his belt, or some similar length of leather.  He might use a riding crop on my ass, that’s particularly grueling, or, as he did tonight, cane me with a biting baton.”

“He punished you tonight?” The first woman was aghast.

“Not punishment tonight,” Kate answered.  “He simply wanted to mark me—mark his territory, perhaps. It’s really not mine to say why.”  She hadn’t said so much in weeks, and how curious that it was these words that flowed so easily from her lips.  Vitorio continued to squeeze her thigh gently with approval.  “But regardless of how he treats me—painfully or to raise my pleasure—he does pleasure me.” She turned to her master and gave him a knowing smile, acknowledging that though their relationship, by his own definition was designed for his pleasure, not hers, it still gave her great satisfaction.  “I don’t seek to have this austere containment forever, but as long as it lasts, I will enjoy it.”

“And you have some idea how long you’ll be with Vitorio?”

“I don’t make that choice.  I gave myself to him, it’s his to choose when I leave.”

There was a breathless quiet about the room, all eyes still gazing at Kate’s as they prettily gleamed in the mellow candle-light.  It seemed she’d silenced them all and satisfied their curiosity as far as they dared know.  She noticed some uncomfortable squirming and stifled laughter.  Finally, one less inhibited man jostled Kate’s freshly earned triumph.  “Did Vitorio leave marks with the cane tonight?”

“Yes, he did.”

“I’d like to see them.”

She shuddered, but remained silent, not knowing how to respond, though she had the feeling that this man would get his wish.  As bold as she’d been with her confession, she knew that an exhibition would be horribly humiliating.

“Yes, I’d like to see them myself,” another voice declared, rising above the murmurs of Vitorio’s other friends.  Kate trembled as a pang of fear instantly ripped through her groin, and she watched as Thaddeus walked around from behind her to a place across the table, casually wedging himself in the space the others made for him to sit.  Whether he was invited or simply crashing the party, his sudden appearance struck thunder in her heart.  A desire she’d not allowed herself to feel in weeks leapt to the forefront of the night’s reigning commotion.  “The ones on your breasts, if I may,” Thad continued as Kate stared him in the eye and he stared back.  He was a breathlessly beautiful man, his formal attire only adding to the allure that had held her hopelessly mesmerized for three years.  

Vitorio knocked her out of the reverie, squeezing her thigh so hard it hurt.  “Show the man what he wants,” he ordered, as his tone of voice immediately reminded her to which master she now belonged.

Flushed and embarrassed, Kate reached to the front zipper of her dress and slowly pulled it down.  She exposed herself inch by inch until the zipper was beneath her billowing tits, the two sides of the leather dress parting wide, her flesh spilling out until even her nipples were bared and the marks of Vitorio’s cane appeared for all these voyeuring eyes to see. 

“Ah, very lovely,” Thad remarked.  He was just being served his salad, a quick catch-up meal, the rest at the table were already well through their entree. Kate’s lover began to eat with relish, while he talked amiably with the others around them.  It was obvious that he knew these people. 

Vitorio gave no sign for her to rezip the dress, so as the rest of the table continued with their meal, Kate joined them, trying not to let this display send her composure careening out of control. While their table was in a screened off part of the restaurant’s dining room, there were waiters and busboys going by that couldn’t help but stare in awe of the woman with the unzipped dress.

Just as dessert was being served, Thad peered at her with a smile that suddenly made her jump.  All this time, there was still no outward sign of the close relationship they shared.  He looked pleasantly full, satiated on food and was admiring her with the eyes of a true devotee, a gentle but incomprehensible smirk on his lips.  

“Ms. McPherson, Kate, isn’t it?” he addressed her.

“Yes, sir.”

“I’d like to see the marks on your ass.” 

She was stunned by the request, but again, she deferred to Vitorio, who gave her a gentle shove and sent her around the table to Thaddeus Chamberlain’s side.

She was sure her lover would enjoy the welts, as well as the unique surprise under her dress.  For long periods of time during the meal, she forgot about the anal plug, it fit so nicely within her.  Only when she moved did the thing cause her discomfort and there was so little reason to move. Now it was particularly jarring and offensive realizing that everyone would know she’d eaten her meal with her ass impaled.

“Ah, how ingenious, my friend,” Thad was duly impressed by the second zipper.  With a single sharp tug of his hand, he lifted it nearly to her waist and exposed her ass.  “My, what do we have here?”  He parted the two sides of her dress so that the entire table could see the marks and then the leather thong that ran down through her cheeks.  “Are you wearing a harness?” he added in mock amazement—mock amazement to her since he knew without having to tug the thong—which he did quite rudely—that she had been bound.

“I am, sir.”

“My, she is polite,” one man noted.

“She’s submissive; of course she is,” a woman shot back immediately as if to say she definitely wasn’t.

“Part yourself,” Thad ordered, as Kate’s embarrassment rose.  Her breasts were one thing, but exposing the harness, he blatantly showed off the vile secret to the startled gasps of Thad’s attentive audience.  Finally turning her around, the group saw her parted pussy lips, and her face flushed red as a beet. Though she cast Thad a look that spoke of their previous relationship, he decided to ignore that.  Rather, he playfully snapped at the straps, causing her whole body to wrench.  Like a kid with a new toy, he was delighted with the results, that delight witnessed in his amused expression.  “Seems you are righteously trussed up … chains,” he tugged the piercings, “straps,” he snapped them one more time, “and a bit of anal discipline,” he pressed his fingers into her crack, pushing on the plug so she jumped.  He glanced at Vitorio.  “I sure hope this plug will come loose, I think we’d all like to have at her crack tonight.”  He perused the table, finding pleasantly agreeable smiles on the faces of the men.  While the women looked grim, the gentlemen at the table were captivated by Thad’s dark desires as he wrote the script for the remainder of her evening.

***

The opera was as glittering as Kate remembered it from the last time she attended.  Then, it was on Thad’s arm and she was treated like a princess.  She was a princess of a different sort this night and it became clear from the outset that listening to Puccini was not how she’d spend her evening. Once Thad was finished with her in the restaurant, she became Vitorio’s property once again.  On his arm now, she was his leashed pet, her master no longer hiding her tether under her coat.  She was thankful that he briskly led her up to his theatre box, out of a lobby packed with a well-heeled crowd of Italian opera lovers.  Few would notice how this one woman was being led by collar and leash. Those who did, probably thought it was some new fashion statement. And Kate couldn’t be concerned with stares, she had much too much to think about.  If only she weren’t so sober, but it seemed being displayed as the second dessert after the evening meal had cleared her head.  If only she could have that lovely fog of nothingness surround her like it always seemed to do at Vitorio’s estate. 

For a time, she sat next to her Italian master.  Thad was nowhere she could see.  The box was filled, all seats taken, and as the music began she relaxed back and listened.  Every once and a while Vitorio gave her liquor from a flask.  And in time, the beautiful notes of the opera filled her head, as did a sweet inebriated numbness she could enjoy.  

At the beginning of the second act, Vitorio kept Kate in the empty hallway outside their seat, where he raised her skirt enough to get to the harness locks.  Pulling the plug from her ass, he deposited it in a handkerchief, then shoved her back into the box.  This time she wasn’t taking her seat.  On his orders, she remained by the door waiting for the men—who now paid as much attention to her as they did the opera staged before them.  Once they were aware of her availability, she became their whore for the night.  The first man pushed her to her knees between his feet and she proceeded to give him a blow-job timed to the lusty operatic rhythms playing around them.  He had a simple erection and enough scarcely restrained desire that it only took a few minutes before he was spewing his cream in her face.  

The next gentleman had something more ingenious in mind, and quickly pulled her with him into the hall and onto the second tier men’s toilet.  The small washroom had two stalls and of course several urinals—a minimal facility, but it was as elegantly decorated as the rest of the magnificent opera house, and would be perfectly suitable for his needs.  At the door of one stall, he slipped a pocketknife in the slot and engaged the lock so the door was closed and firm with them on the outside.  Pressing Kate against the thick wood panel, he unzipped her skirt, loosened the straps with Vitorio’s key, and pulled the thong aside.  Lubricating the rear channel with a little liquid soap from the sink, he had her primed.  Then undoing his own zipper he removed a stiff erection that he jammed into Kate’s ass.  She shrieked, more silently than aloud, but her vocalization did warrant a stern reproof.

“Quiet, bitch; this is what you’re made for and you like it,” he seethed into her ear.

He fucked her hard, pumping himself into her channel, banging her body against the stall until he came hard inside her ass.  She clung to the top of the door, white-knuckled from an initial shooting pain, but then found her readied ass could take the assault with ease, expanding with each thrust of his organ.  

Thinking she was finished, she was surprised to find another of Vitorio’s gentlemen friends taking his place once the first man withdrew.  This cock was larger, but she managed to take it without any pain.  The more he pumped himself within her, the more her own desire mounted a fierce orgasmic attack of its own.  There was a third and then a fourth cock inside her ass, reaming the spasming hole until she knew that it would be sore in the morning. But the soreness didn’t seem to matter.  Being lifted by the hands of these indulgent lovers depleted all her power.  Contained and controlled by them for their lust, she let go.   

When the final of the half dozen pressed to her backside, she was surprised but relieved to find that he wanted her pussy not her ass.  This time she was forced to bend over to more easily deal with the fuck, and by then, the need to keep silent had passed.  With this last man using her in her favorite place, the orgasm she’d been hanging onto finally broke free in an exuberant blast that made her cry and jerk like a madwoman on the man’s thick prick.  

When all her lovers disappeared, Kate waited for some time, recuperating.  She saw herself in the mirror a total mess, her hair, her make-up, eyes looking black from mascara running down her cheek, and the corset dress bizarrely askew.  She might have laughed but she was too exhausted.  Spending a few minutes repairing the damage, making herself presentable again, she regained enough strength to find her way back to Vitorio’s theatre box.  

Even in her stupor she sensed something missing.  No Vitorio, no Thad.  No master had used her treasures for their own, and that felt curiously strange.  Her night was not complete, but then, it was not hers to criticize or complain.  As with all else in her world, she would simply submit and allow the remainder of her evening to unfold without worrying over details, finales or sentiment that was likely not shared by those that controlled her.

Kate slipped into the seat beside her master, Vitorio, gazing at the expression of pure joy that beamed from his face.  He was engrossed in his second favorite pastime—the music—enthralled by notes that rose from the heart beats and lungs of robust singers on stage.  After admiring the look of him, the exhausted member of the club sat back in her chair and listened as the final scenes wound to a close.  Just before the final curtain, Vitorio leaned toward her ear.  “You’ve been stunning tonight,” he said.  “Now, I have to leave for a minute.”  With no further explanation, he kissed her cheek and left the box.  In the intervening moment she felt alone and unclaimed.

Minutes later, as the last curtain closed on stage, and a thunderous applause drowned out all other sounds, Kate felt two firm hands on her shoulders.  The sureness of their solid grasp sent a comforting wave through her sex weary body.

“Are you ready to go home, McPherson?” she heard Thad’s voice speak softly in her ear as the applause died away.  She turned to gaze into his eyes, seeing not the jovial rascal from the restaurant, but her lost lover, serene and masterfully in charge of her again.

“I am,” she replied.  

Before he helped her rise, he unfastened the leash from her collar, and pocketed it in his tuxedo.  “Just might find a chance to use this some time,” he said as it disappeared.

“Have you been here all along?  I haven’t seen you since we left the restaurant.”

“I wasn’t here, but I was close,” he motioned to the adjoining theatre box.  

“And you enjoyed Puccini?”

“Yes, it was very good, even with the agonized sounds of some distressed woman ruining a good bit of the second act.” He chuckled.

It was dark as they moved out on the street toward Thad’s Jag—it felt good to be back in familiar surroundings again.  And they thundered into the night high speed through the vacant city until they reached her apartment.

***

Reunited, Kate groped with her favorite master in the darkness of her own plush bed, thinking she was in heaven smelling the scent of him everywhere she turned—in the hallway when she first entered, in the bath and in the kitchen where he’d left a mess for her to clean.  Most of all she smelled the scent of him clinging to the rumpled sheets surrounding her now.  She was exhausted, having managed to exhaust Thad too before she was ready to sleep. But with her mind unsettled, that sleep could not occur until she’d asked the questions burning at her lips.  “What have you been doing since I left with Vitorio?” 

“Oh, I’ve been seeing to Gillian Brahms, among other things,” he replied.

“So she is …” she hesitated broaching the subject.

“Yes, she’s being trained for membership—though you don’t have a right to ask, even if I am being nice to you.”

“And you completed her initiation?” she totally ignored his message not to pry.

“Are you jealous?”

“No.  At least, I don’t have a right to be.”  

Thad smirked knowingly.  “If it makes you feel any better, I simply gave the woman a necessary dressing down at the hideaway.”

“Oh, my, the hideaway!” She knew what that meant.  “I guess it didn’t go well?”

“Actually it went very well.  All part of Mike’s plan.”

“Mike?  Mike Bellamy?”

“Yes.”  He chuckled.  “I think he’s fallen in love.”

“Mike Bellamy, fallen in love!”  She was shocked. 

He smiled at her while she tickled his chest, and smiled back.

“It’s certainly not you and me, and it won’t be like you and Vitorio, but I think they’ll manage.”


Chapter Nineteen

Gillian opened the door to her office at eight that morning, seeing a blur before her, familiar things looking oddly strange, the smell of it unusual, the thought of work itself jarring after an amazing weekend.  She felt much the same returning to her apartment at ten o’clock the evening before, exhausted in every way she could think of—physically, emotionally and mentally.  

She was being ‘trained’.

Thankfully, the young attorney had nearly two hours before she was due in court.  She’d need that time to gather her thoughts and return them to her busy law practice.  And yet, her mind couldn’t help but float back to the scenes from the weekend that would resonate throughout her for some time.  Her mind melted into memory and her body jumped alive on the thread of connected scenes that like a child’s game of connect-the-dots created a picture of her sexual lust like none she’d experienced before …

She woke the morning after her punishment in the shed, finding herself being bound to the four corners of the bed where she’d spent her night.  A ball was pressed inside her mouth so she was gagged as well as immobilized.  Immediately, her heart beat far too fast in her chest, the fear of her confinement making her hysterically frantic.  She struggled with the bondage until she was exhausted.  Trying to catch her breath, she let the fear subside.  They wanted her surrender and were demanding it now. This she rationalized, and though it did little to assuage her fear, she relaxed back into the sheets and began to drift. 

The room was dark.  The master that bound her had closed the drape at the window when he left.  And for what seemed like an eternity, she dwelled in the sensory deprivation—one moment thinking she would go mad, the next being lulled by the beautiful senselessness of the unending solitude.  This might actually be a cure for her overly stressed life, except for the powerful need that began to rise between her thighs.  The constant throbbing made it impossible for her not to think of the next sexual act required of her.  

At various intervals during the day different masters would enter the room, using her steaming cunt for their own pleasure.  They fucked her all too quickly, leaving her with more physical arousal, but no orgasmic satisfaction … 

As Gillian sat in her law office thinking back to those senseless hours, her pussy began to quake so much she couldn’t keep from raising her skirt and touching her pubis.  She could orgasm so easily if she tried, but there was a new edict to live by... 

Once her solitary confinement was over—sometime late the first day—she was taken into the main room where she’d been strung up in front of the fire the evening before.  The masters that punished her were dressed in casual street clothes drinking beer and eating sandwiches.  Her stomach growled meanly.  She hadn’t eaten in hours. 

“Front and center,” Bellamy’s voice shot out.  He was behind her, and she immediately dropped to the position Thaddeus Chamberlain introduced her to in the woodshed.  “This weekend is meant to startle you, Brahms,” Mike continued to speak.  “It’s meant to communicate one thing and that is all—we now own your life.” Gillian was about to cry, the words so caressed a piece of her spirit in need of enslavement, she was in awe of both the gratitude she felt and the utter horror of it. 

“While you’re here, you will have no say in what you eat and drink, and wear and when you use the bathroom.” His voice ran chills through her quaking body.  “You will say nothing because you’ll be gagged except when you’re allowed to eat.  Even your orgasm will be ours to control.  We own every second of your life, and if we could climb inside your thoughts, we’d own them too.”  He walked behind her, his stride that same purposeful one as when she was bound to the rack and she knew Mike only as the mysterious M.  Even though she didn’t see his face, she knew him by his voice this time.  Now, it was so unmistakable to her ears she couldn’t understand how she’d been so unaware before.  

“When you have your liberty again, Brahms,” he continued, “there will be more limits in your life.  We will continue to own every piece of your sexual being.  You will not masturbate or not touch yourself sexually without our permission.  You will be on your honor to obey, and will be questioned.  Any aberrations will be swiftly punished. If you learn nothing else, you’ll learn not to treat our rules lightly.”  He paused, Gillian hearing him sigh.  “Your initiation is over, the time for wooing is past. Make the best of it and you might enjoy your new life.”  

At the time his lecture scared her, but the fright turned into pleasure in the hours that followed as it worked her brain, and that submissive piece of her spirit.  She felt them nurture her in a place that had never been loved as it was being loved now.  In the surrendering soul of hers, she rejoiced, even as her saner mind wondered how she could continue to be the fierce attorney that despised such displays of humility.  She’d once looked on with ridicule at those women who yielded to men and slavishly served their desires.  Now she was one of them. 

For the remainder of her stay at the hideaway, she relinquished everything to the attentive hands of her masters.  For hours she found herself toyed with mercilessly.  What one master demanded, the next wanted as avidly.  She was passed around from hands to hands in an effort to please them all, not pleasing any, and realizing the longer the bewildering game went on, that these men had no intention of letting her win.  At a moment’s displeasure, they were provoked, and paddled her ass, or pinched her nipples, or spanked a tit, or clamped a slip of flesh so tightly she would scream into the gag.  They made her look in their eyes as they annoyed every inch of her body.  She took one anal dildo after another inside her ass, larger and larger ones breaching the tormented channel until she thought she would explode.  

Her mind broke free of control some hours into their game.  Something about that pleased them and slowly the degradation ceased and she was abandoned on the carpet of the living room—bound, gagged, anally plugged and forgotten.  

When her gag was removed, she was pulled to her knees on the floor, and fed a sandwich bite by bite.  The beer they offered her dribbled down her chin when she tried to drink.  No one bothered to wipe away the mess.  When they wanted her to use the toilet, she took care of herself in a bucket outside the back door of the cabin under the watchful eye of the master that offered her this moment of relief.  

There was not a minute in the remainder of her stay where she was not in the presence of at least one of the masters—sometimes scrutinized, sometimes ignored, but she wasn’t left alone again.  She dozed in the living room on the floor when she was allowed to sleep—a blanket kindly thrown over her in the dead of night when the room grew chilly.  And when she woke in the morning, there was another master in her presence, watchful and grim, there to make her realize how pervasive their rule was over every second of her life.  

When it was time to leave on Sunday night, she was shoved into a shower with her hands still bound behind her, and washed down by one of the masters.  He dried her, then finally released the restraints on her wrists in order for her to put on the dress she’d come in.  Once she was clothed, she was bound again, then blindfolded and put into the backseat of the same Mercedes for the ride home.  She was left at the curb in front of her apartment building at ten o’clock, the gag, the blindfold and the cuffs finally removed for good...

Gillian could feel those stiff cuffs even now.  Running her fingers over her thin wrists, a shiver of excitement darted through her body.  She wanted to touch herself.  She wanted to cum.  It seemed like days since her last climax—the masters had skillfully managed to keep her orgasm away, withdrawing from her precisely when she was almost, but not quite over the edge.  

But apparently the training at the hideaway had had its effect.  As soon as she remembered the rule against masturbation, she withdrew her hand and sighed deeply.  They owned her now, and she wouldn’t defy them again.  

“But my lord, how am I going to get through this day?” she wondered aloud.

Gillian had slept soundly once her head hit the pillow, and she rose in a daze that morning.  Finding herself in her office, she had gotten there on automatic pilot.  When her secretary buzzed her, she woke from the incessant whirring reverie, only to hear another stunning revelation.

“You have an appointment with the Bellamy board at nine,” Lina told her.  It was quarter to nine.

“What?”  She was confused.  “When did that happen?  I thought I was clear until ten.”

“It was scheduled late Friday, and they were so insistent about it that I had to put them on the schedule.”  

“No one tells me?”

“You were out of town.  Hey, it’s nothing you can’t handle.  I have all the documents you need on my desk.”

The Bellamy board.  Nine o’clock.  Mike Bellamy’s face in the middle of a board room.  The traitor, the charlatan, the accuser, her master.  She thought she was falling in love with him before he unraveled his scheme.  Was that love still there? Shell-shocked, she couldn’t be sure.

***

Gillian recovered half her wits—the lawyer half—in time to please the board of Bellamy Ltd.  Its CEO was particularly dashing, presiding over the meeting with prudence, sagacious wit and signs of the heart-throbbing charm that had wooed her before.  She noted immediately the pussy-engaging aroma of his cologne and the red-stoned pinky ring he’d never worn with her outside the hideaway.  The deceit behind their previous personal and professional relationship never seemed quite so apparent, and the old Gillian felt a surge of anger, which the new Gillian attempted to squash.   

Mike was deferential and strictly professional with her, no clue to anyone in the room that they were somehow entangled as lovers, or master and submissive.  Perhaps this was the new standard operating procedure for their relationship.

Having conquered her fears and taken care of the questions on the lawsuit to the board’s satisfaction, Gillian packed her files away in her briefcase and prepared to leave.  Joining her, the members of the board were exiting the conference room, all but Bellamy and two others.

“Brahms,” she was halted by Mike’s voice.

“Yes, sir.” She used “sir” without thinking, the appellation of respect now seemed second nature.

“I need to speak with you.”

“Yes, sir,” she stood for him, while he remained in his seat at the head of the table.  The formal arrangement of masters to member seemed accidental, but then maybe Mike had that purposefully planned like everything else in their relationship.

“How have you been since your return?” he asked.

“Except for sleeping and getting to this meeting, I’ve been a little groggy, somewhat preoccupied, but I guess I’m coming back to earth.”

“Good,” he said—still very formal, though there was a bit of his sly self creeping into the conversation.  She wanted to enjoy that like she did when he was seducing her, but that wasn’t a wise thing to do.  She’d fallen in love with him before, but it would be wrong for her to take her membership in that direction now.  And with these other men looking on … it was foolish to think of love. “And have you followed the rules?” he went on.

“To the letter,” she answered.

“Good.  Very good.  I’m sure, you’ll get tired of being asked that question, Brahms, but you did earn the annoyance.”

“I guess I did.” 

“And let’s see to it that another episode in the hideaway doesn’t need to happen again.”

“I’ll do everything I can,” she answered him, feeling a wave of expectation, fear and even satisfaction sweep her body.

He nodded.

“We had planned to have you strip right here and masturbate for us.  I’m sure you could use the relief.  But it seems that my schedule has been changed and I’m going to have to leave for another appointment.  Don’t worry, we won’t forget that your poor body is painfully in need.”  There was a smirk behind this comment, the first she’d seen since they lunched together at the Bistro days before her weekend.  It reminded her of that playful side of him and her heart seemed to beat a little more rapidly, romantic thoughts of him coming to mind even while she tried to push them away.  

Gillian would have given anything to have obeyed the order to masturbate, and her heart sank as she realized she’d have to wait again to release some of the pressing need within her.  She could defy them and pay the consequences, but she wasn’t ready for another punishment.  No.  She’d wait and trust.  Odd thing for a suspicious and impatient lawyer to do, but then, she was learning to be the person she really wanted to be, not the bitch that had taken over her life.

“Is there anything else you need?” she asked, knowing she was due in court shortly. 

“Not now, I’ll let you know.”  

He and the other masters started to gather their papers and Gillian turned to leave.  

“By the way, Brahms,” Mike interrupted her one last time, “you look much softer.  I think your choice becomes you.”

She was almost at the door, and the comment startled her.  Turning back she wondered what he meant, though all she could say was “thank-you”.  She believed her master had just given her a compliment.

The red stone ring with the filigree suddenly caught a ray from the sun, and a gleam of red was, for a second, splashed across one wall.  She nodded pleasantly and left the board room just as confused, aroused and anxious as when she went in.

***

By the time Gillian arrived home that evening, it was nearly eight o’clock. She wanted nothing more than to crawl into bed and sleep peacefully until dawn.  Forget her work, and the club, Mike Bellamy, rules and hopefully the ever-present throbbing between her thighs. It had been there all day, something to work hard to ignore because she couldn’t do anything about it.

Putting her key in the lock, Gillian jumped, startled to find her door already unlocked.  Creeping slowly inside, at the end of the front hall she saw her floorlamp burning warmly in the living room.  Her heart raced, and she had half a mind to knock on her neighbor’s door and have someone inspect the apartment with her.  Yet, taking a deep breath, her anxiety calmed.  Her sixth sense told her she had nothing to fear. 

Turning the corner at the dining room, her eyes popped open wider than they had been all day.  There was Mike Bellamy sitting on her sofa with a half dozen cartons of food in front of him on the coffee table.  There were chopsticks in his hand.

“I hope you like Chinese, pork fried rice, ginger beef and egg roll?” He peered nonchalantly into the food before him.  “Cashew chicken?  I had a craving.”  He looked up at her with a grin that should have soothed her fast-beating heart.

“What are you doing here?” she asked. 

“Ah.  You haven’t had an unexpected visit yet, have you?”  The old Mike Bellamy had returned in spades, the charm, the wit, the twinkling eyes, the casual disregard for form.  Even his hair, that had been curiously well-groomed since Friday night, was distinctly mussed, as though he’d just come out of the wind.  Everything inside her started to flutter.

“No. No, sir, I haven’t.” 

He nodded.  “Sit down.”

Gillian followed his instruction, gingerly taking a seat in her favorite chair, hoping that might soothe her nerves.  Still, she was afraid to move too much, or kick off her shoes, or shed her suit jacket like she planned.  She remained with her bottom on the front of the seat waiting nervously for another order.

“Hey, get comfortable,” he said. “And put a little food in your stomach, you look ghostly. Here.”  He handed her a carton and the delicate aroma of fresh ginger wafted toward her nostrils.  “Can you eat with chopsticks?”

“I can try,” she said.  Leaning over she managed to get one bite in her mouth, then put the carton back on the table.  She was too nervous for more.

“What’s wrong?” There was a big question mark on the master’s face.

“You,” she replied without thinking.  “You’re what’s wrong.  You’re being here is going to make me miserable and confused, and I don’t think ….  I know that may not be kosher club rules, but…”  She wasn’t sure if she wanted to yell at him or cry.

“But what? Gillian,” he asked kindly.

“But …” she stopped again, not sure what to say.

Putting down the carton of fried rice, Bellamy leaned forward and looked her straight in the eye with as sincere a look as she’d ever seen.  “Listen, Brahms, some things I will do for the sake of the membership, like check up on you after corporate board meetings.  Some things I will do because I want to keep you on your toes, make sure you keep your agreements.  That would be like punishing you for the hell of it, or coming on like a cold blast of winter when you least expect it.  Public places are always nice for that.  You get a whole lot softer when you’re enjoying a little humiliation.”  He stopped, turning even more serious for his next statement. “I am your master, the one that brought you into the club.  I will treat you as a master because that is a role we both accept, because you deserve it and need it, and because I relish controlling you.”  He paused again.  

“But some things, Gillian, I will do because I absolutely adore you—I adore the hard-assed attorney you are in court, how you win with smarts that most just marvel at but can’t compete with.  I adore the way your body moves, the way you flinch at commands, the way you turn into moldable clay when you’re being teased in the dark, and the way your eyes spark like you’re angry and then turn mellow when you’re getting what you want.  I adore the way you cum, the way you moan when you’re being punished, the way you tease me so I can tease right back.  I have a blatant infatuation for you, Gillian Brahms.  That has not changed since I first saw a video of you making your case to Thaddeus Chamberlain in his office, Kate McPherson’s book in your hands.” He abruptly stopped for a moment as though what he had to say next was difficult.  “You are bound by the rules of the club to have sex with me whenever I demand it.  I’d rather, however, you make love to me because you want to.”

Gillian stared at him for some moments, letting his words drift in and out of her mind—wishing that she could hear him repeat everything he’d just said, just so she could commit it to memory.

“What you’re saying then, is the way you wooed me wasn’t all just a scheme?” 

“That’s right,” he replied.

She wanted to laugh, this was so perfect!  What was beating in her heart didn’t have to be denied.  He’d answered all her fears so easily, and she didn’t believe she had another worry in the world.  “I would like very much to make love to you right now, Mike Bellamy,” she told him. “If that’s all right with you.  I’m so horny I can hardly stand myself.”

***

The twilight of the summer evening was gone and they lay in the cool darkness naked, skin to skin for the first time.  She lay on top of him, wiggling a satisfied crotch into his groin, his flaccid penis weary from fucking her hard, but then he wasn’t weary at all.  He could stare into the depths of her eyes all night.  

Gillian had the same feeling.  She pulled up on his chest enough so her breasts dangled across his chest-hairs tickling him with her nipples.  He ran his hand along her face and their mouths moved together, opening wide.  She felt the jolt in her crotch feeling his tongue probe her deep, and thought she could sense his prick jerking just slightly beneath her as though it might rise again with a little more stimulation.  

“I want to see you dance in the bar,” he told her, as he reached for a breast to play with.

“You didn’t see me that night?” she asked.

“Only on tape.  I’d rather witness your sluttiness in the flesh.”

“I could dance for you right now,” she suggested, her eyes just half-open, pouring lust enough to cover him in an unseen blanket of arousal.  His cock jerked slightly again, as she pulled away from him and off the bed.

Gillian went to her closet finding her tallest pair of high-heels—a pair of black patent leather with sexy straps and five inch heels. As she writhed in them before his eyes, he recalled the moves she’d made in the Cat’s Meow.  It was different seeing those moves in the flesh—the look of her thighs quivering, her belly swaying, her breasts cupped in her hands as she held them toward her face and licked the surface with her tongue. Her nipples were pert now, a deep purple he would suck again as soon as he had her back in bed with him. But for the moment he let her erotically swaying body arouse him.  

With her ass to his face, he gazed at the two plump cheeks by candlelight.  Her flesh danced in the shadows, the evidence of damage from a cane and other implements plainly visible, making his growing erection jolt again.  Reaching back, she squeezed the well-punished surfaces and he listened to her moan.  

“You want more, don’t you?” he said.  “More punishment.  Another spanking.”

“Hummmm, yes,” she moved for him, neither anxious nor impatient.  This could be a long slow seduction because in the end she’d get what she wanted.  Satisfaction, a little pain, and curiously, even love.  To her amazement, the club and her sweet master, Bellamy, gave it all.

When Gillian turned back she stared in his eyes, smiling playfully as she watched his penis thicken with blood and begin to bob.  His balls jiggled lightly and he wasn’t even stroking himself, it was all her doing. 

“May I take that in my mouth, sir?” she asked with lowered lids and a cutesy smirk. “Or maybe you’d rather have my cunt again?”

“Your choice, love.  But whatever you do you, do it right,” he answered.  “Because if you don’t …”

“You’ll punish me?” she finished for him.

“Maybe that’s exactly what you want?” he speculated.

She smacked her ass with her own hand several times, then oozed her way on the bed, over his chest, her crotch sliding to his, her cunt covering his swollen prick.

“Ah, yess,” she purred, “but I’d like you first, if you don’t mind.  Then I’ll suck you off, and then you can put it in my ass … you will put in my ass, won’t you?” His cock moved in and out of her in long, solid strokes, her pussy tightening around it, her mind on a pleasurable vacation.

“Be careful, Brahms,” his voice was soft, but the message hit, “remember who’s in control.”

“Ooo, I’ll do my best,” she burrowed her crotch into him deep and felt his dick jump lively, hitting her womb.  Gyrating her hips just so, she massaged her clit against him, but was without warning, rolled over, Mike pinning her wrists at her side, his eyes pinning her with a savage gleam. 

“What was that you said, Brahms?” he sounded cross.

There was a dark glint in her eyes to match his. “I’ll do my best, sir,” she answered with the appropriate response.

He felt her spasming cunt all around his organ and the shock wave silenced him momentarily. “You’re damn right you’ll do your best,” he finally murmured before he collapsed into her cumming body.  He drew his erection in and out of her vagina with a frantic abandon, and another climax surged, moving swiftly until it erupted and consumed them both.
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