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That Monday started like any other, with the
stereo turning on and a return to consciousness that brought with
it the realization that, yes, it was Monday. And it was time for
work – again. Whine.

Not that I hate my job, exactly. I mean, I
sure put in a lot of years striving to get it. Four years in
pre-law, just for starters, four years of studying and doing my
level best to ensure I got top marks so I could get into law
school.

Then Harvard Law. Oh, boy, the elation when
I was accepted! Victory! My parents were so proud! But then came
three more years of very hard work and studying in order to get
good enough marks to be accepted into a top law firm.

What that meant, exactly, changed over the
course of my studies. I came to understand that getting into one of
the big law firms meant years of utter drudgery as a veritable serf
before even being considered for anything substantial. And many
more years before I could hope to make partner and start pulling in
the kind of money I had once salivated over.

I'd reset my focus to going to work for a
smaller firm, one which was prestigious and respectable, but
wouldn't keep me in a room researching precedents for ten hours a
day for the next five years. I had a gift, you see, or thought I
did. I am eloquent and can be quite convincing in making a case,
assuming there's a case to be made.

I wanted to be a trial lawyer, and more
specifically, in criminal law. And I didn't really want to start
out working for a prosecutor's office, or the public defender. I
wanted to be able to have time to consider the justice of a case,
as well as the facts, and not be a harried cog in a giant, swiftly
rotating wheel.

When I was accepted at Harrison Ford, it
seemed like I had found the perfect firm to start my career.
Michael Harrison and Joshua Ford were both extremely eminent and
highly successful lawyers. Harrison handled Criminal and Military
law and Ford did Torts, Copyrights, and Commercial law.

Both men had two associates (non partner
lawyers), and there were also a couple of paralegals and legal
secretaries on the firm. But that was it, in total. And as one of
Harrison's associates I would learn a lot quickly, and have a much
faster path to a courtroom.

It was a small but prestigious firm, and
handled mainly elite (wealthy) clients. It had a comfortable set of
offices in a small, very old, eight story building on
3rd Avenue. The atmosphere was congenial, and the hours
weren't nearly as brutal as you'd find in some of the big, top
level firms.

That's not to say it was a nine to five job,
by any means, but the hours were at least tolerable, and there was
a lot less backstabbing, gossip and elbowing going on since there
was no horde of junior associates trying to make their way up to
the top.

I had an actual office with an actual door
and window. It wasn't a big office, and the window looked onto the
alley, but light still streamed in in the morning, so I was able to
put a few plants on the windowsill behind my desk.

Harrison Ford had a reputation, and
preserving its image was an important function of the job. That
meant the place reeked of old money. The walls were paneled, the
ceilings high, and there wasn't a fluorescent light to be seen on
the floor.

My desk was a double pedestal oak with brass
handles. The floor was of dark, century old hardwood, and antique
wall sconces helped keep the shadows away where the sunlight didn't
shine. As for me, let's just say wardrobe costs were steep.
Attorneys at Harrison Ford were not expected to buy their suits at
Sears, if you know what I mean.

As the junior associate, I basically had no
cases. Instead, I assisted Harrison and his senior associate
Brooklyn James on their cases. That meant research, writing
position papers, and often joining them at more important trials to
keep all the paperwork straight and ready at hand whenever they
wanted something.

As I said, that Monday started out like any
other, with a groan, and an internal argument where part of me said
“let's just shower and go in today” and the other part of me said
“you're going to get fat!”. As was usually the case, the guilt-trip
from that second part of my mind worked, and got me to roll out of
bed and pull on a pair of jogging pants, a sports bra and a tank,
then slip into my runners.

I strapped the ipod onto my bicep, slid the
earphones into my ears, and headed out the door, winding my hair
back behind me in a pony tail as I headed for the stairs.

Take the elevator? Seriously? How stupid
would that be when I was trying to exercise!?

It was ten flights down but I took them
quickly (getting back up was going to be a bitch as usual), then I
went quickly through the lobby and out onto the sidewalk. Jogging
in New York, or probably in any urban area, presents its own
challenges, not the least of which is finding a place where you
won't have to stop and jog in place at street lights every other
block.

Fortunately, my place in the East Village is
close enough to East River Park to reach it fairly quickly, and it
has some great jogging routes, including right along the river. I
could build up speed there and get my heart and lungs awake.

I don't need to exercise. That's the big
issue of why I fight myself over it. I'm only twenty five and in
great shape. The problem is that's not going to last if I don't
keep at it. It's easy to slack off, and you need self discipline.
The worse shape you're in the harder it is to achieve anything
without a lot of buildup.

Riverside Park is fifty seven acres, with
lots of different trails and paths, so I didn't have to keep taking
the same route day after day, but I preferred the run along the
river where the breeze was usually cooling in the morning.

Jogging has other challenges besides street
lights, including guys. Guys can be a problem at any time, but in
the morning, when all I'm interested in doing is waking up my mind
and body and getting off to work, I just don't have the time. So I
do my best to never make eye contact, no matter how cute they seem
to be.

And if they try to talk, well, I can't hear
with the music, see? That usually does fine. Though on occasion
I've had guys jog alongside me trying to talk for long enough that
it started to feel threatening. But get real. I'm hot, sweaty and
in a hurry. If you can't tell that's the wrong time to hit on me
then you're a jerk, and I try not to date jerks. Not that I have
the time to date much anyway.

Then there are the guys who jog along behind
me about five or ten yards back, and I know they're using me as
their change of scenery, watching my ass for entertainment as they
jog along. That can be irritating but it's not threatening. If
you're a girl, and reasonably attractive, you have to get used to
having your ass stared at wherever you go.

And I'm more than reasonably attractive. I
don't say that to be egotistical, but I have mirrors, and besides,
it's not like any guys make a secret of what they think of me.
Hell, even my boss has admitted he hired me partially for my
looks!

I had had long hair when I interviewed with
Ford. It was late in the winter, and I usually cut it come summer,
but he'd specifically told me not to. Ford was a master at
manipulating juries, and he didn't neglect any aspect of how to
influence them, either overtly or subtly.

“You can do a lot more with long hair than
short hair,” he'd said. “And if you don't realize how appearance
influences people's perception of your intelligence and honesty
then you're not the girl I think you are.”

A few months after he'd hired me he'd flat
out admitted my looks were part of the reason.

“Don't get me wrong,” he said. “You're smart
as a whip, have a great memory, and great instincts. Your marks are
top-notch, and you care about people, not just the finer points of
law. All that is good, but even the combination together are not
altogether rare.”

I'd looked at him uncertainly, of
course.

“You're very attractive,” he said. “You have
a face which is very animate, and cute. I use that term with
precision. You're extremely cute. Butter wouldn't melt in that
mouth of yours. People will always tend to believe a cute, sweet
blonde girl with big blue eyes as opposed to some gruff old coot
like me. You also have a great speaking voice, just the right tone
of cool soprano to make anything you say sound intelligent.”

“My looks shouldn't matter,” I had
protested.

He gave me a pitying look.

“Should is not a word that we put much store
in around here, Lili. We deal with human psychology as it is, not
as we would wish it to be. Why do you think we not only coach
defendants on their posture and facial expressions but on what to
wear?”

I reluctantly acknowledged he was
correct.

And so my hair stayed long. Well, long-ish,
anyway, certainly past my shoulders, bouncing against my back now
as I ran, and a part of me rather oddly thought of it as something
akin to a fishing lure, catching mens eyes and pulling them after
me. I stifled a snicker at the thought of a bunch of men panting
along behind me staring at my bouncing pony tail – and my ass, of
course.

Did I resent it? Sometimes. There's no point
trying to fight against it, though, and all I could hope was they
had some decorum and class – which most men did, but an
unfortunately vocal minority did not.

“Nice ass, baby!” was something I'd heard
more than a few times as I'd jogged through the streets and along
the paths, even over the music.

I just tried to pretend I hadn't heard.

My girlfriend Kerry wears gray yoga pants
while she jogs, and loves the comments, though of course, she
doesn't stop to chat about it either. But she's an egotistical
bitch sometimes and soaks in any sort of male attention.

Myself, well, hey, you don't have a lot of
time for a social life as a junior lawyer. I hadn't had much time
at Harvard Law, either, nor at pre-law, not if I wanted to get the
grades. That was a little troubling now. I mean, twenty five is a
big border. I'm no longer closer to twenty than I am to thirty!
Ack!

So if I didn't want to be alone the rest of
my life, where was I supposed to start looking for guys? Not at
work, that was for sure. The last thing I needed was a relationship
with another busy lawyer. Might as well stay single.

I headed back onto the streets, sweating,
but not profusely, panting, but not heavily, and had good luck with
the lights as I headed back west to my apartment building. Once
inside, panting heavily from the ten story climb, I peeled off my
clothes and staggered into the shower, setting it for coolish at
first since I was so damn hot.

Ten minutes later I was drying and styling
my hair, putting it into the style that Harrison liked, the style
he had chosen for me, fortunately, a style I liked myself.

Harrison was quite correct in how defendants
were coached. My own posture, facial expressions and the tone of
voice I used had certainly come in for critique and coaching at law
school. But they hadn't cared about my hair style or how pretty I
was.

Harrison did. He'd even selected my hair
style, well, based on a consultant's suggestion. And he'd had me
buy a pair of plain glass glasses. They were frameless rectangles
which he said would lend me a scholarly air when necessary. I could
pretend they were for reading, and take them off when I rose.

My hair was basically straight, parted on
the left of my temple, and cutting diagonally across my forehead to
spill down just to the edge of my right eye. That was held in place
by a neat little trick of tying a finger wide tendril of hair
together in a loose pigtail which hung just past my shoulder. Of
course, a similar pigtail was on the left to balance it off, and
then most of my hair simply fell back across my shoulders and down
my back.

It wasn't a bad look. In fact, I thought it
was kind of attractive. I wondered why I'd never thought of it
before. It certainly did help create an image, just like my
thousand dollar suits and five hundred dollar shirt.

Add the glasses to my breast pocket and hey,
I was hot stuff, at least, well, I looked like I was.

And by 'hot stuff' I meant a really sharp,
expensive lawyer, justifying the high billing rate the firm was
using for me. Maybe I'd even be hot stuff some day, but as
of nine months with Harrison Ford I hadn't yet had a chance to say
much to a jury. Mind you, I hadn't expected to.

That day was coming, though. I'd been to a
lot of trials with Harrison, as his assistant there, and helped
prepare him for his summations and examinations. I felt I'd learned
a lot about how stuff really worked in a very short time.

I wore a dark blue suit with a very pale
blue shirt beneath. I'm five, ten, but I still wear heels, and not
girlish heels, either. Harrison's consultant even goes so far as to
recommend shoe styles. So my heels were thick ones, if not overly
high.

Think of yourself as an actor, Harrison had
said, because in some ways, you are.

I slung a carry bag over my shoulder and
headed to work, pausing up the street to grab a bagel (I had a
bottle of water in the bag) and then heading for the subway and a
quick ride uptown to the office.

The subway was crowded, as usual, with every
variety of humanity, almost all of it in an early morning funk
called 'going to work', and isolated from each other in their own
little worlds. There were no seats, but I grabbed a strap and set
my feet to balance myself, with a very wide black woman behind me
making it less likely I'd have an irritating experience.

Yes, there are perverts in New York. And
they all ride the subway. They also like it when the cars are
crowded, and they seem to be attracted to blondes like flies to
sh... uh, honey. It was just one of the things you had to be wary
about. Wary, not scared, not worried, just careful.

I'd always wanted to take some kind of
defense course, like kick-boxing or Karate, but could never
convince myself to spare the time from my studies. Now, with my odd
hours, there was no way I could count on being home on time in the
evening to make a class.

So I counted on a firm scowl and a look of
determination and confidence. Which, oddly enough, usually worked.
Gropers are not a brave group, as a rule.

I got to work on time, and Emma, one of the
legal secretaries had another bagel to match my coffee, both of
which I took to my office and sat down. And there, normality pretty
much ended, for I'd just turned on the computer when Harrison
buzzed me and asked me to come into his office.

I got up immediately and walked a short
distance up the hall, knocked, and went into the outer office where
his legal secretary Mavis sat. She waved me past, and I went on
into his room.

“Shut the door, Lili,” he said from behind
his desk.

I obeyed and crossed the floor. His office,
of course, was way bigger than mine, and about what you'd expect of
a prestigious lawyer, right down to the massive mahogany desk.
Harrison himself, of course, cultivated the look of the old time
lawyer, in this case the old time liberal lawyer.

His wavy hair was white, and hung to his
shoulders. But it was very neat, and clearly clean, and combined
with what was probably a five thousand dollar suit leant him an
image of the liberal pillar of the community he actually was.

“We have a new client and I want you to be
in on the case,” he said. “You'll be coming to the trial, as
well.”

I nodded, nothing unusual there.

“We're picking this case up at the last
minute because our client's lawyer got hit by a car. The trial is
scheduled to begin in a month.”

I stared at him, eyes widening.

“Surely the court will grant an extension,”
I said.

“Surely it would but our client does not
want one. He wants this done with. He is determined to show the
world his innocence.”

“What kind of – ?”

“Murder. Our client is Alexander Stone.”

I stared again. Alexander Stone!? The case
was sordid and notorious! It would be on TV and in the newspapers
every day! It was also a sex crime. Stone was alleged to have tied
up, tortured and murdered a woman! Somehow he was allowed out on
bail, and by somehow I mean, because he's rich.

“From what I heard,” I said a little
diffidently, “The case against him is pretty tight.”

“All you've heard is what you've read in
passing in the newspapers. The case is entirely circumstantial, and
based in large measure on the biases of the general public towards
Stone's type of sexual... entertainments.”

“You mean his fifty shades of gray type of
entertainment?” I asked dryly.

“Yes. Although I thought Nine and a Half
weeks was a better story.”

“Never heard of it.”

“Well, you've got a lot of reading ahead of
you, then.”

“Shouldn't you have Brooklyn involved? I
mean, he's a lot more experienced.”

“But not a sweet looking young woman. Not
only will you be there but you're going to be speaking for the
first time.”

“Uhm, I am?!”

“Yes. I need you as a counterweight to all
that anger and disapproval of Stone and his uber macho male
domination bondage reputation. Samantha Manning will be
prosecuting, and she'll bring all her feminist outrage with
her.”

He stood up and came around the desk.

“This might be a little embarrassing, I
know,” he said. “Stone's lifestyle is going to be a major focal
point of the prosecution Manning is counting on the gruesome
details of it to persuade the jury that he's a dangerous pervert
and thus almost certainly guilty without regard to the lack of
evidence. And don't tell me that can't be effective, because you
know it can.”

I nodded.

“Especially when he actually IS a pervert,
which he is,” I said.

“Perversion is merely veering from societal
sexual norms,” he said. “There was a time homosexuality was called
perversion, too.”

“Uh huh,” I said, unconvinced.

He gave me a sharp look. “The first thing
you need to do is familiarize yourself with this bondage stuff,
what it involves, and how many people are into it. Lots of couples
tie each other up sometimes, for example. That's one of the
positions I'm going to take. He just uses better gear because he's
rich.”

“Uh huh.”

“And you'll be making some of these
arguments yourself to the jury, so I need you to not roll your eyes
in disbelief whenever some aspect of this bondage, spanking stuff
is discussed as normal. Can you do that?”

“Of course,” I said, smoothing my face.

He hesitated. “There's going to be a lot of
smutty stuff involved in this. There are, for example, video tapes
and pictures of some of his uh, encounters with the victim. You
don't strike me as the prudish type but this is bound to make you
at least a little uncomfortable.”

“I'm sure I can handle it,” I said.

I would be getting to address the jury
myself! Yes!

“We're going to have to rush like hell to
play catchup on this in time for the trial date. It'll mean long
hours.”

I nodded my acceptance.

“I'll start in the file. You're going to
start in on background. Read up on BDSM, on who does it, why they
do it, how they do it, the psychology behind it, all the terms
used, etc. etc.”

“I hope nobody's monitoring my internet
usage,” I said with a snort.

“Yes, I expect you'll have to go to some
strange sites. Just document everything you learn which I might be
able to make use of. Lots of background. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

*

A lot of smutty stuff involved was something
of an understatement. Now don't get me wrong. I'm not exactly a
virgin. On the other hand, I'd been on the academic track since my
mid teens. I had been determined to get where I was, and going out
partying had not been high on my priority list.

So while I wasn't a prude, exactly, I have
to admit that all this bondage stuff was fairly novel to my
experience. I read up on it as much as possible in academic terms
which described the methodology and psychology. But that didn't
really give a complete understanding by any means.

Which meant I had to visit sites which sold
the gear, the bondage devices and whips and chains and such. I had
to visit sites which had pictures and videos, some of which kind of
dropped my jaw, to be honest. But I knew I needed to really
acquaint myself with this stuff. Blushing in front of the jury
while referring to it was just not going to cut it!

And then there was Alexander Stone. Before I
even met him I had to look at the pictures and videos, and they
spared nothing to the imagination!

The first I saw of him was in a home video.
It showed him from the thighs down. They were, I had to admit, very
attractive legs, too. Beyond him on the screen was his 'victim' who
was standing, sort of, arms stretched up above her and shackled
together. Her toes just barely touched the floor.

She was a blonde, thought not a real one.
She was about my age, maybe a bit older, and had a great body, all
of which was on display, lithe and full and tanned and naked as she
hung there in front of him and the camera, her body stretched out
below her bound wrists.

I felt a tension in me as I watched. I felt
like an intruder in what was clearly a private assignation. But the
fact I knew she had died, allegedly at his hands, made for a
considerably higher degree of anxiety as I watched, even though I
knew that incident wasn't on tape.

“I think I told you what your punishment
would be if you disobeyed me again, slut, didn't I?” I heard a male
voice growl.

The woman, the victim, Sophie Michaelson,
rolled her eyes at him, but didn't speak, possibly because a ball
gag filled her mouth.

He stepped closer to her, and more of his
body came into the camera's eye, first a great ass, then a powerful
looking back, and finally his broad shoulders.

He lashed out with his open hand and slapped
the girl's face. I winced a bit at the violence.

“Whore!” he said. “Do I have to continually
remind you that you're nothing but an animal? That you do what I
tell you and nothing else!?”

Again he slapped her, and her head rolled
violently to the side with the blow.

I felt a sinking feeling. The jury was going
to see this video and convict this asshole before they'd even heard
any evidence!

He turned around and I blinked and sucked in
a breath of air. His head was still above the level of the camera,
but the rest of him was – well, very full frontal! And his front
went very well with his back. He had broad shoulders, a thick,
powerful chest, and washboard abs dropping to a low, flat groin
which sprouted a very, very large penis.

And it wasn't even hard!

I stared at it with a kind of awe. I hadn't
seen a lot of naked men in my life. I mean, I hadn't been that
socially active, and certainly hadn't been into porn, so... but
this was a lot bigger than what I thought of as the norm!

To be honest, most guys kind of look goofy
naked, with their little pale balls and tiny cock hanging amidst a
mass of pubic hair. It was no wonder few women were into porn. Who
wanted to ogle some anonymous naked guy? But this guy was
different. He had no pubic hair, and his cock, though flaccid, was
thick and long as it hung down between his powerfully muscled
thighs.

He turned back, and a whip was clutched in
his hand. I bit my lower lip as I watched the girl hanging there.
She didn't seem to be frightened, and I reminded myself I needed to
be considering this as evidence of consensual sex, however
perverted.

I tried to focus on her face as if to avoid
staring at the guy, or anything else. Those eyes didn't look scared
they looked... well, they looked hot, excited. But how was I going
to convince a jury of that?

He drew back his arm and swung the ship. I
gulped as it swept through the air and snapped across her belly,
across and around her waist, encircling her more than once. She
cried out, though the sound was muffled, and when he yanked on the
whip her body spun like a top.

“Slut,” he growled. “Foul, filthy little
she-animal!”

The whip swept out again as she spun and
this time cut across her breasts! I gulped as it swept around her
once more, and he yanked back to make her spin

“You'll learn your place, slut, if I have to
make you crawl for the rest of the week,” he barked.

Snap! The whip cut across her
backside and she squealed loudly, her legs jerking violently.

Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap! The whip
curled around her again and again, and I could see the thin red
lines it was leaving behind on her flesh now as he kept spinning
her one way, then the other, then back again.

As he whipped her, I couldn't help noticing
that his flaccid cock was starting to harden. Every blow which
struck her seemed to make it bounce a little, then thicken. After a
dozen blows, his cock was sticking up and out like a menacing spear
of reddish pink flesh!

He paused and stepped forward, and I
watched, heart pounding, as he reached out to stop her spinning. He
grasped her hair and yanked her head up and back sharply, then
reversed the whip and shoved the handle up against her sex. He
pressed it up and it slowly sank up into her body as my face began
to heat.

“Fucking animal whore,” he growled. “Filthy
little slut! I'll teach you discipline if I have to whip the skin
off your body!”

She cried out, her legs spasming as he
thrust the thing up deeper suddenly, then his thumb pressed against
the top of her sex, over her clitoris, and began to roughly stroke
her there.

The woman, Sophie, began to tremble and
shake, her hips spasming, bucking forward against him as she
gurgled and moaned in helpless passion.

He released her hair, undoing the strap of
the gag, then prying it out of her mouth. He slapped her face again
and she cried out.

“Are you sorry for being a filthy slut?”

“Yes, master!” she cried. “I'm sorry for
being a filthy slut!”

“Who do you belong to, whore?”

“I belong to you, master!” she cried
breathlessly.

“Would you like to come now, slut?”

“Yes, master! Please, master!” she half
sobbed.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please may I come, master!?” she cried.

“No.”

“Please, master!” she cried, more loudly.
“Please may this slut come, master?! Please!? Please, master!?” she
sobbed.

“Very well. Come for me, slut.”

He shoved the handle so deep it all-but
disappeared inside her, his thumb stroking with rough, furious
speed, and Sophie cried out, again and again, each cry louder and
filled with more passion than the one which preceded it!

She arched and twisted, her hips bucking
frenziedly as her cries turned into a long, breathless howl of
passion and heat that only stopped when she screamed herself empty
of air.

He stopped stroking her, yanking the whip
out, and then reached down and grasped her legs, lifting them up
and pressing them back against her body, up between his body. He
lifted her ankles up onto his shoulders, then thrust himself into
her.

Again she cried out, her head thrashing as
he drove that huge cock of his up into her belly. Then she started
to cry out again, breathless sobs of pleasure as he crushed her
legs back against her body, as his hips began to thrust hard and
fast and his arms jerked her buttocks forward to meet every
stroke!

I was staring, open-mouthed! I had never
seen, even leaving out the slapping and whipping, such rough sex!
He was snarling as he rammed himself into her again and again, his
powerfully muscled body smashing against her buttocks and thighs as
he rammed that thick spear of flesh into her trembling, shaking
body!

And yet Sophie jerked and shook and cried
out with pleasure all through it!

I began to feel even more embarrassed at
watching, and yet at the same time, was gripped by a sense of
breathless excitement which made me even more uncomfortable.
Watching him pound himself into her was turning me on, and that
made me ashamed of myself! But I couldn't stop watching and I
couldn't control my emotions!

Granted I didn't make a habit of watching
porn, but what I had seen was so... tame and plastic. This was
incredibly hot! It was shocking in how passionate and graphic it
was! God, he was pounding into her so … hard! And she seemed to be
having a mental meltdown, as if she was going insane with it
all!

Like I said, I haven't had a ton of sexual
experiences, but I had had some, and nothing about any of it had
remotely resembled what I was looking at. Not only had it lacked
this intensity, this passion, but, well, to be honest, there was no
way in hell I'd been screaming in pleasure. Not even close.

And yet they weren't acting! She wasn't
acting! Wow! This was one hot, freaking video!

But he still came off as a nasty, uncaring
jerk who had violent sexual tendencies and treated her like shit.
That wasn't very helpful to our case.

I watched him finish with his own gasps and
shudders, watched him ramming himself into her with a final series
of deep, hard strokes, then he stumbled back and let her legs fall,
and the video went black.

Wow! Wow!

How the hell was I going to show this to a
jury without my face turning red!? Never mind embarrassment, the
video had me flushing with quite another emotion.

Well, there was nothing like immersing
yourself in something in order to get used to it. I was just going
to have to watch more videos.
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Sophie Michaelson had not been married to
Stone. She had been married to Rudolph Heinz, a man thirty years
her senior, and three times her weight. It wasn't hard to see her
as a trophy wife bored with him and searching out some virile stud
for excitement.

That left open the possibility her husband
had had her killed, and that was certainly something we were
looking into. In fact, Harrison had hired a private detective to
gather what evidence he could which would point in that direction,
since it was always helpful to give the jury a different narrative
than the one the prosecution presented.

In the meantime, I had to meet with Stone
myself. I was not looking forward to it. Yes, he was a handsome
man, powerfully built, with a great body. Yes, he was rich. But he
was also, at least in the videos, an absolute rotten, nasty, woman
hating bastard! I was worried about keeping my expression and voice
professional.

Not only couldn't I afford to show
disapproval of him, I also couldn't afford to show the slightest
hint that the videos I had seen had, to be honest, really turned me
on. Researching BDSM had really opened my eyes to what this stuff
was all about, and watching him with Sophie, well, that had been an
incredible shock to the system.

But I had to play the cool, casual,
intelligent lawyer, unembarrassed and unemotional. I was usually
awfully good at that, but this was going to be – hard.

I had the psychology report his original
lawyer had commissioned, the report which would instruct him on how
to dress, how to act, how to speak, and had to coach him in it. I
also had to do it without seeming too insulting.

I was a bit taken aback that I'd been sent
to see him alone. I knew that Harrison was buried in research, but
even so, it made me a bit anxious, quite aside from my other
concerns. This man was alleged to be a sex killer, after all! That
made me more than a little nervous all on its own! I mean, I
couldn't recall a case where a man on trial had murdered his lawyer
but even so!

I cabbed it across the bridge to Brooklyn, a
bit surprised he didn't live in Manhattan. His condo building was
about twelve stories high and he lived on the third floor – which
again, was not the norm for the rich. They seemed to believe the
higher they were, the better off. Then again, this one was right on
the shore, and would have a fabulous view of Manhattan.

I was dressed in a gray, three piece power
suit, determined to appear as professional as possible, and to not
be the least intimidated by him. Even though I was, of course.

I thought I was a good actor, but there are
certain things that are beyond me. I managed to keep my face smooth
and professional even as he opened the door. I could, however, feel
heat coming to my cheeks as Alexander Stone stood before me.

“Mister Stone. My name is Lili O'Brien,” I
said firmly. “I'm from Harrison Ford.”

“Yes, I know. Good afternoon,” he said,
extending his hand.

I took it a bit nervously and shook. It was
a very large hand, but he didn't try to squeeze mine very hard.

“Come in,” he said.

He was dressed casually, in chinos and a
t-shirt, and I stepped smoothly forward, in control of my body if
not my skin.

I was immediately distracted by the view. It
was an open concept apartment. Beyond the entrance was a kitchen
and beyond that the living room. The ceiling was about eighteen
feet high, and the entire far wall was of glass. The view was of
the East river, and southern Manhattan across the water.

“That's... some view,” I said.

“Yes, it catches everyone like that,” he
replied, following behind. “Can I get you a drink?”

“No thank you,” I said, reminding myself to
be formal and professional, and also worried he might put something
into it...

“Mister Stone – .”

“Alex, please,” he said.

I hesitated. I didn't want to call him Alex.
I didn't want to be on a first name basis with an alleged sex
killer!

“I think, Mister Stone, that we should keep
things on as professional a basis as possible,” I said.

He gave me a long look, which had my insides
quivering in some fear, then shrugged.

“As you will,” he said.

“Mister Stone, I have a report from the
psychologist your previous attorney hired..”

“I don't remember seeing a psychologist,” he
said with a frown.

“It's not a psychological assessment of you
or your state of mind. It's an assessment on how best to appeal to
the jury to improve your chances of getting the verdict we
want.”

“Which is not guilty,” he said.

“Naturally. And a part of that will be to
present you in as harmless a light as possible. To make you look
harmless and nonthreatening, in other words.”

“Sit,” he said, gesturing at a sofa.

I nodded and sat down, and he sat across
from me.

“It might seem unimportant, but it really
plays into the way people react and respond to other people,” I
said. “People are odd, and they have these emotional reactions
often without realizing what they're based upon.”

“So you want me to wear cardigans?” he asked
wryly.

“Ah, you do understand. But no, they don't
think sweaters will do the trick. You're over thirty, and, frankly,
you don't look very boyish.”

He snorted.

“They do suggest you shave your beard,
however.”

He scowled. “Why?!”

“Because you look like a pirate
captain.”

He glowered at me.

“People instinctively distrust men with
beards more than they do men who are clean shaven. It's because
half your face is hidden.”

“That makes no sense.”

“It doesn't have to make sense, it just hast
to be factual,” I said. “We can't make you shorter or less...
muscular. You're a ... big man.”

“Yes, I am big,” he said giving me an amused
look.

I felt my skin heating again.

“I mean you're obviously a powerfully built
man who is at least physically capable of committing violence.”

“Everyone is capable of committing violence
given the proper motivation, Ms. O'Brien. Including you. Sophie was
strangled, after all, which is, I admit, easier for a man of my
size than a woman of yours, but then she was tied up, as I
understand it, so anyone could have done it.”

“This is true but we're not dealing with
facts but psychology. A large man is psychologically more
threatening, more menacing, than a woman, or a smaller man, for
example. So what we go with is presenting you as a man who is very
relaxed, very good natured, a man who doesn't lose his temper
easily.”

“Good luck with that,” he said with a
snort.

I looked at him, nonplussed.

“Look, the prosecution is certainty going to
have witnesses who will point out just how obnoxious I can get when
I'm annoyed. And I can get very obnoxious, Ms. O'Brien. I'm a rich,
powerful man who is privileged to not have to mind his tongue and
not worry about giving offense.”

He leaned forward. “In short, yes, I can be
a real prick, at times. Sometimes a very big prick.”

I felt my skin heat again, wondering if he
was referring to... well, you know.

“Uhm...”

“But I have never attacked anyone
physically,” he said, sitting back. “I am a man who values
discipline, including self-discipline. Being in control is an
extremely important aspect of who I am. Losing my temper means
losing control.”

“I understand, sir,” I said, “but they'll be
showing those... videos, of you and the uhm, victim.”

He scowled at me. “Have you seen them?”

I felt my skin heating again, even more.

“It was necessary in order to – .”

He stood up abruptly, and I shrank back, but
he didn't move towards me. Instead he went to the wall of glass
looking out over the river. He put his hands on it and leaned in
for a bit, and I glanced around at the door nervously. But when he
turned around I had schooled my features as best I could.

“How much do you know about BDSM?” he
demanded.

“Uhm, I've been researching it for the last
week.”

“Researching it meaning watching my videos?”
he growled.

“Researching it meaning reading up on as
many aspects of it as I can from both an academic and first person
reports,” I said awkwardly. “And yes, I had to see the videos. The
jury will be seeing them, and I will have to tell the jury that
they're normal.”

He stalked towards me and I sternly forced
myself not to get up and run away, despite the way my heart
pounded.

“Do you know that humiliation plays a part
in dominance and submission games?”

“Uhm, yes, I uhm, read that,” I said.

“Verbal abuse is an extremely important
aspect of the... the game. It has it's own psychological impact,”
he said. “What I did with Sophie is set the stage, which means
restraining her in certain ways, and then creating a scene. Verbal
insults, the kind I'm sure you saw, created a very... a lot of
excitement for Sophie. Do you understand that?”

“I uhm, I can see how that would, within
role playing,” I said uncertainly.

“Did it look like Sophie was enjoying
herself?”

“Yes,” I said, blushing.

“How I spoke to her, what words I used, that
had a significant effect on her. It always has – had.”

He dropped his eyes.

“Did you... care for her?” I asked.

“Care for her? Of course, I cared for her!
No, I wasn't in love with her, but she was a nice girl, a friendly
girl. She was a bit horny and bored and wanted excitement, which I
could certainly sympathize with. But it was... sport, not romance.
She made that clear from the start. Somehow or other, believe it or
not, she loved that fat old man she married. I think she had a
daddy complex.”

“Really?” I felt my eyebrows raise.

It was hard to imagine any woman wanting
Rudolph Heinz instead of Alexander Stone.

“We really didn't have much in common beyond
the physical,” he said. “She was into opera and ballet. She loved
the idea of being rich, and loved parading around in gowns, going
to balls and gallery openings. She loved expensive restaurants
which present meals on tiny plates with artfully presented
delicacies. All that bores me silly. Think of me as a meat and
potatoes guy.”

“You're a very rich meat and potatoes guy,”
I said.

“A steak and potatoes guy then,” he
conceded. “I was raised in Brooklyn, and not around here. I didn't
grow up rich, and I don't work at impressing people the way Sophie
did.”

“The problem will be, for the jury, getting
over the initial, well, revulsion, over how you treated her.”

“I treated her in a way she wanted me to, a
way designed to turn her on.”

“I understand that, well, intellectually.
And I hope to convince the jury of that. The problem is that
emotionally, the jury will still think you're a bastard for talking
to her and … whipping her.”

He glared unhappily, then sat back and
folded his arms across his chest. “And what about you?” he
demanded.

“Me?”

“You understand intellectually, but do you
understand emotionally? Because I'm not sure the discomfort I'm
seeing from you now is going to be very convincing to a jury.”

He had a point, a strong point.

“I am sure that by the time we get to trial
I'll have become sufficiently familiar with the … terminology
and...”

“Oh fuck the terminology,” he snapped,
sweeping his hand out and aside. “That's not what you need to come
to terms with. You need to become sufficiently familiar with the
BDSM theme to not blush when someone shows a video or testifies
about how I whipped them.”

I gulped, taken a back, somewhat. Yet I
couldn't exactly contradict him.

“Let me demonstrate,” he said.

He moved in closer to me, then bent over so
his face was a foot from mine.

“You whore!” he snarled.

I felt a jolt of alarm and fear, and shrank
back even as he straightened, his face now completely lacking
animosity.

“What did that word do to you, Ms. O’Brien?
Did you feel an emotional impact?”

“O-Of course!” I exclaimed, glaring at
him.

“It was like a blow, in a way, wasn't it? It
was a verbal blow, rather than a physical one, and part of how
submission and dominance themes are played out. If I call Sophie a
whore, it's not be insulting. It's because it causes a surge of
emotion.”

“I'm sure that – .”

“Yeah, sure, but even knowing that your
cheeks are red. And I bet if I do the same again I'll get the same
reaction. It's because words like that are only used to insult, to
degrade. But in a sexual role playing game of submission and
dominance their affect can be quite strongly arousing.”

I was admittedly more comfortable discussing
this as a sort of psychological exercise. It kept things more
clinical, and it calmed me down a little.

Until he bent over, his face very pleasant
and calm. I was just beginning to sort of brace myself for I knew
not what when he scowled at me, and his voice became a snarl.

“Do you understand me, you slut!?” he
demanded.

I felt that jolt again, worse than before,
even as he straightened up and his face resumed its normal
expression.

“I... please do not do that again, Mister
Stone!” I exclaimed sternly, my heart thumping.

“You're going to hear the word a lot in the
trial to come,” he said. “If you can't handle it I would hope you
won't be there.”

“Mister Harrison believes my presence, my...
asking question of certain witnesses, will be helpful,” I said.

“Because you're a girl.”

“Well, yes.”

“Then honey, you better immerse yourself in
the nasty words and actions of my sex life, because it's my sex
life which is going to be on trial. There's fuck all evidence I
killed Sophie. My arrest and charges are based almost entirely on
the kind of relationship we had.”

“That's not all they're based on,” I said
hesitantly.

He glared at me.

“The fact that there was no signs of forced
entry, and the alarm was turned off. That indicates she knew
whoever it was. And there was the uhm, bondage... theme...”

Sophie Michaelson had been found
spreadeagled naked, hanging by her wrists, her body covered in whip
marks, with a rope around her throat.

“That simply suggests whoever killed her
knew her,” he said. “And Sophie was a sexual submissive before she
met me, so I'm certainly not the only guy who ever tied her
up.”

“We're looking into her husband.”

“It was his refusal to do anything along
that line which got her cheating on him,” he said.

I shrugged. “Even so. We need to find
someone else to be at least a viable suspect.”

I was feeling very uptight, very tense
around him. Those harshly snarled words had really set my insides
to churning! This man was possibly a crazed sex killer, after
all!

“You should look into her previous
boyfriends, then.”

“We will. Speaking of previous boyfriends,
or girlfriends. The list of those the prosecution is to call as
witnesses include a number of your previous lovers.”

He shrugged unhappily.

“I'm not surprised.”

“I can tell you what they're looking for is
women who will testify you went over the line, and did more than
they wanted.”

He snorted and turned to walk towards the
glass wall again. “Pushing boundaries is what BDSM is all about.
You push the boundaries and see if your sub will follow. It's a
very careful reading of each person. Sometimes they're delighted,
sometimes you have to back off. I can guarantee you no former lover
of mine was ever harmed.”

“Did any of them ever accuse you of doing
things you shouldn't have done?”

“A few were angry about some things, but
only after we broke up.”

“I'll need you to look at this list of names
and then write down the worst thing each is likely to say about
you.”

He turned his head and glared at me. “What
would a list of your former lovers have to say about you?” he
demanded.

“Nothing bad, I'm sure,” I said. “And it
wouldn't be a long list.”

“You're being judgmental, Ms. O'Brien,” he
said.

I flushed. “Sorry.”

“Being judgmental is expressing disapproval
of my lifestyle. That's the sort of thing the prosecutor is
supposed to do.”

I flushed even more deeply, for of course,
he was right. But I was very off balance, emotionally, especially
with this big... man hovering nearby! I mean, I had watched him
naked, doing unspeakable things to women! And he was accused of an
even more unspeakable thing!

I had to fight very hard to keep my eyes
from flicking down towards his crotch, to see if there was an
unusual bulge there as befitted the size of the penis I'd noted on
the videos!

He turned away, which was a relief, but then
he curtly gestured towards me.

“Come here,” he ordered.

Nervously, I stood up and walked over to the
huge wall of glass.

“Put your hands on the glass in front of
you,” he ordered.

I did so, warily, to be sure, looking at him
uncertainly.

“You've seen police shows? Put your legs
back, push your bottom out.”

“I will not – .”

“I'm not going to search you or even touch
you. I'm making a point. Do it!”

I jerked at the last two words, which were a
harsh order, then, my heart beating faster again, put my hands on
the glass and leaned forward, as if to be 'frisked'.

“Bottom out.”

I flushed, but obeyed while he stood there
unmoving, arms folded across his chest.

“I want you to imagine you're in a dungeon,
and your wrists are tied to the wall,” he said.

My flush deepened and my heart beat faster
still!

“And naked, of course. You've been a bad
girl, or are pretending you've been a bad girl, and are about to be
strapped.”

“I don't see – .”

“Humor me. I'm paying your firm a fortune.
And if you're going to be questioning people at my trial you need
to lose some of your charming innocence, at least enough not to
blush all the time.”

I wanted to protest, but instead I felt like
cringing. If I did... if I was that awkward, if I was flushing and
blushing at the trial... God! It would be a disaster! I'd be a
laughingstock throughout the city! Maybe throughout the country! I
suddenly realized the consequences if I failed in this
“opportunity” to show my abilities as a trial lawyer!

“One thing you know for a certainty,” he
said. “After your strapping, your master is going to fuck your
brains out.”

I flushed even more!

“He's going to take you right like this,
from behind. Maybe he'll fuck you in the ass too.”

God! My face was burning hot!

“Spread your feet apart.”

I hesitated, pulse racing.

“Do it, slut!”

I gasped and jerked my feet apart on the
floor! I felt a rush of anger and resentment, and was on the razor
edge of refusing and demanding an apology!

“You need to own that word,” he said. “It's
going to be used a lot. You need to own it enough to shrug it
off.”

“I-I don't...”

“Do you hear me, you slut?” he demanded
angrily.

“Yes!” I gasped angrily.

“Yes, sir! Say it!”

“Yes, sir!” I snapped.

“Don't move!”

He walked away from me, leaving me there,
feeling somewhat dazed! My heart was pounding and I was sweating
despite the air conditioning. My mind was filled with turmoil
and...

He returned, holding a strap in his hand. I
gasped and started to push myself erect.

“Freeze!”

I froze, his voice jolting me as if it had
the power to freeze my muscles in place.

“I am not going to use this on you. So calm
down.”

His words, oddly, were calming. I believed
him.

“I want you to see this, though.”

He moved up beside me and held it out. It
was about thirty inches long and a bit over two inches wide. It was
straight and had no buckle, and was clearly not a belt meant to go
around anyone's waist. As he turned it over I saw it was actually
folded in half.

“When this hits your ass,” he said, in a
casual voice, “It stings.”

I flushed again.

“The belt on the bottom will fall back as
it's swung through the air. It will strike the top belt a moment
after the latter hits you. And even though it will never make
contact with your skin it will give the blow a double hit that will
sting more. It won't damage your skin, though.”

My mind squirmed as he showed me this!

“It's used for punishing naughty girls. If
you feel like a naughty girl, then perhaps you'll feel deserving of
punishment, Ms. O'Brien,” he said.

“I-I'm not a girl!” I gulped.

He snorted. “How old are you?”

“I don't see how – .”

“How old are you?” he demanded.

“I'm twenty five,” I said helplessly.

“Really? How long have you even been a
lawyer?”

“I graduated from Harvard Law last
year!”

He looked at me and I flushed.

“I'm really just there to assist Mister
Harrison, and for...”

“Eye candy.”

“I'm not eye candy!”

“You're there so you can ask questions of
female witnesses without seeming obnoxious and getting the jury
angry.”

“Well... yes, I think so. Look, can I
straighten up?”

“Why? Are your arms getting tired? Perhaps
you need more exercise, Ms. O'Brien.”

“Because I think you've made your
point.”

“That you think that just shows how much you
have left to learn.
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I was naked. My wrists were bound in heavy
rope as I leaned against the wall. My legs were straight and I was
bent forward at the waist, my hair hanging down as I stared down
along the wall at the floor below. My breasts hung loosely, feeling
heavy as I stood in place, legs well apart.

“Whore,” I heard him say.

The word jolted me.

“Slut.”

I felt another jolt.

“Now you're going to get just what you
deserve.”

I felt the strap against my back just above
my buttocks, felt it sliding slowly up along my back, then back
down again, cool against my overheated skin. It glided over my
buttocks, then down along my thighs before stopping. I gasped as it
pressed up against my naked sex, and could feel how wet and warm I
was!

“Whore,” I heard him say.

I felt the menace in the air, the menace of
his words, of his presence, of the danger he represented! But at
the same time, my body thrummed with sexual energy! My nipples were
hard and tingling, crackling with sexual energy that rippled
through my body!

“Spread your legs more, you
slut!”

I obeyed as the belt caressed the soft,
puffiness of my mons.

“Are you ready for your punishment,
whore?”

“Y-Yes!” I gasped helplessly.

“Yes sir!” he growled.

“Yes, sir!” I cried.

“Push your ass out more, slut.”

I rose on the balls of my bare feet,
thrusting my bottom out behind me, trembling as the belt slid back
and forth against my sex again.

“Have you ever been fucked up against a
wall, you blonde whore?”

“No, sir!” I gasped in a croaking
voice.

The belt suddenly slid around my neck! I
felt it encircling my throat, pulling in tightly! I could breath,
but only just, frozen in place, helpless to resist.

“I'm going to make you come like a
whore,” he growled.

I didn't see him. He was just... there...
behind me!

I felt the belt sliding back from my neck,
then sliding up against my sex again. I shuddered, my hips grinding
back helplessly, wantonly!

“... sunny morning here in the city and
it'll be a hot one today as the weatherman predicts a high of
seventy nine. I'm John Connolly and this is the WXPK news to Five
Thirty.”

I stared into the pillow my face was buried
in, grunting, dazed, the way you are when started awake from an
all-encompassing dream. I felt my mind clearing slowly, realizing
it was a dream.

Wow!

I groaned and realized that my hand was
between my legs, squeezing myself, and further, that I was, well,
very aroused. I rolled over slowly, still feeling dazed. My
breasts, since I'd been grinding them into the bed, felt swollen
and hot, my nipples hard. Even as I thought that my left hand slid
up along my naked belly, up onto my chest, my forearm lifting the
thin cotton nightie up as my hand found my breast.

I closed my eyes, moaning low in my throat
as my right hand stayed where it was, my fingers rubbing against my
clitoris. I was wet! It was a bit of a shock how wet, and I let
first one, then two fingers push through the puffy, swollen lips of
my sex and up into my body.

I couldn't not complete the scene. I
couldn't not imagine it, the strap hitting my bottom, then him
moving in behind me. I shuddered as I forced a third finger into my
pussy, wanting to feel myself stretched, imagining that big cock of
his sliding up inside me as he used me like... like a whore!

It was startling how little time it took! I
came within a minute, a wave of heat and sensation washing through
me as my hips bucked up violently against my fingers! I squeezed my
breast roughly and slammed my thighs closed against my hand, then
open, then closed again, rolling over onto my belly at last.

The orgasm faded, leaving me gasping,
shuddering. My hips ground against my fingers in a slow, languid
motion until they finally stopped and I eased my fingers out of my
overheated body.

I took several deep, slow breaths, then
slowly rolled over and sat up. I shook my head, swung my legs out
of bed, and got ready for another day.

I was bothered only a little by being turned
on by the dream. I wasn't a person with a ton of sexual experience,
and those videos of Stone had been incredibly passionate and
hot!

I was more bothered by what he'd made me
realize the other afternoon. I might be intellectually familiar
with the BDSM stuff, but I needed to be so familiar with it I could
speak casually about it in front of strangers without blushing or
acting like a virginal schoolgirl.

Or I was going to be destroyed!

I toyed with the idea of asking Harrison to
find someone else, but that might well be career suicide of another
sort. I needed to get over my hangups, and fast.

I just didn't know how.

I rolled out of bed, put on my jogging
clothes, and headed outside for fresh air. I used the time to
think, to try and draw for myself a resolution to the problems I
was facing. The biggest problem right now was that I was going to
have to engage in some very frank sexual discussions with people in
front of a jury.

And I'd just discovered that I was more than
a tad prudish about it all. Well, no, I hadn't just discovered it.
Stone had rubbed my face in it so I couldn't keep glossing over and
ignoring the fact.

What a bastard!

Then again, everything he'd said had made
perfect sense, and that business about verbal abuse was pretty
obviously true given Sophie's reaction. Maybe if I could get some
kind of academic psychology report on verbal abuse I'd be able to
present it to a jury in a matter-of-fact fashion that would help
explain away that video

I went to work, and sat down at my desk to
go through the outline of the case the prosecution had sent over. I
read through it with as much dispassion as I could, looking for
weaknesses. But I also looked at it with an eye to, well, seeking
reassurance. Did Stone kill his girlfriend or not?

There was no question he had been there
before. His DNA and fingerprints were found at her place. But then,
he was her lover. Given the nature of their relationship and given
the way she had died he was certainly the prime suspect from the
start.

When police have a prime suspect they tend
to focus on proving he did it, and can often ignore other options.
And not only did he have easy access, he had no alibi. He lived
alone and had left his condo an hour before the killing.

That was on the security tape from his
condo, as was his return a couple of hours later. The police had
found a CCTV road video of him crossing the Brooklyn Bridge, and
another of him turning off FDR Drive into the Upper East Side –
which happened to be where Sophie and her husband maintained a
luxury townhouse when they were in the city and didn't want to
drive back to Connecticut. The police said he'd gone to Sophie's
place to kill her, but there was no witness to put him at the scene
then. And the last video they had was leaving FDR Drive.

He claimed to have gone for a drive, which
was a pretty crappy alibi, especially when the cops could put him
in at least the general area of the victim's townhouse.

But if he hadn't been there, and hadn't
driven around enjoying the night, then where the hell had he been?
Why would he cover it up given this was a murder trial? Was he that
convinced there was no case against him?!

On the surface I suppose I could see why he
would be. The police couldn't prove he'd been there that night,
couldn't prove he'd been the one to strangle him. Their DNA
evidence merely showed he'd been at the house some time
recently.

Then there was the rope around her neck. The
police had testimony from former lovers that he sometimes engaged
in “breath play” which was basically choking someone as they
climaxed. That was dangerous enough that if they died you'd be
convicted of manslaughter, but not of murder.

But he wasn't claiming it was an accident.
He was claiming he wasn't there. So if she was to believe him then
he had to be somewhere else. With someone? Why wouldn't he tell
their name, then? Another married woman? Even so, why not tell? It
was a murder case!

I spent the day interviewing those on the
defense witness list, cabbing it from building to building, looking
for testimony about his self-control and lack of temper. I found
plenty of the former but none of the latter.

He was, as he'd suggested, a man of little
patience when he thought someone deserved to be called out. He was
a physically imposing man, a rich man, with no boss to answer to.
He could yell and castigate people all he wanted.

Then again, going over the prosecution
testimony related to his temper I did notice that none of the
people he had been nasty to were little people. That is, there were
no clerks or waiters or parking lot attendants on the list.
Everyone testifying about his temper was someone fairly high up in
business.

Stone managed a hedge fund. His fund took
over companies which were seen as not performing up to par, fired
people, and either made the books look much better, or took the
place apart to sell its parts. I've never liked that sort of
cutthroat business, and ruefully admitted it wasn't going to make
him any friends on the jury either.

But at least the people he tore a strip off
of tended to be presidents and CEOs and multimillionaire investors,
not hapless doormen who had to take it in fear for their jobs. And
they tended to be men. There were no women on the list.

Was Stone, despite his brutal game playing,
an old fashioned gentleman who wouldn't scream and yell at a woman
in public? The thought was more than a little startling.

I called up Phillip Rose, who was second to
Stone in running the hedge fund.

“Mister Rose? It's Lili O'Brien again. I
just had another question for you.”

“Go ahead,” he said.

“Mister Stone often lacks patience and tends
to be rather... uhm, openly critical of people when he doesn't
think much of what they're doing,” I said.

“You mean he tells them what he thinks of
them in pungent terms,” he said dryly.

“Yes, exactly. I'm looking at the witness
list the prosecution has to demonstrate his bad temper and I don't
see the names of any women here. Surely he must have encountered
some women during his, uhm, work.”

“Women aren't all that common up at the
levels Alex deals with,” Rose replied.

“But surely there have been some?”

“Well, yes, some.”

“Some that annoyed him? Aggravated him?”

“Speaking from personal experience, there've
certainly been some who aggravated me,” he said.

“You see, it would be even better for the
prosecution to have women testifying about him screaming and
yelling at them, so I'm curious why they don't seem to have
any.”

“Well, first, Alex doesn't scream and yell,”
he replied. “He speaks in a very forthright and cutting fashion.
But he seldom raises his voice. He can tear a strip off a man
without resorting to screaming and yelling.”

“All right, granted, but – .”

“I have to admit I haven't seen him tearing
into a woman before,” he said. “I don't know it's never happened,
but I haven't witnessed it.”

I thanked him and hung up, then made a few
more calls with much the same lack of success.

Could I use this in some way? As a
demonstration of his self control, or that he was, outside of role
playing, polite and respectful towards women?

I took it to Harrison and he loved it. There
wasn't much we could use to suggest Stone was a gentleman, not with
those videos, and him being a hard charging hedge fund manager.
This wasn't exactly man of the year material either, but at least
it was something.

Unfortunately, the only way to exploit it
was to get more information – from Stone. I suggested calling him
but Harrison was adamant. I had to go in person. I knew that, of
course, but had felt uneasy enough the last time.

I still had flashbacks of standing with my
hands against the wall and my bottom pushed out, and him holding
that strap! Only now it was worse. Since that vivid dream this
morning, and the heat which had stayed with me into waking, that
memory of him was now imbued with a sort of dark, dangerous sense
of excitement and sensual heat.

Ugh!

He'd taken a leave of absence from work, so
I cabbed it over to his condo again, bracing myself to be as
professional as possible.

He was frowning as he opened the door, and I
was slightly taken aback, for he was dressed in a tailored three
piece suit of dark gray. I'd seen some nice suits at work, but this
one was very impressive indeed. This wasn't just tailored, this was
designer wear, I thought.

And he'd shaved! I was startled, for the
lack of facial hair really had changed his appearance. It was much
less grim, and he had a square jawed look which made me
involuntarily squeeze muscles way down low.

At the same time, there were those big
hands, and I couldn't help wondering if they'd been around that
poor woman's neck!

“Y-You look good without your beard,” I
gulped.

“You mean I didn't before?”

I flushed. “I mean... nicer.”

“Nicer?” he said, rubbing his pale chin.
“Nobody's likely to think of me as nice. Well, come on in. I have a
bit of time before my meeting.”

'I thought you were on a, er, leave of
absence?”

“That's for public consumption. I don't go
to the office, but I still work.”

“I have some questions about your work,” I
said. “In aid of making you seem... uhm, nicer.”

He snorted and I found myself caught by the
view again as I followed him across the floor. Then I looked at the
glass and remembered the other day, feeling a low thrumming down
low.

“So ask away.”

“There is a list of prosecution witnesses of
people you've lost your temper with.”

“I never lose my temper.”

“Been nasty to, then.”

“Of that I'm guilty.”

“Said... unkind... unflattering things to in
a er, harsh voice.”

“Okay.”

“None of them are women.”

“So?”

“Tactically, it would be way better for the
prosecution to have women testifying how nasty you were to them.
That they don't have any makes me... and Mister Harrison wonder if
there are any, or if perhaps you uhm, tended not to be as nasty to
them.”

He looked at me strangely before speaking
slowly. “There aren't that many women at the top of the power
structure in business.”

“Yes, Mister Rose says as much, but surely
you've encountered some which irritated you.”

“Irritated me? You could say that, yes.”

“You've never had occasion to point out just
how inadequate they are to their faces? In aloud and insulting
fashion?”

He hesitated, and I could see he was
thinking.

“You know... I can't really think of any
offhand.”

“Why? I bet you can think of the men you've
stomped on.”

“Stomped on? You'd be amazed at what
stupidity people can get up to, even at a very high level of
management. When I see someone who's heavily educated, heavily
experienced, been managing a company for years, makes millions in
bonuses, and he does these goddamn stupid things which hurt the
company well, yes, I can be kind of cutting in my remarks.”

“And stupid women?”

He looked uncertain. “There have been some,
certainly. Andrea Baker, comes to mind. God, what a bitch. Susan
Houseman, who almost wrecked Carolyn Baker – that's a brokerage
house, with her inane game playing – not my kind of game, btw.
Julia Steinman, who was a self-centered and arrogant moron who
fought against my taking over her company tooth and nail, even
though it was on the verge of bankruptcy. Yes, there have been a
few.”

“Did you ever tell these women what you
thought of them?”

“Not in so many words, I suppose.”

“Why not?”

He shrugged.

“I guess what I'm trying to get at is, well,
is it possible you're... a gentleman?”

He looked surprised, then laughed, then
scowled.

“Of course I'm a gentleman, Ms. O'Brien.
What the hell else would I be?”

“Well...”

“You're being judgmental about my sex life
again and sloshing it over into the rest of my life.”

I was, of course. He was right. The idea of
him being a gentleman had actually startled me.

“Mister Harrison was kind of surprised,
too,” I said.

He shook his head and sighed. “You vanilla
types.”

“Unfortunately, the jury is liable to be
full of vanilla types.”

“Yes, life tends to be. Dull as they
are.”

He shook his head, and moved across the
room.

“Come with me,” he said.

I opened my mouth to protest, but he was
already walking away. So I followed, a bit nervously, to be sure.
We went down a floor of gray and black marble, between dark onyx
pillars which had me looking around like a kid at Disneyland. Wow,
this was nice looking! Then turned at a small door, which he
opened. He gestured me through, and I walked into … all the stuff
I'd seen on the internet!

I gulped, immediately feeling myself go
tense, feeling my eyes go wide and, dammit, feeling my cheeks
flush! Shit!

There was an X shaped wooden frame attached
to the wall on the right, man sized, with leather restraints
attached to the ends of the X. Directly in front was a polished
wooden beam which rose from the floor and curved gently forward,
something like a streetlight, except that a pair of shackles hung
from a chain on the end!

There was a rack on the wall filled with
whips and flogs and straps, and on the left side of the room a pair
of tall, round, wooden posts, with rings running along the insides,
no doubt to tie someone. There was also a pulley system with chains
and hooks hanging from the ceiling, and some strange looking little
frames, one of which looked sort of like a rocking horse. No, it
WAS a rocking horse, except it had a uhm, well, a dildo sticking up
from the very narrow seat!

I turned abruptly to get out and ran into
his chest, bounced back and gasped as he grabbed my shoulders to
steady me. I jerked away and he let me go.

“Look around. It's my hobby. There's no
hiding it. The prosecution has pictures of this room, probably
videos. They'll be showing it to the jury.”

He was completely right on all counts, but
it still made me exceedingly nervous to be in here with him, not to
mention, well, making my face red again.

“You need to get so familiar with stuff like
this you stop blushing,” he said.

Again he was completely right, so I gave
myself a mental slap and determined to look around with less of a
sense of squeamishness.

The thing is, under my squeamishness and
uneasiness was this slow, roiling heat, thick and heavy and dark,
underlying the growing awareness I'd been having of Stone as, well,
an incredibly gorgeous man. He was an incredibly sexy man,
powerful, determined, and frankly, from every video I'd seen,
amazingly good in bed.

It was hard not to undress him with my eyes
given I'd seen him undressed on video! He was probably close to ten
years older than me, too, which leant him the same sort of air of
an authority figure as I'd come to feel about my teachers over the
years.

Then again, his size and attitude would be
considered pretty authoritarian by people of any age!

He'd be a bastard to work for, I
thought.

“I don't really understand why you need all
this,” I said, almost without thinking.

“Need? Need doesn't enter into it. None of
this is needed. Hobbies aren't needed.”

“This isn't a hobby,” I said. “It's... a
sexual... uh... preference.”

“Sex isn't just about coitus, Ms. O'Brien,”
he said dryly. “Consider these to be stage props to appeal to the
most important sexual organ – the brain.”

“But why does your brain want them?”

“Not my brain, the brain of women.”

I glanced at him in surprise.

“Oh I won't deny I take a certain degree of
pleasure in control,” he said. “I'm an A-type personality. I like
being in control. But I don't need to tie a woman up to be in
control of her, in the bedroom or anywhere else. No, when a woman
is tightly tied down, that's for her benefit, that's an aid
to turning her on a lot more than me.”

“But you're the one with the torture
chamber,” I said.

He shrugged. “It's not like I put a lot of
effort into creating it. I also don't use it a lot. But it does
have a salutary effect on certain women, and that I do find
arousing.”

“Wh-what kind of salutary effect?” I asked
nervously.

“It turns them on, of course. I've had a lot
of sex in my life. Insofar as sport sex is concerned, my primary
interest now is in causing my lovers to have the most intense,
exciting, arousing and satisfying sex of their lives.”

“You're not a very humble man, are you?” I
asked dryly.

“What do I have to be humble about?” he
asked.

I scowled, for I couldn't really think of
anything.

“Besides, I'm not exaggerating. You can ask
the witnesses. Hell, you've seen some of the videos. Have you ever
screamed in pleasure like my lovers have during sex, Ms.
O'Brien?”

I flushed hotly.

“My sex life is none of your business,” I
said.

“Merely a question related to the
conversation at hand,” he said mildly.

I glowered. Arrogant bastard! And he was a
pervert, too! I felt like saying that! Not all of us were obsessed
with sex enough to have a special sex room!

“Besides, I doubt you have a sex life,” he
said.

“What is that supposed to mean?” I
demanded.

“It means you're just out of law school. I
have some idea of the kinds of hours junior lawyers have to put in,
you know. They're practically... slaves.”

“Well at least no one whips us,” I
replied.

“No, the lure of money and success goads you
on, along with the occasional tongue-lashing. I assure you, my kind
of slave girl has a lot more fun.”

“I don't understand what the pleasure is in
this,” I said sourly, standing next to the hobby horse, or whatever
it was called.

“It's actually a modified form of a very old
torture device,” he replied, coming up uncomfortably close behind
me.

He ran his hand along the narrow middle of
the 'horse'. It had a padded place there, but it wasn't exactly a
saddle. It was about an inch wide, the same as the rest of the long
wooden frame.

“It's modified in that the padding prevents
physical harm, and of course, there's this vibrator element
underneath.”

I felt my face warming again. “I don't see
how that is going to excite anyone.”

He smiled faintly. “You would if you were on
it, naked.”

“Not something that's going to happen,” I
said firmly.

“Never say never,” he replied. “I haven't
known you long, Ms. O'Brien, but you strike me as the intelligent
sort, probably have a good imagination, too, given what Harrison
has had to say about you. That's exactly the sort who can bake in
their own bodies at the thought of some of my little
entertainments.”

“I will thank you not to speculate on my –
.”

“And I want you to experience at least
something of this world before you step out onto a courtroom floor
and start stammering and blushing,” he said.

I hesitated. “I'm not going to – .”

“No, something mild. Try on a collar, for
example. See yourself in a collar. Not naked, fully clothed.”

“I don't see how – .”

“Do you want to get some insight into this?
Not just intellectual but emotional?”

I hesitated again and could feel myself
biting my lower lip, which was something I had been trying to cure
myself of for a while. I was nervous about this trial, though, and
nervous about HIM!

“Fine,” I said warily.

I knew my anxiety about him was foolish. As
he'd said, he didn't need to tie a woman up to do whatever he
wanted to her. His hands were huge. For that matter, I'd seen him
naked, had seen just how muscular he was. He could do anything he
wanted to me if that was his intent.

He went to a cupboard and slid aside a door,
then took out a round metal object. It wasn't like the medieval
type collars I'd seen in pictures, nor the more modern studded
leather I had seen in videos. This was metal, but it gleamed like
jewelery. It was silver, but with gold, or gold-plated edges.

He looked at me, and I blushed. He shook his
head and turned back to examine the collar, adjusting it in some
way.

“Remove your jacket, would you?”

“Wh-Why?”

“Because you need to be able to see it
properly.”

I felt my heart beating faster, but shrugged
as casually as I could. I was wearing a silk t-shirt beneath. I
removed my jacket and folded it over the horse thing, and he came
up right in front of me, holding the collar. My hands rose
instinctively.

“Hands at your sides, please.”

I gulped and lowered my hands as he slid the
metal carefully around my throat. I could feel a rising tension as
I felt the metal closing in, as he moved around behind me and I
felt his fingers at my neck, felt him drawing in the hinged clasp
behind.

The collar firmly enclosed my throat, and it
was about two and a half inches wide. At least he'd have a hard
time strangling me through this, I thought anxiously. It felt
lightweight, but firm. I started as he gently took my arm and
turned me towards the near wall, where there was a large
mirror.

“Have a look,” he said.

I didn't have to look to know my face was
red. But I felt a jolt anyway at the sight of the collar around my
neck, the ring prominent in the center. I felt my stomach
fluttering, for it was impossible to completely ignore...
possibilities, to ignore what I'd seen in the videos, to ignore
some of my own dark fantasies.

He moved back while I looked at myself
uneasily, reaching up to touch the metal. When he returned he had
two smaller versions of the collar, which at first confused me.

“Give me your hand,” he said.

I was so slow-witted I actually did, then
yanked it back when I saw what he was about to do.

“No way!”

“Ms. O'Brien,” he said patiently. “I don't
need to shackle you. You know this.”

”But...”

“Do you want some insight into this or
not?”

I hesitated, agonizing, and he took my hand
and raised it, slipping the metal shackle around my wrist. It
wasn't like a handcuff, which was very narrow. This was perhaps an
inch and a half wide, and was just as firm around my wrist as the
collar was around my neck.

I stared at my wrist as he released it and
took my other hand, quickly sliding the shackle around it, as well.
Then to my surprise, he drew my hands back behind my back, and
before I could protest, I felt a click. I tried to jerk my hands
apart and couldn't!

“I'm going to simply leave you in here by
yourself for a few minutes with the mirror,” he said, which caused
me great relief. “But one final thing I think would be useful to
you before I go.”

He went back to the cupboard, took out a
plastic bag and tore it open, then came over with what looked like
a small black ball and a shoe lace.

I was startled as he lifted the ball up
against my mouth.

“Open wide,” he ordered.

The pressure against my mouth instinctively
caused me to do so, as he slid the thing forward. It was... a ball,
and I felt my skin burning even more as I recognized it from some
of the videos and pictures! I wanted to protest, and my hands
jerked up, or tried to, to push his hands away!

Of course, my wrists were shackled behind my
back, and his big hand was behind my head, gripping my hair. I
gasped as he pulled it downward, forcing my head up, forcing my
mouth wide! The ball gag slid past my teeth and into my mouth!

Or mostly.

It was too big for my mouth! Or at least, my
teeth couldn't close any more, but were held apart, biting on the
edge of the ball as he drew the shoelace behind my neck and clipped
it together.

“Now I'll go.”

And he did!
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My heart was pounding and my pulse racing,
but when he closed the door behind him I did feel a surge of
relief. Shortly after that I felt an eruption of anger at myself
for letting him do this to me! I was completely helpless now! He
could do anything!

Of course, I had been completely helpless
before, a rational part of my mind told me. He was twice my weight
and probably four or five times my muscle mass.

I pulled at my wrists, but it was very clear
they would not come free. I stared around me a bit wildly, then at
myself in the mirror. God! How could I let him do this!?

Yet, there was something indefinably erotic
about the way my mouth was held open, about the collar around my
neck. There was no denying it, even as my heart continued to beat
like a drum. I felt myself imagining what it would be like to have
these on naked! To be naked like this! Before him!

The dark throbbing in my body and the back
of my mind grew much more powerful, and I rolled my eyes away, then
tried sternly to school my features. Yet it was no use to do that
when My face was red. I could see the flush traveling down my neck
and on my upper chest, as well.

That would never do come the trial! I tried
to argue myself into calmness. It was just a collar, after all. It
meant nothing! I was fully clothed! And the office knew where I
was, and Stone, provided he wasn't crazy, wasn't about to force me
into anything.

Provided he wasn't crazy, of course, this
man was on trial for murder!

What would it be like, I thought. What would
sex with Stone be like? Like this!? What would he do to me?! Could
he really make me scream in pleasure!? I seriously doubted that!
But on the other hand, the experience would probably be...
extremely... wild.

No way any man was whipping me!

Mind you, it hadn't seemed to have done the
girls in the videos any lasting damage, and they seemed to get off
on it. But they were perverts. I wasn't a pervert!

On the other hand, my nipples were tingling,
and very, very hard. I flushed even more redly, anguished at the
sight of them through the thin, taut silk t-shirt. I'd worn the
shirt because it was warm today, and because I hadn't expected that
I would be taking off my jacket in the air conditioned office.

It was actually a little... tight across the
chest, and the pale green color let the sharp dimples of my nipples
show embarrassingly clearly! Fuck! I looked at myself in the mirror
and cringed. I looked... all hot and bothered! What was he going to
think when he saw me like this!? What was he going to do!?

I jerked my wrists against the shackles in a
futile attempt to pull them free, then set about trying to calm
myself, doing the mental exercises I'd learned once in a yoga
class.

And then the damn door opened and he came
in. I twisted away from him, then tried to pretend it was out of
something... disdain, even, and not an attempt to hide. I gasped
when I felt his big hand sliding through my hair behind my neck,
felt the fingers close around a thick mass of hair.

He jerked my head up and back and I gasped,
eyes rolling up and back at him.

“And how do you feel, Ms. O'Brien? Starting
to get a little insight into the psychology, into how a woman can
be … influenced by these little toys of mine?”

I sure as hell did! But I wasn't about to
admit it! I rolled my eyes away. I could hardly reply with my mouth
filled with the stupid ball gag anyway!

But I gasped as he used his grip on my hair
to swing me around bodily, pointing me at the mirror. I stared at
the image, of my head jerked back, him holding my hair, his big
body up behind me, and a bit to the side. I looked so incredibly
helpless in his grip! And, God help me, I felt this strange
seething sense of dark heat at the sight!

“The interesting aspect of submission and
domination which most people in the vanilla world don't quite get,”
he said from above and behind me, “Is that the submissive is
actually the one who controls everything. The direction of the
scene depends on him or her, on how they feel and what they
want.”

I gasped into the gag as he pulled me
backward by the hair, away from the mirror and into the center of
the room.

“As far as I go, their reaction tells me
what my response should be. With experience, it's not very
difficult to tell when a woman is... aroused, as opposed to turned
off.”

I flinched and my face flamed even more at
his words, taking them as him saying he knew I was aroused! That
made me embarrassed and self-conscious again, my mind squirming
wildly as if it could find an excuse, a means of dissembling...

He released my hair, at least, and I felt
his hands sliding down my neck on the side, over my shoulders, then
down my arms to settle just above my wrists. They slid lower, and I
felt, with a burst of relief, the two shackles come apart.

I knew a moment of relief, in which I
attempted to pull myself together, to figure out what to say to
make this seem like nothing but an academic learning exercise to
me. And then he was lifting my wrists up high. I jerked my head up
and back, and felt another shock as he clipped the shackles
together again and slipped them over a hook!

I jerked my arms, but the hook had a small
tongue which came down over the open end and had to be depressed to
lift the clasps of the joined shackles off.

“For your sake, Ms. O'Brien, and for my
sake, I really do need you to start to feel comfortable with this
sort of thing,” he said. “Get used to it. Recognize it as not all
that abnormal. Accept that human beings have their little foibles,
their little oddities, even in sex.”

I jerked as his hands caught at my waist,
kind of holding me there. I felt my emotions starting to go into
overdrive as his hands slid around behind me. My t-shirt was a half
inch or so above the edge of my trousers because of the way my arms
were stretched up, and his hands slid into it!

I felt another shock-wave as his bare hands
slid up gently along my lower back. They moved gently but firmly,
up under my bra strap, then caressed my skin, moving to the sides,
to stroke my shoulder blades before moving further, the tips of his
fingers curving around my ribs before his hands slid slowly down
again.

“Remember,” he said softly. “You control
everything that happens. And nothing happens unless you want it
to.”

His hands slid slowly around my waist to
settle on my belly and stroke it lightly, then pulled off as he
moved away from me and headed for the door.

“I'll give you another few minutes to see if
you can put yourself into the right frame of mind to – understand
some of the things which will be coming up in the course of the
trial,” he said.

He left me there, gasping, almost
hyperventilating, despite the gag filling my mouth! I was standing
more or less upright. I mean, my heels were touching the floor, if
barely. My body felt stretched out, the metal shackles tight and
firm around my wrists.

The feel of his hands on my bare back still
filled my mind! How dare he!? I would... I would complain to...
Mister Harrison! Well, but he'd only touched my back. That was
hardly an earth shaking thing.

Yet it had sure felt earth shaking at
the time!

I felt even more breathless, more
emotionally ragged, even though admittedly he hadn't done much of
anything. I had felt on the edge of panic as his hands had slid up
and down my body, but now... now the panic had receded into a
whirling confusion of thoughts and emotions.

One thing which was overwhelmingly obvious
was that I was completely at his mercy! He could do anything he
wanted to me!

Again, I reminded myself that he didn't need
to shackle me for that. He was way bigger and stronger. His words
suddenly took on a very fine edge, as did the ones which said this
place was designed to influence his lovers, not him.

Well it sure was having an influence over
me!

I could still see myself in the big mirror,
and I felt a sense of wild, almost dizzying shock as I imagined
myself standing like this naked! Naked and helpless, at his mercy!
Like the videos I had seen!

That big cock of his! What would that feel
like pushing into my body!?

What would those big hands feel like on my
breasts!?

And what would those lips feel like on
mine...?

The door opened, and I braced myself, heart
pounding. He came very casually into the room and stopped before
me. I did my best to seem as casual as possible, except for
frowning at him with the disapproval I felt I had to show.

He looked down with a small smile, then his
hand rose, his index finger extended.

“Now, Ms. O'Brien,” he said. “Examine how
you feel at this moment.

His finger pressed lightly against my lower
lip where it was pressed against the ball gag, then slowly slid
lightly along my lip, to the side, then up along my upper lip.

“Do you begin to understand the sort of …
attraction this might hold for some women?” he asked softly. “And
you're just barely touching the edges of things. Imagine if you
were 'forced' to obey, forced to kneel naked before me, shackled,
forced to pleasure me with your lovely lips.”

I jerked my head away and he chuckled
softly.

He slid his fingers through my hair.

“You have lovely soft hair, by the way,” he
said.

His fingers undid the string holding the
ball gag in place, then reached for it, tugging lightly. I pushed
at it with my tongue, opening my lips wider, and it slid out
through my lips until he was holding it in his hand, dangling it by
the string.

“Y-You can't – !”

He pressed his index finger against my lips
to silence me.

“Do not speak,” he said sternly.

I halted, rolling my eyes up at him, and he
smiled.

“You see. I don't need to gag you with
implements, or shackle you with metal.

“I'm not – !”

He turned his finger inward and slid it
through my lips and along my tongue.

“Close your lips, “ he ordered.

I did, though partly instinctively, and felt
my eyes widen as I stared at him. His finger was in my mouth, and I
felt my mind starting to dissolve in confusion, uncertainty, fear,
alarm, excitement, and a helpless sense of something hugely
irresistible taking over. Should I bite him or – !?

“Suck, little girl,” he whispered.

The fingers of his other hand slid my bangs
aside, then slid around behind my head. I moaned as I sucked
hesitantly on his finger, and he slid it deeper, then back out
again to trace the O of my parted lips.

“I would love to see you like this – naked,”
he said in a low growl.

The sound of his deep voice seemed to
resonate through my body, through my chest, and down low between my
legs so that I thrummed wildly!

He turned me around and his hands slid up my
back again, more firmly this time, but still, slowly, caressing my
overheated flesh. I felt... I felt as I needed to say something, to
express my... disapproval, or at least, to pretend to a disapproval
which was melting rapidly away as the heat grew more intense within
my mind and body!

His hands slid up and unclipped my bra
strap! I jerked as if struck, but then his long fingers slid around
my ribs, and up in front, pushing up against the loosening bra,
cupping my bare breasts which suddenly began to swell and throb and
burn in a way I couldn't remember them ever feeling before in my
life!

“Your breasts are very firm, little girl,”
he said softly, as his fingers lifted and held them, cupping and
kneading lightly.

My nipples felt like hot, tingling little
pebbles! His long, thick fingers lifted my breasts up within my
t-shirt, then eased down, lifted them up, then eased down. His
fingers kneaded the flesh softly, shifting, moving, squeezing my
breasts in together, then back to the sides, then up again. His
lips moved lightly along the the side of my neck above the collar,
his breath warm against my skin.

And then he eased his hands back, gripping
the t-shirt, sliding it up, along with my bra, up over my
shoulders, up over my head, up my arms and wrists and.. and then
just left them there, somehow kind of hooked on the hook above
me!

His hands slid down my bare arms as my
breathing began to get wildly ragged. They slid down to my ribs and
around me to cup and squeeze my breasts again.

I was frozen with tension! I mean, I
couldn't speak, could hardly think, couldn't decide on what to say
or do! I couldn't forget for a moment that this was sort of the way
Sophie Michaelson had died! But even so my body was pulsing with
the kind of sexual pressure I couldn't ever remember
experiencing!

I gasped as he gripped my hair again, this
time forcing my head way back between my arms, forcing my back to
arch as his other hand coasted gently up and down my chest and
belly.

“Submission means submitting to the will of
your body, not to me,” he said softly. “It is your own arousal
which controls you, which dominates you.”

His hand slid down my straining chest, down
my taut belly, and then with barely a pause to unclip my trousers,
pushed down into them, down into my panties!

“Oh! Wait! Don't!” I cried, feeling a sense
of panic.

He chuckled throatily, his fingers rubbing
lightly against my clitoris, then his hand eased back up, sliding
up my abdomen, my stomach, and up over my breasts again.

He leaned in, standing behind me as he was,
and loomed out of my peripheral vision even as I felt his lips,
then his teeth against the side of my throat, just below my
ear!

“Waiting just makes the heat build,” he
all-but whispered.

Now I felt his body pressing against me from
behind, felt the hardness, the very large hardness of him pressing
into my buttocks. I was hit by another wild jolt of emotion even as
his right hand slid down my body again, this time on the outside of
my trousers, rubbing and squeezing me between the legs.

He eased up and away and around in front of
me, and I stared up at him, stricken, mouth wide, gulping in air. I
knew my eyes must have been wild as he reached for my chin with
both hands, cupping my face, then leaned in and kissed me.

It was a kiss which was so gentle it shocked
me. I mean, here I was tied up and with this incredible pounding
sexual fever rising within me, with sexual electricity crackling
like sheet lightning through the room, and he was giving me this
soft, gentle kiss!?

The kiss didn't stay soft and gentle, of
course. His lips seemed to... expand. They were soft and delicate
at first, but his mouth slid over mine with a certain confidence
and force, as his hands slid away from my jaw and around my
body.

They caressed the skin of my back, and
pulled me in against him, my breasts flattening against his chest
as his big hands stroked up and down my back. His kiss deepened,
with his tongue flitting out in light, shallow movements, while his
hands got tired of stopping at my waist and slid right down inside
my loose trousers!

I moaned into his mouth as his big hands
caressed my buttocks, kneading and squeezing them the same way they
had my breasts. The pulsing heat between my legs was becoming
overpowering, and my head was aching with the pressure of something
that had my body on the edge of trembling uncontrollably!

His hands kneaded my buttocks, and my
trousers slid slowly down my hips, down my thighs as he continued
to kiss me.

My mind continued to swirl and churn wildly!
This was incredibly unprofessional! It was incredibly dangerous! It
was incredibly stupid! I'd be fired for sure if Harrison found
out!

His tongue eased in and did this little
flicking thing which had it stroking across my own tongue, and I
gasped as one of his hands slid up my back again and gripped my
hair. He yanked back sharply enough to make me cry out as his lips
slid off mine and he sort of licked and kissed his way down the
front of my neck from my chin to where the collar encircled it.

He moved around behind me again, and I
jerked my head around, first to the left, then the right, then
left, trying to see what he was doing. He had ducked down, and I
yelped as I felt my trousers being yanked backwards, pulling my
feet out from under me!

For a moment I hung from my wrists, which
hurt! But then my feet were on the floor again, at least,
momentarily. He gripped my right ankle and jerked it up and back,
then pulled off my shoe before letting my foot drop!

“What are – !?”

He jerked my other foot back and removed
that shoe! I was kind of on the balls of my feet now, my pulse
racing as he released my ankle, then bit me lightly on the thigh,
then on the hip, as he rose, then nibbled his way up along my back
to the back of my neck!

He didn't have to move around in front of
me, but instead spun me around! I gasped, off-balanced, and then he
grinned at me and wrapped his arms around my waist, pulling me
forward, one hand then sliding up into my hair, forcing me to arch
my back again as he bent over and closed his lips around the center
of my right breast.

My nipple was tingling wildly, and now his
mouth was around it, his teeth digging into my soft flesh as he
sucked rhythmically against it! His tongue circled my nipple, then
swept up across it in short, deft little motions that had me
moaning low in my throat!

He shifted to my other breast, chewing a
little harder at my flesh while sucking and licking at my tingling
nipple, then straightened and drew his hands up under my breasts,
cupping and squeezing them.

He moved behind me, gripping my arm as he
did and yanking hard. It spun me around on the balls of my feet,
off-balance again and almost falling – except I couldn't fall, of
course. He gripped my hair very tightly, bunched up right next to
my skull, then his eyes bored into mine as he pointed his finger at
my mouth.

“Form a kiss.”

Is tared at him, dazed.

“Make your lips into a pucker, little girl,”
he ordered.

I blinked anxiously, then obeyed, and he
slid his finger forward, letting it circle my lips, then pressing
into the center, pushing slowly through my pursed lips into my
mouth and across my tongue! He pumped it slowly in and out, then
added a second finger, then a third.

“Suck,” he ordered.

I sucked, moaning, legs feeling rubbery as
he stared into my eyes and pumped his fingers slowly in and out of
my mouth!

He drew his fingers back, and suddenly he
had the ball gag in his hand. Still holding my hair tightly,
forcing my head to remain in position, he pressed the ball against
my lips, and they gave way.

“Suck,” he ordered.

I shuddered weakly as he pushed the ball
forward, as it forced my lips wider, my jaw wider, sliding into my
mouth to fill it.

“Suck,” he said.

I sucked dazedly, as the ball filled my
mouth, and he tied the cord around my head, then he let his right
hand slide down my body, down into my thong, his fingers over my
clitoris as I trembled openly now. He let his fingers stroke me
there, while staring into my eyes, and I came. I came with a
violence I could hardly ever remember experiencing in my life!

My hips bucked wildly and I gurgled in
ragged, breathless animal heat, my body convulsing as heat exploded
from deep within my lower belly! My head jerked back in short,
jerky motions and my legs got even more rubbery so I almost wound
up hanging by my wrists!

He drew his fingers up out of my thong and
slid them into his mouth, sucking lightly, his eyes intent.

“Such a naughty girl,” he said, removing
them. “Clearly you need to be punished for your sluttish ways.”

He reached down and gripped my thong in his
big hand, gathering in the sides, then yanked hard. I cried out in
muffled shock and pain as he tore the thong right off my hips,
fabric digging up sharply into my sex before the waistband gave
way.

He gripped my arm and roughly jerked me
around, moving in behind me again, pointing me at the mirror.

“It was fated, don't you think?” he said,
forcing me to stare at myself naked in the mirror. “The moment you
saw this room you knew you would be imprisoned in it, didn't
you.”

I shook my head jerkily, and he released me,
then slapped my bottom sharply. I yelped at the stinging even as he
moved away from me and over to the cupboard. I stared at him, then
at my image in the mirror again, feeling a sense of dazed
disbelief!

I jerked my head around as he returned with
something else in his hand. It looked like two small bells on the
ends of short cords. The cords each had a loop at the end, and he
squeezed my left breast sharply, making the hard nipple stand out
even more, before slipping the loop around it.

I moaned, staring down, as he slowly drew
the loop closed, as it tightened around the base of my nipple, then
tightened still further. I felt the pressure beginning to ache, to
throb, then to burn, and I tried to jerk free!

He snorted, releasing my breast, which now
had the bell dangling from my nipple. It was heavy for such a small
bell, and tinkled lightly even as he squeezed my other breast,
lifting it up, and sliding the loop around my nipple. Again he
tightened it to the point of throbbing pain, before letting the
second bell dangle.

This couldn't be happening, I thought
wildly.

He slid down my body and gripped my thighs,
forcing my legs further apart. I gasped, forced up almost onto my
toes to keep from hanging freely, and stared down at the top of his
head as he moved in and closed his mouth over what felt like my
entire sex! I could feel the rows of his teeth pressing in against
my flesh tightly, his lips sealing the contact.

His tongue slid up and down against me and
he seemed to growl against my flesh in a way which made my nerve
endings quiver!

He drew back, and his tongue circled my
clitoris as his hands kneaded my buttocks.

There was nothing... nothing I could do! I
mean, that was obvious, but it was a strange, wild realization that
there was nothing I could say, nothing I could do, no part I could
take in this other than as a helpless spectator to what he was
going to do to my body. I had no idea what and no control over
it!

All I could do was... watch... and feel.

And despite the intensity of the orgasm I'd
just gone through I could already feel the sexual tension taking
hold of my body and mind again! My breathing still hadn't recovered
but it was already getting more ragged!

His tongue swept across the nerve endings of
my clitoris like something alive on its own! His tongue was so
soft, and slick and yet so amazingly firm as it took long, long,
long licks that had my hips rolling upward at the force of the
pressure and sensations!

I gasped and moaned helplessly, sucking on
my own saliva which was building up in my mouth because of the ball
thing! I drew my head back, staring at the mirror, feeling that
wave of disbelief again as his tongue swept across me again and
again and again and again!

A wild heat began to build within me, and
like a boiler, it built up this... pressure within my body, within
my nervous system, within my mind, so that it felt like my skull
would explode!

His fingers pushed up into me, two of them,
long and thick... oh so wonderfully long! I shuddered as they slid
into me to the knuckles, and then sort of pulled back against me to
add pressure against the flesh beneath my clitoris.

That, of course, just allowed his tongue to
sweep across my burning, swollen little button with even more
impact, and I felt myself gasping and crying out weakly, dazedly,
as the sexual pressure grew even more intense!

He withdrew so abruptly it left me dizzy. He
stood up and moved away, and I was literally trembling by then as
he lifted up... the strap he had showed me before. I didn't really
get it. My head was so fuzzed over with heat and excitement and
sensory overload.

Then I did, and I moaned and shook my head
helplessly as I stared at the strap.

He smiled thinly and moved behind me.

“Push your bottom up and back, Ms. O'Brien,”
he said.
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I froze.

“Now!” he barked.

The word was... rough, insistent,
commanding. It made me gasp, and I... I obeyed.

“Feet together, bottom out. You know that
you've been a bad girl. You know it very well. Bad girls need to be
punished, don't they?”

I knew I'd been a fucking idiot, that was
for sure! But at the same time, the wild heat was still churning
through my mind and body!

“Such a bad girl,” he growled.

Crack!

I cried out at the impact of the belt across
my buttocks! It... it stung! I mean, well, it wasn't horrible or
anything, but it stung! And I got, suddenly, even in the midst of
my dazed heat, what he had said earlier about the double impact of
the first belt then the second.

Crack!

“Oh!” I cried, hips jerking wildly at the
second blow.

The bells tinkled lightly as my body jerked.
They bounced and then swung, tugging on my throbbing nipples. The
little cords were just long enough to dangle the bells freely, just
below my breasts, and while that had been a steady pressure, the
sudden movement of my body turned it into... something else
again.

Crack!

Again I yelped, my hips jerking at the
stinging blow, the bells bouncing and then swinging, tugging at my
nipples.

“Naughty girl,” he said.

Crack!

I cried out, jerking at the blow.

“Keep that bottom pushed out, prisoner!” he
ordered.

Crack!

I squealed, losing my footing a bit,
twisting around to swing my bottom away from him. I stared up at
him, wild-eyed, but he only glowered at me.

“I can use this against you breasts
instead,” he warned.

I gasped, and I knew he meant it. He drew
his arm back, aiming, and I swung rapidly around, which of course,
made the bells jerk against my nipples again.

Crack!

I squealed anew, my bottom starting to burn
now as I trembled and shook.

“Push your ass out, prisoner,” he barked in
a cold voice.

It was a scary voice! I obeyed.

“That's it. Good girl.”

Crack!

I cried out again, my bottom stinging, my
buttocks starting to burn.

He gripped my hips, jerking them backwards
until I was on the balls of my feet, feet together, leaning forward
to where my arms were bound, with the bells swinging freely from my
throbbing nipples.

Crack! The belt hit again, and while
I shuddered and jerked, I stayed mostly in position.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

Each blow sent a jolt of stinging pain
through my buttocks, but the sensation resonated through my body to
the other side, to my groin, and there it was like... a sort of
vibration, a shuddering caress. The heat of my buttocks built, but
it did nothing to push aside the heat which was already so intense
within me.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was on fire, and yet... it seemed
to have reached its maximum level of heat.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The new blows stung, but could not build the
heat higher, and even the intensity of the stings seemed to have
shifted, to have changed. The raw sensations morphed once it was
inside my skin, rippling through my roiling, churning insides to
sweep through my lower belly with a strange, rough burst of
sensation that was entirely different from how his tongue had felt
there.

And yet... and yet it was having somewhat
the same affect!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Each blow struck hard, and I shuddered and
jerked at the impact, the bells dancing and tugging on my nipples
again and again.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

My pussy was flaming, like a volcano, with
the raw heat swirling and bubbling away within!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I stared at myself in the mirror, stared at
his figure behind, arm upstretched, the belt in it.

Crack!

I whimpered and moaned, the pain mounting,
and yet, the pleasure wrapped around it, glowing like the sun!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The climax exploded within me, and I cried
out in wild, wanton elation, pleasure, ecstasy if you will. I
didn't know or care. I was barely aware I was screaming into the
gag, which, suddenly became a comforting thing, muffling my voice,
allowing me to not care how much noise I made.

He swung the strap even faster as I came,
the crack of its impact coming hard and fast as I sobbed and cried
out again and again, my mind sent spinning like a leaf in a
windstorm, my body gripped by a wild storm of sensation.

*

He left me alone again, half hanging from my
wrists, my hair half matted against the side of my face, half
dangling around my head. My eyes were glassy and felt that way, and
my skin felt overheated and damp. I groaned into the gag, and
realized I had been drooling on my chest.

God!

What had I gotten myself into!?

And how was I going to get myself out!? I
felt more... sane, since the second orgasm, more capable of
thinking, and so all my doubts, reservations, all my fears and
anxieties, came rushing back.

Along with that sense of disbelief!

I couldn't stop staring at myself in the
mirror! There I was, completely naked, with those little bells
dangling from my nipples, and a collar around my neck! My God! My
eyes were wide, and my face and chest flushed. I shifted around and
looked over my shoulders, wincing at how red my bottom was!

I had let a man strap my bare bottom! I
mean, what was I thinking!?

Such thoughts churned through my mind with
appalling speed, but as daunting as they were, I couldn't hide the
almost giddy sense of sexuality and arousal which still surrounded
me. My skin felt raw and tingly, and my chest was tight with a near
breathless sense of anticipation which owed little to fear.

What was he going to do to me!?

And then he returned! My jaw would have
dropped if it hadn't already been held open by the gag! He wasn't
in that lovely suit any more. He was in his lovely skin! All he
wore were a pair of loose black boxer shorts!

He stepped in through the door, and closed
it behind him, looking at me looking at him. He smiled thinly, and
then... with a smooth, fluid motion, he simply slipped the shorts
down over his hips, letting them slide down his legs so he could
step out of them.

O! M! G!

I jerked my eyes away, but couldn't keep
them away. I turned right back again. Fuck, he was just like in the
videos, only... only more! I mean, this was reality! This was up
close and personal! This was him and his big, powerful naked body
and – my eyes dropped – yes, that was there too!

I jerked my head aside, flushing hotly as he
came over to stand before me, turning my body away. His arms slid
around me, his hands gripping my hips, and he guided my buttocks
back against him!

“I've got something for you, Ms. O'Brien,”
he said in a soft voice, his breath warm against my ear.

His arms slid forward around me, his hands
kneading my breasts, then his right hand slid down my body to
briefly caress my clitoris, before pushing in between my thighs. He
spread his own legs to lower himself somewhat, then reached down
below me between my legs and gripped his cock.

He pulled it up and out, stretching it out
and pressing it up against me. I gasped, staring down, seeing the
head in his hand.

“You surely didn't think we were finished,”
he chided softly.

He let his shaft press up against the lips
of my sex, then rub softly back and forth. I could feel him
hardening even as he began to grind himself slowly against my
buttocks. It took very little time for him to be hard, and then he
was holding that long, thick shaft as it pushed out between my
thighs!

He guided it up, angling it up to push the
head up against me, not trying to enter me, but rubbing himself
against my clitoris.

“You've see me on video,” he said. “Did you
wonder what this felt like inside you?”

I had! God!

I shook my head frantically, until he caught
at my hair and jerked it up and back. I cried out then, rolling my
eyes up at him as he gazed at me over my shoulder.

“Don't lie to me, prisoner,” he growled.
“Lying is grounds for further punishment.”

I felt a jolt of alarm, but then he released
my hair and instead jerked my hips back sharply.

“Spread em,” he growled.

I gasped, and he slapped my bottom.

“Push your ass back and spread your legs,
slut!” he ordered.

I gasped aloud, jolted again by his words! I
felt a roiling wave of indignation and outrage, but mixed with it
was this sizzling hot little rush of delight!

He dropped suddenly, and his big hands
seized my thighs, jerking them back and apart.

“Ahh, I like this,” he said from behind me,
from his knees.

He ran his tongue up and down the line of my
sex, then moved his hands further in, his fingers spreading open
the lips of my sex as his tongue dipped in deeper and deeper,
twisting and thrusting into me from below and behind!

The bells tinkled as they swung and jerked
against my nipples, and I moaned aloud, head hanging low, hair a
curtain around my face to shield out everything but my own body as
I stared downward.

I saw his tongue pushing up further,
slipping across my swollen clitoris as I flinched and gasped in
helpless pleasure.

Then he released me and rose up again, and
slapped my bottom.

Crack!

“I didn't say you could move, slut!

Crack! He slapped me again!

“Push that lovely ass of yours back at me
and spread those legs apart.”

I groaned as I felt the pressure against my
sex. I was moist there even before his tongue and lips had thrust
into me. Now my heart pounded as that peculiar mix of hard and soft
which was the head of his cock pushed insistently against me,
slowly grinding its way into me, forcing the lips of my sex in and
back, then stretching them wider and wider.

I moaned, entranced by the feel of him as he
slowly pushed up into me! I had never been penetrated by something
so... thick before! It ached, but not in a painful way. It ached in
a way which emphasized how stretched I was, how thick he was, and
that sent a wild, thrilling wave of heat through my mind!

Lodged firmly within me, he released
himself, gripping my hips instead, his long fingers sliding forward
and down to ease in around my thighs.

“You're going to love my cock, prisoner,” he
said.

He pulled back, then pushed forward, pulled
back, then pushed deeper. Every slow thrust forced the thick girth
of his shaft higher into my belly, making me feel more and more
full and even over-full! My heat was soaring at the sensation, as I
pictured that thick cock sliding up into me!

I shuddered as he drove himself into what I
thought must, from the feel, be the very end of my pussy, but he
didn't seem inclined to stop. He shifted his hands down a bit more,
though, seizing my thighs more firmly and forcing my bottom out
more. That left me balanced precariously on my toes, though with my
wrists bound by the shackles.

I reached up frantically, seizing the chain
in my fingers to help take the weight off my wrists as he began to
use longer strokes. The long length of him slid back, back back,
then in, in in! Again and again, he thrust into me, the nose
punching softly into the back wall of my sex!

Or not...

For somehow he seemed to be pushing deeper,
and then deeper still. It ached more, but the aching was surrounded
by a crackling sexual charge of electricity which crackled every
time he pushed into me!

And then his hips pressed firmly against my
buttocks, and I felt a sense of wonder that he had managed to get
that whole long thing inside me! He ground himself against me, then
continued thrusting in and out with long, steady strokes.

His hips began to strike my buttocks, the
impact much heavier than the strap ever had, jarring, and making my
breasts wobble. That sent the bells swinging and bouncing, tugging
sharply against my nipples with every stroke!

They began to burn and tingle even more
fiercely! My breasts seemed to swell, and the sensations began to
crackle along my spine to join up with those rising up from between
my legs! I jerked my head up, staring, wild-eyed, at my image in
the mirror as Stone drove himself into me with more and more
powerful strokes!

My insides felt like they were being churned
up into a boiling froth! I quivered and trembled, sucking in air
around the ball in my mouth, moaning helplessly as my nipples
burned and throbbed, my mind spinning faster and faster from the
force and intensity of the sensations flooding through it!

He buried himself inside me and ground his
hips against my buttocks, jerking my hair up and back again as he
leaned in to lick lightly along my exposed throat.

“Slut,” he growled, low in his throat. “I'm
going to make you into my sex slave!”

I shuddered and he reached down my body with
his other hand, fingers stroking my clitoris.

“I'm going to keep you naked and in
shackles, on your knees waiting to service me and any other man I
bring home to use your body,” he growled.

Then he started thrusting into me with
short, rapid motions that had his hips slapping sharply against my
buttocks even as his fingers ground heavily across my clitoris!

I came explosively, crying out, then
practically screaming into the gag, my mind disintegrating under a
howling storm of raw sensation! I was impaled on his thick cock, as
he drove it deep inside me with hard strokes that set my entire
body jerking, the bells dancing and bouncing and tugging at my
aching nipples!

It was a long, long orgasm that seemed to
grow in intensity, then fall, then grow again to the point I
thought I would go insane, to the point all the breath left my body
in a gurgling wail, and I hovered there, not daring to even breath
for fear it would take something away from the wonder and ecstasy
of the pleasure enveloping me!

I finally had to gasp for breath as he
released my hair and his hands gripped my thighs once more. He
started thrusting with longer strokes, then longer and harder
strokes, my entire body shaking from the force of the impact
against it!

My feet left the floor, his hands gripping
my thighs lifting them up and wide apart, so wide the tendons in my
thighs strained and burned as he drove himself into me with
relentless speed and power!

And somehow, though my orgasm had faded into
a dazed churning stew of heat, after a minute or so it built up to
the point another orgasm shattered my mind! God! I was being torn
apart, both mentally and physically, as his hips pounded against me
and his cock impaled me!
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Well, I had learned something about BDSM. I
had learned something about myself, too. And I had experienced the
most incredible sex and most amazing orgasms of my life!

I was more than a little stunned.

One thing for sure, I couldn't ask anyone
about it. All I could do was pretend it hadn't happened, and get on
with my job, which was defending Stone from murder. I had become
increasingly convinced that he was telling the truth, at least
insofar as saying he hadn't done it.

But while the evidence was admittedly kind
of slim, and entirely circumstantial, the emotions of the jury were
going to be primed for a guilty verdict as soon as they saw the
videos and heard about his kinky sex life. The fact he had no alibi
was the cork on the bottle. Especially since his excuse that he had
just been driving around was, to put it politely, kind of lame.

For example: Motive. He had no motive. But
that didn't matter. If he was a 'pervert' as the videos would
depict him as, well then, the prosecution didn't even have to try
to persuade the jury of anything. They would just say he was
probably angry at something and lost his temper.

Opportunity: He had it. He had a key to her
townhouse, probably the alarm code, and couldn't account for his
whereabouts. As for Means, well, those big hands of his were more
than capable of strangling a woman.

Those were the three aspects of a crime
which had to be established, and the prosecution would have no
difficulty doing so. That there was no evidence he'd been there
that night was not much of a hindrance, really. Proof wouldn't be
needed given the mood of the jury after seeing those videos.

So we needed to find someone else to pin it
on. For that matter, if someone else had actually killed her, which
I believed to be the case, then someone had to bring them to
justice. The most likely candidate was her husband, obviously.

The problem was he was overweight and out of
shape. Of course, if she was already tied up it wouldn't take much
strength, but how would he get her to allow herself to be tied up
like that? Then again, she was into this sort of thing, so maybe
she'd be glad if he did so.

Stone had said her husband wasn't into this
sort of thing, but if he suddenly 'changed his mind' I doubt his
wife would be too upset. I scanned through what the private
detective we'd hired had been able to find out to date.

Unfortunately, unlike Stone, her husband had
an alibi. He was was at a charity function. The function was in
midtown Manhattan, though, not that far from their upper west side
town-home. It was conceivable he might have been able to sneak out
and go home, then sneak back.

I sat in my office and reviewed testimony,
then news coverage, which was depressingly lowbrow, focusing on the
bondage element and that she'd been found naked. There was coverage
of the funeral, too, and I looked at her husband, who seemed very
old and frail and sad, with both doubt and dismay.

It wasn't going to be easy portraying him as
a cruel murderer!

But then something struck me. I looked
again, then again, then leafed through the reports on my desk, and
the rest of the news coverage. Yes, that woman pictured a little
way behind him was his daughter Julia. And the look in her face was
hardly sad. Did I even see her roll her eyes once?

Julia was older than Sophie had been. I
wondered how she had greeted the arrival of her new stepmother. And
that guy beside her, whoa, what a nasty looking sort! A little more
investigating through the files found he was her husband, David. He
looked like a throwback to the eighties, with that bushy mustache
and curly black hair.

I had to sort through another box to find
her will. It left everything to her husband, but as far as I could
tell she hadn't owned anything but jewelry. I called up the private
detective, Michael Ferguson, an ex-FBI agent I'd met only
briefly.

“Mister Ferguson,” I said, “It's Lily
O'Brien from Harrison Ford.”

“What can I do for you, Ms. O'Brien?” he
asked.

“I've been looking through our list of
exhibits for the upcoming trial, and there's nothing in here about
Rudolph Heinz's will.”

There was a pause.

“Why would – .”

“The angle I'm interested in pursuing,” I
said, “Is discovering how much Heinz left her in his will, how
recently the will was changed, and whether the money he might have
left her had originally been intended for someone else... someone
who might not have been happy at having it go to some... let's say,
bimbo, instead.”

“Given up on Heinz being the alternative
suspect?” he asked.

“Let's say we'd like to keep our options
open. I just watched a video of the funeral, and Julia Heinz didn't
exactly look broken up, neither did her husband. Can you get me
information on the two of them, including credit checks and net
worth?”

“Yeah, shouldn't be difficult,” he replied.
“Don't know if they'll seem like viable alternatives.”

”Neither do I but we could find something
interesting. See if you can find out whether they had alibis for
the night in question.”

“Okay, Ms. O'Brien. We'll get right on
it.”

I got up, then, and went in to see Harrison,
to present my theory. He seemed happy, if distracted.

“Maybe we can build a possible case for
either them or Heinz,” he said. “The more plausible alternatives we
throw at the jury the more likely someone might have some kind of
reasonable doubt. Though after watching those damn videos...”

“I was thinking about that, sir. What we
might be able to use is a female witness to this BDSM sort of stuff
who could testify that this was just normal role playing, that
Stone wasn't really as much of an SOB as he was pretending to be in
the video.”

“Pretending?” he said with a snort.

“During my reading I've discovered that
verbal abuse is often a part of BDSM. People say things mostly just
to excite the one they're with, so it isn't necessarily an
indication they're mean and nasty at all. It's like... an actor
saying lines.”

He nodded thoughtfully. “If you can find one
who'd be sympathetic to that. I don't mean some nasty looking
dominatrix in leather, either. Someone sweet and innocent looking
would be nice.”

“I don't know that there's a lot of sweet,
innocent people doing this sort of thing,” I said doubtfully.

He stood up suddenly.

“Here's an idea,” he said a little
excitedly. “Find a dominatrix who looks perfectly normal and can
talk like an everyday person. We'll put her in a nice dress or suit
and have her testify, then we'll show a video of her in her getup,
or whatever it's called, snarling and sneering and calling someone
names – so the jury can understand how that sort of thing
works!”

“That sounds like a good idea!” I said

“Good, go and find one then.”

“Uh, me?”

He grinned. “I'm sure you can find one or
two. Their clients must be able to find them, after all. Maybe
Stone knows a few.”

“I think dominatrices usually beat up men.
Stone doesn't seem like that's his sort of thing, quite the
opposite, actually.”

“Don't bother me with details, O'Brien,” he
said. “Just do it.”

He was smiling when he said it, but he still
meant it.

So now I had to find a dominatrix.
Great.

*

There was no way I was going to ask around
for a dominatrix. The only person I knew who had any contacts in
that, er, area, was Stone. I hesitated before calling him, though.
What had happened between us was not only highly unprofessional
(disgraceful, really) but personally humiliating, or at least,
would have been if anyone found out.

Despite that, the memories made my nipples
tighten whenever one flitted through my mind. I was confused and
uneasy, to say the least. I definitely needed to have more time to
sort things out in my mind before further contact with Alex Stone.
Unfortunately, I didn't have time available.

I braced myself, hand on the receiver, for
long seconds before picking it up, and then dialing his number. It
rang several times, and I was about to hang up, with some relief
(this wasn't the kind of thing I could leave in a message) when
there was an answer.

“Hello,” he said.

“Uhm, Mister Stone, this is Lili O'Brien,” I
said, trying very hard to project a professional image.

“Good morning, Ms. O'Brien,' he said.

I explained what I was looking for, and the
thought of how it would help explain the videos of him to the
'vanilla' jury. At least I could now talk about the video of him
without my face heating up. Even to him.

“I understand,” he said. “More PR.”

“Much of the case against you is based on
demonizing you because of who you are and because of your uhm...
sexual preferences,” I said.

“I said I understand. I will get back to
you.”

Then he hung up. I felt a bit miffed. I
mean, he hadn't even tried to personalize the conversation, ask how
I was, say hello, like he was glad to talk to me again, or
anything. We had had wild, kinky, thrilling sex, after all, sex
which was going to loom very large in my life, however long I
lived.

It was disconcerting to think that for him
it was just another day!

I went back to reviewing interview
transcripts, and he called back about an hour later.

“You have an appointment with Claire Sumner
at 2,” he said.

I opened my mouth to protest.

“Have you got a pencil? She's at 253 East
Sixth Street.”

And then he hung up!

Bastard!

Yes, I felt slighted. I mean, as much as I
didn't want him to bring up what had happened between us, well,
there should have been some sort of recognition in his voice, at
least!

He hadn't really left me with many options.
I cabbed it over there to meet with this woman, hoping she had some
idea of what we were after and wouldn't simply refuse out of hand.
We might have to pay her for showing up, I thought doubtfully.
Unless she was a friend of Stone's and would do it for his
benefit.

I wished I knew exactly how he knew her!
Maybe they'd simply met at one of their little pervert clubs or
something. Did they go to the same whip shop? Urgh! This could be
very embarrassing!

The address was a brownstone. Most
brownstones had been subdivided into different apartments. They
were that big. Usually there was one apartment per floor, but they
could easily hold two apiece. This one, however, hadn't been
divided at all. At least, there was only one buzzer and one little
intercom screen.

I pressed the buzzer, doing my best to
appear professional and calm.

“Yes?” her voice came over the intercom, and
I took a deep breath.

“Ms. Sumner? My name is Lili O'Brien. I
believe we have an appointment,” I said.

Then the door buzzed. I grabbed the handle
and opened it, stepping into a small, square lobby with a locked
door before me. I hesitated, then just as I put my hand on the
handle, it was pulled back, and a dark blonde woman stood
there.

She was... tall, was my first thought. She
was tall like a model, but without the frame of a model. Her
shoulders and hips were wide, and her breasts were big, very
noticeably big. She was more like a Swedish milkmaid than one of
those willowy girls from the runways.

“Come in, dear,” she said, with a British
accent.

She was a head taller and ten years or so
older than I was. She had very long, very straight hair which hung
almost to her waist, and was wearing cowboy boots, a midriff baring
t-shirt and low slung jeans with a clunky cowboy type belt through
the loops.

The place had been renovated, obviously, and
brought back to its earlier years, with polished wainscoting along
the walls and matching wood trim everywhere. The interior doors
looked like solid wood, not the flimsy, hollow core doors most
houses had now.

She led me through an open doorway, with
double, wood-framed glass doors opening in, and gestured me to a
sofa.

“Can I get you a drink?” she asked.

“No thank you,” I said.

She sat down casually enough, across from
me.

“So uhm, I'm not sure what Mister Stone has
told you,” I said.

“You're looking for someone to represent the
community and explain away some of his actions.”

“Well, the thing is, Ms. Sumner, there isn't
much evidence against Mister Stone. In fact, there's practically
none. The prosecution's case is based on him having access, and
being, basically, a violent sex pervert.”

“Like me, you mean.”

I flushed a little.

“This is the attitude they're taking,” I
said. “They hope to convince the jury that anyone who would tie
someone up, curse them out and whip them is basically – .”

“A violent sex pervert.”

“Basically yes.”

“And you'd like someone to explain to them
the error of their ways.”

“I can explain to them the error of their
ways. I need someone to demonstrate the error of their ways.
Talking is nice, but they'll have those lovely videos fresh in the
jury's minds to convince them Mister Stone is a dangerous man.”

“You don't think I'm dangerous?” she asked
in amusement.

“Juries tend not to think women are
dangerous. At least, their sexual... uh... preferences, no matter
how kinky, don't seem threatening or menacing.”

“So sluts aren't dangerous,” she said,
“Unless they're male sluts.”

“Is Mister Stone a male slut?”

She thought for a moment. “Not really. I
mean, he's male, of course, and men are, almost by instinct, pretty
slutty. But whether they like bondage or not has zero impact on how
slutty a man can be. A man is generally about as slutty as his
options let him be.”

“Mister Stone would seem to have a lot of
options,” I said.

She laughed lightly. “Yes, except exorcising
those options requires a lot of time, which he rarely has
available. He's one of those driven types who works ten and twelve
hour days. That's not to say he can't find women when he wants
them, just that he doesn't have much time to … play with them.”

“Uhm, how well do you know him?”

“We go to the same club. He's not into the
sub side, if that's what you mean. We don't have a uhm,
professional relationship.”

“Have you uhm...”

“Yes, we've been lovers in the past, a
couple of years ago. I had to try it. He has an incredible body, as
I'm sure you've noticed.”

I made a noncommittal sound even as I felt a
strange surge of resentment. I had no idea where it came from. I
knew Stone had a lot of experience, and it sure wasn't as if I was
thinking of him as boyfriend material!

“We're both too strong willed for anything
to have come of it, but it was... well. He's very good.”

“Did he engage in this uhm, verbal abuse,
he's spoken of?”

“No. I'm not the kind of woman who would
enjoy that. Far from it. It would piss me off.”

I blinked.

“I think that works best for people who feel
guilty about what they're doing, both men and women. If they think
they're doing something nasty, or that their fantasies are nasty,
then they can absorb that kind of language into the role and make
it seem even more real.”

“Do you use it on your, er... clients?”

“All the time. And these are people who pay
me for the experience, dear, and then come back for more.”

“And you'd be willing to testify to
that?”

“Sure. I have an interest in defending the
lifestyle. As far as I've seen the only evidence they have against
Alex is he was, in their opinion, a pervert.”

“In a lot of people's opinions,” I said, a
little more harshly than I meant to.

She looked at me and I flushed.

“Speaking of those who are guilty and
ashamed of themselves,” she said.

“I'm not guilty or ashamed of anything!” I
protested.

“You haven't had … thoughts about Alex? He's
an extremely handsome man, after all, with a perfect body.”

“I'd like to keep this case strictly
professional,” I said.

She snorted. “He has a thing for blondes,
you know. It's been known to get him into trouble before, and looks
like it has again. Watch yourself or it'll get you into trouble
too.”

“Are you suggesting he would do something –
?”

“Stupid? Like trying to seduce a pretty
blonde girl who happened to be one of his lawyers? You bet. He
might be a strong willed man, but he's still a man. And you're old
enough to know what they're like.”

*

I got home at seven thirty, popped dinner
into the microwave, washed my face and hands, and then sat down in
front of the TV to eat. My little apartment didn't have room for a
kitchen, really, certainly not for a kitchen table. But since I
mostly just snacked in front of the TV that didn't really
matter.

Given how little time we had left to
prepare, just being home didn't mean I was completely free of work.
I planned to go over some files later on, but I was just finishing
up when I got an email. I picked up my phone to check, and it was
the private investigation report into Stone's background which
Harrison had ordered a week earlier.

No way could I resist reading that!

First it detailed the easy stuff, where he
was born, his parents, where he went to school. None of that was
very impressive. South Brooklyn was not exactly high end, and his
father had disappeared to Texas when he was six. His mother was an
alcoholic. There'd been a lot of social service interventions and
he'd spent some time at foster homes.

Well, an upbringing with no control would
certainly set the scene for a guy who wanted to establish control
over his life.

He'd qualified for a full scholarship to
Columbia. It wasn't precisely an athletic scholarships, since Ivy
league schools didn't offer athletic scholarships – exactly. They
offered need-based financial assistance which could amount to tens
of thousands of dollars, however.

Stone had qualified on two counts. First, he
was poor. Second, he was a football running back. He'd wound up
being a very good running back for Columbia, but only a so-so
student. He'd graduated, though, with a degree in Business Finance,
and gone on to work for Solomon Brothers.

He'd been fired from there after a year and
a half, for insubordination, which didn't shock me in the least.
He'd gone to work for K.D. Melon brokers and been fired from them
after eight months, also for insubordination. Alex Stone didn't
like being told what to do, it seemed.

He'd started day-trading, using leveraged
and borrowed money, and made a killing, then shorted the right
stocks before the 2008 banking crisis and made a fortune. He'd
taken that money and the reputation it brought to start a hedge
fund, which had garnered some big investors, and made him even more
money.

On the private side, there was no indication
of him ever having had a long-term girlfriend. Given how hot he
was, and that he was thirty-four, that was somewhat startling. Then
again, whatever he might have said about the long hours of junior
lawyers, junior brokers and those trying to build up a hedge fund
would have worked INSANE hours.

The report suggested he'd basically worked
over 100 hrs a week for the last six years.

After the facts, came what the investigators
either suspected or had been told but couldn't prove. That was
various affairs with various women, all of whom were in some way
related to his business, or some other business he was interacting
with. I supposed he had no other way to meet women working those
kinds of insane hours.

One startling little bit of rumor concerned
a nun! She was apparently the daughter of one of the business
partners of a firm he'd taken over back in 2010. She worked out of
St. Gabriel's on East 72nd street. And that prodded
something in my memory.

That was on the Upper East Side, which was
where the victim lived. Not on the same street, of course, but not
that far away. It was a weird thought but, was it possible he'd
gone to see this Sister Anna Maria that evening? Weirder things
happened in this world. There'd certainly been enough in the news
the last some years to show priests weren't always celibate. Why
would nuns be?

There was no indication in his file he was
religious. Did that mean... was it even remotely possible he was
having an affair with a nun!? And how did one go about even asking
a question like that?! Should I ask Harrison whether we should
pursue it?

Or I could just go over to the church
tomorrow, and have a look at Sister Anna Maria. If she was old and
ugly that would make embarrassing questions unnecessary. God knows
the idea of confronting Stone over this was not appealing.

Then again, there was the internet, and I
was something of a whiz at searches. I started at the website for
St. Gabriel and its chatty parish newsletter featuring photos of
various events over the past month. There wasn't a lot of mention
of nuns, and no pictures of anyone in a nun habit. The only good
looking woman I saw was a nameless redhead pictured playing guitar
in the church.

When the phone rang I glanced at it, saw the
'unknown caller' screen, and ignored it. I don't answer unknown or
private numbers. They left a message, whoever they were, which was
annoying. Usually those messages consisted of silence or a 'click',
but if I didn't clear it the phone would keep telling me there was
a message waiting, and I might miss a real one.

I was startled when Stone's voice came over
the receiver! It sounded a little stiff, as if he was
uncomfortable.

“Ms. O'Brien, this is Alexander Stone,” he
said, as if I wouldn't recognize his voice, “It occurs to me that I
have to pass close by the East Village on my way uptown to
Mahogany. I was wondering if you would have the time to join me for
a drink or two to... discuss the case further. I'm on the bridge
now, so... if you're there, please return my call soon.”

What an odd phone call! And Stone certainly
didn't sound his normal self. Mahogany? That was probably one of
the priciest clubs in the city, very old money conservative. I was
kind of surprised they'd even let him in there given his recent
reputation problems.

I hesitated. Did he really want to talk
about the case or was he trying to pick me up? If the former, well,
I needed to make myself available. Like I said, we had little time.
If the latter – my stomach started churning immediately at the
thought of the latter!

Because despite the anxieties and
embarrassment and discomfort, that time with him the other day had
been far and away the most incredible, exciting and thrilling
sexual experience of my life! I couldn't even think about it
without my chest getting tight!

I still hesitated, in an agony of
indecision, then hit the return dial button.

“Ms. O'Brien,” he said.

“Mister Stone,” I replied.

“I'm heading for Bowery,” he said.

“I uhm, I've never been to Mahogany. I'm not
exactly dressed.”

“You're naked?” he asked dryly.

I flushed.

“I meant – .”

“Put on a dress, or wear what you like. They
won't complain.”

“They won't?”

“I own it. I'll be there in ten
minutes.”

He hung up, leaving me to scramble into my
bedroom and tear through my clothes, trying to figure out what the
hell to wear!

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


I had business suits, expensive ones, meant
for work. They were certainly not what I'd wear on a night out!
Then again, he'd suggested this would be about the case. So maybe I
should wear a business suit!

But I didn't think he was telling the truth,
and I felt a pressing need to be dressed in something a lot sexier
than a business suit! Unfortunately, my social life being mostly
non-existent, and the bills very pressing, I hadn't exactly
splurged on stuff like that.

All I had that would do in a pinch was a
little black dress I'd bought when I was at Harvard. I'd worn it
once, and, now that I yanked it off the hanger, remembered that I'd
considered it too tight and too short and too daring!

Of course, I'd been a bit of a prude then.
Or at least, more of one than I was now... sort of!

I stripped quickly and pulled the dress over
my head and down my body.

It was too tight and too short!

But it fit, and I had very little time to
think of something else. I had a pair of black high heels, again,
from college, and slipped into them, glad I had shaved my legs that
morning. I hurried into the bathroom, brushed at my hair as best I
could, and fumbled through my makeup for something quick and
appropriate. Lipstick certainly, but what else!?

And then the buzzer was sounding! Shit!

I hurried over to the intercom.

“You said ten minutes!” I said
accusingly.

“Speed limits are just a suggestion,” he
said. “I'm here now.”

I hesitated an instant. Did I want to invite
him up!?

“You should buzz me in,” he said
casually.

I gulped, feeling that tightness in my chest
again, then pressed the button to let him in.

I hurried back to the bathroom, and found
some eyeliner, which I never wore to work, and added a tiny dab of
mascara before there was a knock on the front door.

I hurried back, heart thumping, and then
tried to make myself look absolutely calm and casual before opening
the door.

He was in one of those fabulously expensive
suits again, but loomed a little less since I was in high
heels.

“Ready?”

“Ahm, uh... I just need to...”

“Fix your lipstick?”

“What's wrong with my lipstick?”

I turned and hurried into the bathroom,
which was not much of a distance, believe me, in my tiny apartment.
I had managed to somehow smear it with, evidently, the back of my
hand. I cursed softly and then gasped as he came in behind me.

“I'd think a brighter red would suit you
better anyway,” he said.

“What?” I stared at him stupidly.

“Those lips would look incredible with a
brighter red.”

“Uh.”

He looked at the box of makeup I kept on the
corner of the sink doubtfully, but then saw the lipsticks lined up
on the shelf next to the mirror and reached past me with a humming
sound.

“I uh, wasn't sure what – .”

“This looks good,” he said.

“That's too bright.”

“Why do you have it then?”

“Uhm, a girl loaned it to me in college, now
that I think of it.”

“Let's see.”

He turned on the water, and plucked a paper
towel from the roll then wet it. His hand went behind my neck.

“Head back.”

“Hey I – .”

“Head back,” he said more firmly.

I was a bit open mouthed, but then the paper
towel was against my lips, rubbing firmly, removing the lipstick
I'd already put, and the smear to the side. I started to feel a
little rush of indignation

“That's not how you remove lipstick,” I said
irritably.

“Seems to be doing a decent job,” he said
placidly. “In any case, we don't need to remove it all.”

He picked up the other lipstick and to my
surprise, opened it and held it to my lips.

“Purse your lips. You know how to do
that.”

I flushed anew, feeling that tightness in my
chest again. And then I did it. He pressed the lipstick along my
lips, slowly following the line of my lips, pressing altogether too
hard, and turning my lips into this way, way too bright circle of
red!

“That's too much,” I said as he drew
back.

He picked up another paper towel.

“Blot.”

I pressed it against my lips, then again,
then again before he snatched it away.

“It's still too... bright,” I said, looking
at myself in the mirror.

“My opinion counts for more.”

“Why?” I demanded.

“I'll be looking at you. Clearly I have more
motivation for you to look beautiful and sexy.”

“It's still too thick.”

“Perhaps we should blot it further,” he
said.

And then his hands slid through my hair and
over my cheeks and he kissed me! My eyes went wide and I stared at
him as he backed me against the counter, his lips gentle, in the
way they had started out the other day, but then seeming to melt
against me as his hands slid around my back, then down onto my
buttocks!

I moaned into his mouth, my head swirling
wildly, not knowing what I should do, but knowing what I wanted to
do, which was anything he wanted to do!

The kiss was long and when he eased back I
was gasping weakly.

“I-I thought we were... going out... for a
drink,” I gulped.

“Of course. But... it won't hurt to have
you... in the mood.”

“What mood?” I gulped.

He grinned in an oddly boyish way.

“That's an interesting question, Ms.
O'Brien.”

And then his hands, which were still on my
ass, slid in under the hem and pushed into the front of my thong! I
squirmed against him, gasping, moaning into his mouth as his
fingers skillfully stroked my clitoris and caressed the line of my
sex! The results were fairly immediate. I could feel a wild,
roiling heat in my lower belly, rippling up through my torso and
making my nipples tingle!

He tugged the thong down completely, then
spun me around and pushed forward on my back, bending me over the
sink.

“Wha – wait!” I gasped.

“How daring are you, Ms. O'Brien?”

“I'm not!” I gasped.

“But life is for living, you know, and you
get nowhere without taking risks.”

He pressed his finger against my back
opening and I yelped, but he had me kind of boxed in against the
sink!

“Hey!”

Crack! He slapped my bottom
sharply!

“Ow!”

“Stay still.”

My stomach churned even harder as his finger
pushed into my ass! It was slick, either with saliva or I knew not
what, and didn't go deep. When it withdrew, though, something else
pushed into me, something thicker. I twisted my head around wildly
and saw he had what looked like a sort of small black plug in his
hand!

“What are you doing!?”

“Preparing you.”

I gasped at the strange feeling of the...
plug, pushing into me! It was narrow, like a cone, widening
considerably, to the point of discomfort, and then it abruptly
narrowed to almost nothing, except I could feel... I slapped my
hand back, and before he pushed them away my fingers felt something
like a plastic coin against the outside of my body!

“The colloquial name is butt-plug, Ms.
O'Brien.”

Was he kidding!”

“I don't... do that kind of thing!” I
gasped.

“There's a lot of kind of things you didn't
used to do,” he said. “I bet I can persuade you to change your
mind.”

“You can't!”

“How about we make a deal, then? If I can't
make you climax then I won't get to sink myself into that
delectable bottom of yours.”

“What? No way!” I gasped.

I knew he could make me come! I was already
thrumming with energy!

“Are you saying you can't resist me?” he
asked in amusement.

His fingers stroked up and down along my
sex, then pushed slowly into me. I gasped, feeling the flush
spreading down my face and chest. I was already moist, and he would
know that!

“I-I thought we were going out!” I said a
little desperately.

“To discuss the case, of course.”

He drew his fingers back, then pushed...
what was it, something smooth and slim up inside me. It was about
as thick as his thumb, and about as long. But when it slid fully
inside me something slid over the top of my sex, something thin and
tight.

I straightened up and he rose next to me as
I stared down at.

“What is this!?”

“It's a vibrator.”

I stared.

“It doesn't look like a vibrator.”

All I could see was a sort of... clip. It
had two narrow bars which rose about an inch and a half above where
the body of the thing had been pushed into me, and there was a
crosspieces at the tip to hold them together. It was squeezing in
against my flesh, with my clitoris between the two thin bars,
framed by them, swelling out due to the pressure on my flesh to
either side and above.

I reached down and ran my fingers hesitantly
across it, then felt the narrow body of the thing he'd pushed
inside me.

“It will stay in place,” he said
confidently. “It's like a pen, say, with the clip holding it in
place.”

“You're a pervert!”

“Perhaps, but this will help you understand
about submission and domination.”

“How!?”

“Because I'm going to order you not to
climax.”

I stared at him in disbelief.

“And then try to make you climax.”

I looked down dubiously. The thing was very
small. I didn't see how it could have much power.

“And if you don't climax I'll pay you ten
thousand dollars.”

I gaped at him. I mean, from most men that
would be ridiculous, but he actually had that money to throw away
on silly games if he wanted to,

“You can't buy me!” I gulped.

“I'm not trying to. I'm making a bet with
you. You can win easily. Just show a little self-discipline.”

He led me towards the door by the arm while
my head was still spinning with sensations, emotions, uncertainties
and confusion!

“Wait! I can't go outside in this without
underwear!”

“I bet you can,” he said, pulling me through
the door.

“This is ridiculous!” I gasped as he locked
the door behind me.

“Call it game playing. I like playing games.
Do you?”

“No!”

“That's because you have no time for playing
games.”

“I don't!”

“But this won't take any time at all. We'll
play it while we discuss the case.”

“If we do,” I said somewhat desperately,
“You have to answer questions!”

“Have I refused to answer questions?”

The elevator arrived and he led me
inside.

“Honestly!”

“Have I lied to you?”

“I think you have!”

“Well, as we know, what you think and what
you can prove are important distinctions to be made under American
law.”

He reached for me, his hand sliding along my
thigh and up under my skirt, and I quickly shoved it away.

“No way! You said the stupid vibrator thing
would make me come, not your fingers!”

“So I can't touch you with my fingers?” he
asked, with raised eyebrows.

“No!”

“What about my tongue?” he asked,
smiling.

“No!”

“That does make it a little more difficult,
but only a little.”

I was fighting to keep myself under control,
aware my face was flushed and my pulse was racing. I glowered at
him, nervous even as the doors opened on the lobby. I was not a
person used to, well, experimentation, shall we say, with regard to
sex. That was especially so in public!

My clitoris felt... swollen, and while I had
been out without panties before, never in a skirt quite this short.
Oh, I'll grant you it wasn't short enough to draw any comment,
except perhaps at work, but it seemed short to me!

How the hell had I let him talk me into
this!?

I could feel the thing inside me. It wasn't
uncomfortable, but was a steady presence. And, of course, I could
feel the presence of the clip squeezing in against my body which
held the thing in place. What would happen if it fell out? Would
anyone even recognize it if it skittered across the floor!?

Mind you, even without the little clip my
clitoris might have felt swollen! I could feel the sexual energy
rolling through me even as we walked through the lobby and out to
where he'd left his car. The car was a Jaguar, which piqued my
interest despite everything else. I'd never ridden in a Jag before,
after all!

He opened the passenger door and I slipped
in, sitting down gingerly as he closed it behind me. But the thing
stayed in easily, and didn't feel heavy.

He got in next to me and started the car
with a smooth roll of energy. The seats were leather, of course,
and very, very plush. The door was wood paneling above double
stitched leather, with metal trim.

No plastic in this car!

We headed uptown, though I admit I was so
distracted, both by him, the interior of the car, and the things
he'd slipped into me that I hardly noticed the traffic.

“Nobody I know has all these sex toys,” I
ventured.

“Nobody you know has my money.”

Which was undoubtedly true.

“It's not like ordinary people can't afford
such things,” I said.

“True, an ordinary person can spend a few
hundred on sex toys, but a few hundred to me is... pocket change,
not even pocket change. I don't say that to brag,” he said, turning
to look at me. “So I can spend such money on brief amusements and
diversions.”

“Wouldn't a girlfriend be better?” I asked
in annoyance.

“I suppose. But finding one isn't easy.”

“You're gorgeous.” I blushed after saying
it. “I think you know you're pretty good looking. You're also
rich.”

“True on both counts. You're gorgeous too.
Why don't you have a boyfriend?”

I snorted. We both knew why.

“Neither of us has the time to devote to
going through one date after another and trying to find one which
would be a comfortable fit. It's not just a matter of looks, after
all. And we know that most of those we date would very soon turn
out to be... wrong... for us, for various reasons.”

I shrugged reluctantly.

“Take me, for instance. I'm a controlling
person. There are only two kinds of women who will put up with
that. The first kind is weak-willed, or just doesn't care as long
as I buy her lots of pretty things. She'll do anything I want
because it's sort of her job to.”

“And the other kind?”

“That would be the kind who finds some of
my... interests, intriguing, who is confident enough in who she is
to explore those interests, and who has a sufficiently open mind to
let me demonstrate the pleasure value of some of my... games.”

I started to feel a sense of … not panic,
but quivering uncertainty.

“You don't mean me,” I said.

“Perish the thought,” he said
unconvincingly.

“Because I'm not into this... bondage
stuff!”

“Yes, you demonstrated what a turn-off it
was yesterday.”

I flushed. “Maybe that was you and not your
… toys.”

“It was me,” he said. “But it was also
the... situation, the game, as it were, that you found intriguing
and enthralling.”

I opened my mouth to argue, however weakly,
and he overrode me.

“After I shackled you and left you there
naked, you became extremely aroused, even though I hadn't touched
you and nothing else was touching you. There was steel around your
neck and around your wrists. Neither of those things should cause
you to become physically aroused. It was your excitement at the
situation, at the game, which made you so incredibly
responsive.”

“And the hunky naked guy who came in to kiss
me,” I said

He smiled lightly. “You were aroused before
I came in and stripped off. You were aroused before I stripped
your clothes off,”

I flushed again, uncomfortably, this time,
but still with my chest tight and insides swirling.

“You're a very conventional girl. Doing the
outrageous is not normally in you.”

I shrugged. “Most people are. It's not like
– .”

I gasped, interrupted, as the vibrator thing
started to buzz! I stared down at my groin, then at him.

He smirked a bit, taking his hand out of his
pocket.

“What did – ?”

“Remote control.”

“It's too weak to... turn me on,” I
gulped.

“You're already turned on, Ms. O'Brien.”

And then I did do something daring. I
reached out and put my hand over his groin, finding his cock and
rubbing it.

“Maybe I can turn you on, too,” I said
challengingly.

He grinned, and didn't argue with me, nor
could he given that I could already feel him growing there in his
trousers as my hand stroked up and down against him.

“I have no doubt you can turn me on, Ms.
O'Brien,” he said. “But are you prepared for what will come after
that?”

I gulped, my chest tightening further.

“I'm not afraid of you,” I said.

“Not even my outrageous behavior?”

“You're not about to do anything crazy while
you're driving,” I said, fingers stroking up and down the length of
him.

I have to admit that he was right. I was
already aroused. The vibrator just added to it, and the feel of his
hardness along his thigh inside his trousers only made it that much
worse. I wanted to see him, naked. I let my fingers slide to his
zipper and pull it down, then slid my fingers inside.

My excitement rose as my fingers squirmed
into the unbuttoned fly of his shorts and I felt my heart beating
faster and faster as I forced my hand in to cup the base of his
erection.

“Are you looking for trouble, Ms. O'Brien?”
he asked.

“I think I've found it,” I replied.

I felt his hand slide onto my thigh, then in
under my skirt. Breathlessly, I pushed it back.

“You aren't allowed to touch me with your
fingers, remember, or your tongue!” I exclaimed.

He stepped on the gas a little, and the car
lurched, then we turned sharply and the angle abruptly turned down.
I took my hand off him, off his crotch, turning to see we were
driving down the ramp into an underground parking garage.

“Are we there?”

“We're wherever here is,” he replied.

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


The car entered a large garage, mostly
empty, and drove on down the ramp to a lower level. There were even
fewer cars here. Where were we? In the underground garage of some
office building. It was almost nine. Almost everyone had gone
home.

The car turned and went down a ramp to yet
another lower level. There were hardly any cars here.

“Wh-where are you going?” I gulped.

“Somewhere almost private,” he said.

He parked, almost the only car on the lot,
then got out, doing up his zipper as he did. I frowned uncertainly,
then got out, as well. He came around to meet me and I had just
opened my mouth to ask where we were when his arms swept around me
and his lips crushed mine.

I gasped, the hard, male bulk of him forcing
me back against the side of the car as his hands slid down my back
and onto my ass. I felt my breasts pillow against his chest as I
threw my arms around his neck and kissed back, remembering with
some chagrin that I hadn't been able to do anything the
other day!

I gasped as I felt him lifting my skirt up!
My hands reached back to yank it down but he held it with a
smirk.

“No one can see,” he said.

“Someone might come!” I gasped, looking
around.

“Shy?”

“I don't want to be arrested!”

He snorted in amusement and gave me a
challenging look.

I glared at him, then eased my grip on the
skirt, though I looked around nervously again. It was a reasonably
large garage, and no one was in sight. I did sort of try to ease
between him and the car, though.

Then he kissed me again, and, heart thumping
nervously, I kissed back, as I felt his thigh slide in between mine
and felt it pressing up between my legs. I gasped a bit as he began
to rhythmically press his thigh into me, into my naked sex, against
my swollen clitoris as that stupid vibrator buzzed!

I thought this was cheating, but then again,
it wasn't his hand or his tongue!

The hand he had used to grip my hem slid up
under it, caressing the small of my back as his other hand caressed
my buttocks. That hand slid up and down, and every time it slid up
I felt the pressure lifting the dress up higher. I was naked from
the ribs down now, but at least his body was mostly hiding me from
some suddenly appearing witness!

And I have to admit, I began to feel an
incredible surge of adrenalin and heat at being so... exposed in a
public place! Then the hand on my back slid up higher, and his
fingers undid my bra. I moaned again into his mouth, feeling
another hot rush of energy, of fear, alarm, anxiety, heat,
excitement and daring!

This was crazy!

I gasped as his heavy body pressed me back
against the side of the car, his right hand sliding around my ribs
to cup my bare breast. And then I was startled, yelping, as he drew
back slightly, and yanked the dress up higher! My arms were raised
already, for my hands had slipped back behind his neck, and now he
peeled dress and bra right over my head!

“Oh no!” I gasped.

“Oh yes!” he said.

“Alex!” I cried, my head instantly jerking
away, eyes rolling wildly around the garage in search of
watchers.

There was no one.

“I don't recall giving you permission to use
my first name, Ms. O'Brien,” he said, one large hand pinning my
arms together at the elbows. “I think we would do better to keep
this relationship strictly professional.”

My head snapped from side to side and all
around me, reassuring myself no one was within sight!

“You're crazy! We're going to be
arrested!”

“I'm not worried about that,” he said, his
arms going around me again, his lips finding mine.

I struggled anxiously, but was pinned
between his big body and the car, and I was reassured by that, for
once again, anyone coming out of the elevator entrance-way or down
the ramp would see his back, and not me.

At least... at first.

And in the meantime my mind was swirling
wildly at being naked in a public place! OhmyGod! Anyone could come
upon us! And I was wearing nothing but high heels!

His thigh pressed up between my legs again,
and I shuddered, feeling incredibly sensitive there now, as the
vibrator continued to buzz, and the soft material of his suit pants
ground against me.

I could feel the sexual tension rising
within myself. It was already intense, setting my skull to
throbbing, and my fingers trembling as I felt the wild rush of the
outrageous enveloping me!

He eased back only slightly, reaching up and
undoing his tie. I stared at him, gasping, gulping in air, and then
he spun me around and I gasped again as my breasts were pushed
against the car window!

I felt my arms pulled back behind me, and
the hammering in my heart seemed overwhelming. I felt a sense of
“He wouldn't!” but that was exactly what he did! He crossed my
wrists, rapidly wound the tie around them, and tied it firmly off
in seconds!

“You're crazy!” I gasped.

He spun me around and then slapped my
face!

I gasped, startled, my cheek stinging! It
wasn't a real slap, though, I realized. It was a light slap, one
probably meant to startle me, and it succeeded at that.

“Show respect for your superior, wench,” he
growled.

“You !”

He slapped my face again! Again, it was a
light slap, but I gasped, for it shocked me. I mean... people don't
slap you in the face!

He seized my head, bending it backwards,
bringing his face up close to mine.

“Call me sir,” he said in a low growl.

“S-Sir!” I gasped a little dazed.

“How are your oral skills, Ms. O'Brien? I
can't have you speaking for me if you don't have excellent oral
skills.”

He pushed me downward, down onto my knees on
the pavement! Then he reached into his trousers, taking himself
out, stiff and thick and hungry as I sort of gaped up at him. My
mouth was still open, and he slid himself into it.

I felt this incredible sense of... not awe,
exactly, but amazement and disbelief that I was stark naked with my
hands tied behind me on the floor of a public garage like this!
Worse, I had that butt plug inside me, as well as his little
vibrator!

“Suck, prisoner.”

I moaned around his thick shaft, breathless,
heart pounding and pulse racing, but... I did just that. Well, at
least part of it was because the quicker I got him off the quicker
he'd regain his sanity and we'd get back in the car and get
dressed!

I rolled my eyes anxiously from side to
side, as if I could see around him, to make sure no one was there!
Then I stared along the length of him, feeling a rush of heat. I
hadn't ever had something this big in my mouth before, and I moaned
around it as he pumped slowly in and out.

He jerked back on my hair abruptly, and I
gasped aloud.

“Do you like performing oral sex,
prisoner?”

“Y-Yes!” I gasped.

“Sir,” he said. “Say sir.”

“Yes, sir!” I moaned.

He jerked my head forward again, his cock
sliding into my open mouth, then... deep! I gurgled weakly, alarmed
by how deep, eyes bulging as he threatened to go down my
throat!

This was crazy!

But the sexual electricity felt as though it
were crackling up and down the length of my body! He pumped slowly
in and out, holding my head tight by the hair, and I felt a
shuddering, squirming sense of some kind of strange... well, I
don't want to call it submission, but a kind of calm sense of
surrender.

I gurgled weakly, sucking as best I could,
licking at the underside of him as he slid in and out, pushing deep
again and again. My body thrummed with sexual energy, the buzzing
between my legs starting to make my insides pulse in tandem as I
sought to draw my thighs together, to squeeze them together around
myself.

And then he pushed forward and drew me
towards him and the head of his thick shaft pushed right into my
throat! I gurgled weakly, alarmed, shocked, as I felt it sliding
deeper and deeper into my throat, as I stared at it, cross-eyed,
pushing forward against my lips! I struggled weakly, with no
leverage, and he held still with perhaps an inch or more remaining
outside my lips.

Then he slid his hands down behind my head
and pulled me forward, and I gurgled again, as my lips slid down
the final inch of his thick shaft and were wrapped around the very
base of it, pressed against his groin!

I was stunned, but mostly... mostly in a
kind of giddy sense of disbelief and achievement. I mean, I might
not have a had a ton of sex, but it wasn't like I was some ignorant
farm girl. And I'd sort of halfheartedly tried this myself a time
or two, though without success.

Now, with my body and mind feverish with
heat, with the feel of his thickness filling my aching throat, I
knelt there dazedly and felt amazed at myself that I'd managed to
get all that into me, and hadn't thrown up or gagged or
anything!

He drew himself back out slowly, and I
gurgled and then coughed wildly as he pulled free, saliva pouring
over my lower lip as I gulped in air.

I sucked in deep, shaky breath as he tilted
my head back, bringing the fat, slick head of him to my lips once
again.

“W-wait!” I gasped desperately.

He halted.

“My knees,” I moaned.

For yes, weirdly enough, that was what came
to my fuzzy mind. My knees were aching as I knelt there on the
floor of the garage!

He pulled me upward by the hair! I cried out
and staggered, my knees truly did ache!

He lifted me up onto the front hood of the
car and shoved me back, then, still holding my hair, moved around
the front and I gasped as I was stretched back on my back – well,
on my arms, across the hood! The world spun around me, and I was
now staring up at the fluorescent lights, at the heavy concrete
beams and the roof.

And then him, as he dragged me further to
the edge by the hair, then slid himself back into my open
mouth!

I gurgled again, and he pulled me further,
sliding me forward so my shoulders hung over the side, my head
hanging upside down. And then he thrust forward slowly but firmly
and continuously, his thick cock pushing into my throat again and
all the way down it!

My legs flailed weakly as I writhed atop the
hood of the car. I felt one shoe come off as one of his hands
cupped my left breast and began to roughly knead it. Once again I
felt that sense of surrender, as he began to move himself slowly up
and down in my throat. I gurgled and gagged softly, eyes glassy as
he did so, then coughed wildly again as he pulled himself free.

His face was suddenly right over mine,
though his was rightside up, and his hands were on both my
breasts.

“Tell me you're my slave girl, O'Brien,” he
ordered. “Say it. Say it.”

He pinched my nipples and I moaned
dazedly.

“Say it.”

“I-I'm your slave girl!” I gasped.

He twisted my nipples sharply.

“Sir. Say sir.”

“Sir! I'm your slave girl, sir!” I gasped in
a choked voice.

I stared at his cock as it pushed forward
into my open mouth, then felt a wild thrill of shocked delight, of
wonder and amazement as it pushed deep into my throat, and I was
able to take it! I gurgled wetly around it, sure, but, I was doing
it!

He pulled out once more, and by then I was
gasping, panting, and more than slightly light headed. I cried out
dazedly as he dragged me off the edge of the car by the hair,
grasping my arm as well, to keep me from falling. Then he bent me
over, my breasts pillowing out against the hood of the Jaguar as he
pushed my legs apart.

“Nasty little girl,” he said.

Crack! He slapped my bottom.

“Oh!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Oh! Don't!” I cried, as his hand slapped
down again.

“Spread your legs, slut!” he barked.

I felt a jolt at the words, at the tone, a
sense of outrage and – .

Crack!

“Spread your legs!”

I yelped and obeyed!

Crack!

“Wider, slut!”

I cried out, my legs shifting even wider,
even though I had to rise up on my toes. My right leg was jammed
against the left fender of the car, while my left was pressing in
against the front bumper. I was straddling the corner, with my
pussy pressed firmly against the warm metal and the vibrator
buzzing away at me!

I felt him grip my hair and wind it around
his fist even as he gripped that... thing, the butt-plug, and
pulled it slowly out of my bottom! I gasped on both accounts, still
dazed, as he yanked my head up and back by the hair, though still
jammed down against my back to hold me in place.

“Beg me to fuck you in the ass, slut!” he
ordered.

What an outrageous demand! It astonished me,
but then a moment later I felt an incredible rush of fire and
heat!

The plug came out, and I felt what had to be
HIM pressing against me, dipping against me, pushing in a bit and
pulling back, pushing in a bit, then pulling out.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please fuck me!” I gasped.

Crack! He slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Sir,” he said.

“Please fuck me, sir!”

Crack!

“In the ass, slut!”

“Please fuck me in the ass, sir!” I cried,
my head throbbing and pulsing and churning with the seething
outrageousness, with the dark, thrilling heat which was consuming
my inhibitions!

I felt his cock pushing into me, the head
sliding in smoothly, easily as I stared dazedly across the car at
the empty garage. Then he pushed deeper, and deeper still, and I
groaned and gasped as I felt myself being filled, felt the
thickness and hardness of his cock pushing into my belly!

I groaned as it began to ache, and he
slapped my bottom again, then yanked on the hair as he thrust into
me. I cried out, but the pain was minor, really. I was startled,
alarmed, anxious, but burning up with a feverish heat as he drove
himself deeper and deeper into my body!

The vibrator was still buzzing against me,
pressed against the car, which itself now seemed to be buzzing
against my entire groin pressed against it. I shuddered and moaned,
overwhelmed by sensation as my thigh and groin muscles began to
spasm

I was still amazed, still overwhelmed by it
all, but the thrumming within was growing more and more intense,
and the feel of his big cock pushing deep into my belly was ..
.enthralling!

I came, hard, jerking and twisting and
writhing there atop the car, gurgling and gasping and crying out as
the heat and pressure roared within me and blotted out the world.
Nothing existed but that wild, raw pleasure and passion. How could
anything else matter, even a little!?

My body trembled and shook like a plucked
guitar chord, as Stone shoved his thick cock even deeper up into my
belly. It ached, but given the wild howl of pleasure, even the
aching was just a boost to the wall of sensation tearing through
me

I shuddered and cried out and then went
limp, panting dazedly, though my head was still held up and back by
his grip on my hair. I groaned, feeling his thickness filling me,
amazed by the sensation, then even more amazed as I felt his hips
pressing against my buttocks, knowing he had somehow gotten the
entire length of himself inside me!

I groaned as he ground his hips into me, as
I felt his thickness moving inside me, shifting to one side, then
the other. He eased back a bit, then pushed forward, even deeper,
it seemed, so that I felt a cramping deep inside! But then he
pulled back again, a little more, before pushing in once again.

I found my entire focus shifting to the feel
of him inside me, to the outrageousness and wonder of it, to the
sensations as he moved in and out. And as he continued his
movements, they became easier, smoother, and faster, and I began to
gasp and grunt as his hips struck my upraised buttocks with more
authority.

Since my sex was jammed against the corner
of the car, with that vibrator still buzzing away, the hard
thrusting of his cock into my body very, very quickly reignited the
wild fever which had only barely subsided. I felt that sense of
surrender once more, that sense of letting myself go, of floating
on a sea of heat and sensation!

And then the door to the hallway opened.

Since I was facing that direction I could
hardly fail to notice. Though at first, even seeing it, my mind
didn't seem to quite comprehend. A man in a suit came out of the
doorway into the garage! He was perhaps fifty feet or so away, and
Stone reversed the hold on my hair, shoving my face down against
the hood of the car instead, then holding me like that, cheek
pressed against the car, a mass of hair spilling out over my
face.

As he continued to thrust!

His hips worked in and out, in and out,
harder, not softer, as I gasped helplessly and rolled my eyes in
dazed panic!

But the man walked across the pavement, not
towards us, but parallel to us, to a car which sat empty in the
middle of the lot. I couldn't see him, just a bit of his long
shadow cast by the far lights. I could hear his footsteps, then the
sound of the car opening and closing. The engine came on, and the
car moved away and up the ramp and out.

I cried out as Stone jerked back on my hair
again, lifting my head up and back. I could see the garage was
empty once more, as he thrust into me with long, deep strokes. I
suddenly felt like.. like this incredible sexual... animal! I felt
like a wild slut, for surely that was the only kind of woman who
would be seen engaged in this sort of thing by strangers!

But that wasn't a sense of shame. I mean, he
certainly didn't know me and hadn't really seen my face. He might
have seen my upper body, at least in back, and probably knew what
was happening as Stone 's hips thrust into me. But he'd prudently
just ignored us, gone to his car, and driven away.

So there was some sense of shame, but it was
weak since he was a stranger and now gone. Instead I felt this
sense of... helplessness, of surrender again, and maybe even
something like submission, and a kind of dazed acceptance of that
too.

And my groin was still pressed against the
corner of the car, still buzzing, as his long cock drove itself
into my bottom.

I gasped in pain as he twisted his fingers
in my hair and now leaned over me. His face was just behind mine,
and to the right, and I felt his breath against my ear.

“Tell me you're my slut,” he ordered
softly.

I shuddered and he jerked up a bit more on
my hair, easing my body up and back enough to get his other hand in
to roughly cup my breast.

“Tell me you're my slut,” he growled.

“I-I'm your slut!” I moaned.

“Sir,” he ordered, grinding his heavy hips
into my bottom.

“I'm your slut, sir!” I gasped.

His hips worked in and out in long, deep
strokes as he chewed lightly along the nape of my neck.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he
ordered.

God! What an outrageous thing to say! And
so, of course, I said it!

“I'm your sex slave, sir!” I gasped.

His hips thrust harder, striking my buttocks
more sharply, grinding my sex against the corner of the car as my
insides rippled and crackled with rising sexual tension and heat.
He straightened up, and began to thrust harder still, then harder,
and my body shuddered to the impact as my lower belly burned and
flared with ever hotter flames!

Another orgasm tore through me, and I just
sort of, well, lost it. I cried out, again and again, each cry
louder than the one which preceded it! I could feel myself
unleashing my control on my responses, on my voice, eager to be
outrageous myself, to do something outrageous, like temp the fates,
like draw in some curious person who might hear me!

I cried the breath out of my lungs,
trembling violently as he rammed himself into me, and when he gave
a final series of hard, fast thrusts and buried himself deep in my
belly, his body collapsed atop mine and his lips and teeth found my
throat in a hungry kiss of passion and heat!
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Julia and David Miller lived in the Tribeca
area, in a loft condo which, of course, was once a warehouse. The
Tribeca district was lousy with them. None of them were cheap,
though. The median price was in the two and a half to three million
range. Since neither of them had a job I wondered how they afforded
to live there.

David Miller had once been a truck driver.
Was I being a snob in seeing him as the boy-toy of rich girl,
Julia? It might be a cliché, but women didn't tend to marry down. A
rich man might marry a secretary, but women liked their boyfriends
to be someone who was at least their equal in everything but the
physical.

The private investigation report didn't give
a location for David at the time of the killing. Apparently the
cops, having already zeroed in on their target, didn't feel the
need to ask. The agency had been able to locate Julia, who had been
at a gallery at the time. Discrete conversations with people at the
gallery revealed she'd been there much of the evening. Alone.

So where was dear David? Modern art wasn't
his thing, or so his wife had told people at the gallery, to
explain his absence. I didn't doubt that was true. Modern art
wasn't my thing either. He might have been at home, but the evening
doorman was apparently unwilling to talk, even for monetary
encouragement.

Interviews with people who knew the couple
disclosed that they were far from fond of Sophie, who Julia
routinely referred to as 'the slut'. David hadn't shown quite the
same degree of dislike, but had made it clear he thought of her as
little more than his father-in-law's prostitute, bought and paid
for.

I talked to Ferguson, the private detective,
and authorized him to offer up some 'persuasion money' to see what
he could find out from CCTV cameras which might have recorded
David's car headed towards his step-mother-in-law's townhouse. We
couldn't just requisition them like the police, so would have to
buy access.

I didn't think Stone would object.

I tried to work without thinking about the
dark, nasty, kinky – and wildly thrilling sex I'd had with Stone,
but was rarely able to keep my mind free of it for long. When I did
think of it my face heated, and I felt a swirling mixture of awed
delight and cringing embarrassment.

Public sex in a garage! That was...
outrageous!

And if I was caught? If anyone found out?
God, the danger was high! That was one of the reasons I castigated
myself for being weak enough to let him do such things! On the
other hand, was he seriously looking at something more... well,
meaningful with me? I mean, he had hinted as much the other
day.

He seemed... interesting, I mean, aside from
the sex. He was a formidable man, and highly intelligent, not to
mention great looking. But that didn't mean we were compatible on
anything but the physical level.

And getting seriously involved with him
would probably mean a lot more of that... nasty type sex, those
'slave girl' type games! He might claim he did that mostly to turn
girls on but there was no doubt in my mind it turned him on
too.

I was wary of that, of how much of a
relationship it might take over, but on the other hand, I was
finding it awfully hot and exciting!

So hot and exciting that it was influencing
my mind, influencing my thoughts. I didn't have to go to his place,
for example. Normally, I'd have sent a messenger with some papers
Harrison needed him to sign. But I convinced myself, and Harrison,
that a man paying a million dollars for our services should get
more personal treatment.

I took a cab again, and my chest got tighter
the closer I got to his condo. I couldn't help wondering if the
cabby could possibly sense the anxiety and, well, repressed
excitement I was feeling. Could he possibly guess that I was going
somewhere, in my nice business suit, where I more than half
expected to be naked and engaged in perverted sex soon after
entering?

Just so long as no one at work guessed!

The cabby dropped me off and I headed up the
walk, and as I approached the door it was opened by the doorman,
who smilingly ushered out an attractive woman of about thirty with
coppery main of shoulder length hair.

I sucked in a breath of air and tried to
hide the shock I felt, for I'd seen her before, or at least, a
picture of her – in the parish newsletter for St. Gabriel's
church!

I felt a sense of satisfaction, first, that
something I'd checked out had, perhaps, turned out to be right!
Then I felt a sense of disquiet and anger. Was she just leaving
after a sordid morning of filthy sex!? Was he still seeing her
and... and having sex with me at the same time!?

I felt my checks pinken at that, and not in
embarrassment, either! That... bastard!

The doorman called up. There'd be no
sneaking in on him in his lair here! A few moments later he nodded
for me to go ahead up. I did so, fuming more than a little, and my
mind considering various ways to confront him about his... his...
sluttishness!

Imagine him calling me a slut! Ha!

“Ms. O'Brien, this is a surprise,” he said
at the door.

“I have things for you to sign,” I said
brusquely, striding past him without looking around.

“Is it not considered polite to let people
know in advance before showing up with such papers?” he asked in
annoyance, following after.

The kitchen was on the left, with a broad
marble covered island separating it from an open area before you
passed through to the living room. There were leather bar stools at
the counter and I headed there, dropped my briefcase on the
counter, and snapped it open to pull out the papers.

“I don't generally take well to rudeness,
Ms. O'Brien,” he said in a dangerously toneless voice I largely
ignored.

I was mad!

“You don't? I'll have to remember that,” I
said.

“I'm fairly certain I can help you remember
it,” he replied.

I glared at him. “And is Sister Anna Maria
polite?” asked with withering scorn.

He froze for a moment, then frowned.

“What are you talking about?” he
demanded.

“I saw her leave, the cute redhead,” I
said.

“How do you know anything about Sister Anna
Maria?”

“When you hire us you hire the best, and you
pay for it, buddy,” I said. “That includes the services of a top
flight private investigation agency which is even now trying to
find some evidence to show David Cooper might have been somewhere
in the neighborhood on the night of the murder. But we also have
them checking you out to look for things the prosecution might
spring on us at the trial,” I said.

“That includes romances, real and rumored.
And guess what the rumor says about you and Sister hot redhead
Maria?”

“If rumor says anything about it whatsoever
it'll get its ass sued off,” he growled, eyes flashing

“Really? Are you going to tell me that
wasn't her just leaving your building? If I go into your little
torture chamber am I going to find evidence she was just there
learning discipline!?”

“Don't be ridiculous!”

“How am I being ridiculous? Are you going to
say priests and nuns never violate their vows of celibacy? Are you
going to tell me the reason you don't want to give an alibi for
that evening was you were with her!?”

“I was driving around!” he growled.

“Oh bullshit! You were playing spanking
games with Sister guitar girl!”

“You have no idea what you're talking
about!” he snapped.

He glowered at me, then folded his arms
across his chest.

“You're jealous,” he said.

“Jealous? Why would I care who you played
your sick little games with!? I'm only interested in making sure
you don't go to prison forever because you want to keep your
girlfriend's name a secret!”

“She's not my girlfriend!” he snapped.

“Ha!”

“You're beginning to get on my nerves,
O'Brien,” he growled.

“Oh? And what are you going to do about
that? Spank me!?”

He reached for me and I jerked back.

“Don't you dare touch me!” I said.

But then he moved again, much faster, and I
cried out in startled surprise as he did indeed grab me, lifting me
up into the air and dropping me, belly down across his
shoulder!

“Let me go!” I cried, trying to kick at
him.

He pinned my thighs together with one arm,
walking from the room.

“I'll scream!” I cried. “I'll call the
police! I'll file charges!”

He ignored me, walking briskly up the hall
past where his torture room was, turning and continuing on.

“Let me down right now!”

I slapped at his back, then again, then
punched at it.

He had a very well-muscled back, though.

“I mean it!” I cried, punching at his back
again.

We stepped through a large doorway and the
air seemed to suddenly become much more humid.

“Put me down right now!” I cried.

I felt myself swung up and back, and then
flung forward through the air! I yelped, then squealed as I hit the
water and plunged beneath! I sank down, but not far. It wasn't
shallow. I got my feet under me and stood up, arms windmilling a
little for balance, sputtering in water up to my waist as I looked
up at him from – it was a long, narrow pool. One of those wave pool
things.

“I never hit a woman out of anger,” he said,
glaring down at me. “But that doesn't mean I let them talk to me
like that. Especially the ones I employ!”

“I don't work for you!” I shouted.

“You work for Harrison Ford who does work
for me! How do you think he'd react if I called to complain?”

He'd be more than slightly upset with me,
especially given how much money Stone was paying and how much was
on the line with this case. And that was IF he had no idea about
our physical involvement.

And it would be impossible to explain myself
without getting into that...

“Shit! You ruined my phone!” I cried,
grabbing the side of the pool and climbing out.

“Then it won't be hurt by a little more
water,” he said, shoving me so I fell back into the water with a
splash.

I sputtered and came to the surface, shoving
my soaking hair out of my face.

“You bastard!”

“Sister Anna Maria is practically a saint,”
he said, startling me with the unexpected shift in topic. “I met
her several years ago when I took over Benson Brothers. Her father
is Lyle Benson.”

“I know who she is!” I snapped.

“She runs an outreach project for underage
prostitutes, for girls who have been lied to, sweet talked,
romanced, whatever you call it, and then drawn into what is virtual
slavery and prostitution.”

“You using her to get you girls to spank!?”
I sneered.

His expression became much colder, and I
felt a quiver of anxiety along my spine. I didn't think he'd killed
Sophie, even less now than I had before. But he was still a very
large and powerful man - in every sense of the word.

I have been funding her project,” he
growled

“Oh please!”

“To the tune of a million and a half dollars
last year.”

“You expect me to believe someone of your...
interests is going to donate money – .”

“She actually knows about my interests, but
the woman is so nonjudgmental it's... scary,” he said. “She has no
inhibitions about bringing it up either, and using my interests as
a springboard into a pitch to help young women.”

“And you never mentioned this before
because...?”

“Oh grow up, Lilly!” he snapped, using my
name for the first time. “You know very well what would happen if
word of this got out. It'd be on the late night talk show joke
schedule for months. And that's even assuming people didn't infer a
sordid relationship between me and Anna Maria, which, given her
physical looks would be a certainty. I have no intention of
damaging her reputation in that way.”

“Even to save yourself from a murder
charge?” I asked incredulously.

“It's a spurious charge with no evidence,”
he said dismissively. “The police might get convictions on such
scanty evidence with people who have to use the public defender's
office, but they have no chance of doing so with me.”

“And where did you go to law school?” I
snapped.

I made to climb out again, hoping he would
try to push me back once more. He reached out for me and I grabbed
his wrist, then tried to throw myself backwards into the pool.

It didn't work.

He simply lifted me bodily into the air –
with one hand – and set me on the edge of the pool, glaring at
me.

“Listen, Mister high and mighty Stone,” I
said, jabbing my finger into his chest. “You might not be quite
aware of it but people hate you! They hate everything about you!
They hate hedge fund guys to begin with, and they hate men who push
women around! There's also a big hate on for rich people of any
kind!”

“Stop poking me you, brat!” he snapped.

“Would you prefer a spanking?” I demanded,
“Because you're acting like a willful child and refusing to imagine
anything bad can happen to you. The American prison system is
filled with all kinds of guys who didn't think they would ever be
convicted, and quite a few of them are entirely innocent!”

I shrugged off my dripping wet jacket and
then threw it at his face. He caught it, but that didn't stop water
from spraying on him.

“And you are definitely paying my laundry
bill!” I added. “In fact, this blouse is ruined! You can buy me a
new one!”

“Fine!” he snapped.

Then he grabbed the front of my blouse and
yanked me forward and up, until I was on the tips of my toes, and
kissed me.

Very, very hard.

At first I slapped at his chest, then I
grabbed his arms and tried to twist around to either pull him or
toss him into the pool. That didn't work. He jerked the shirt up
higher, then ripped it down the front, sending buttons popping.

“Hey!” I gasped.

“I have to buy a new one anyway,” he
growled, spinning me around and yanking it off.

He grabbed my sopping wet trousers, which
were now kind of hanging at my waist a bit, and yanked them down
too!

“Stop that! I'm mad at you!”

“Good. I'm mad at you too!”

I tried to twist free, but he got my bra
strap unclipped, then as I pulled myself away, grabbing at my bra,
he yanked at my thong instead. I grabbed at that, which made me
bend over and he yanked the bra up and off me!

“Bastard!”

“Bitch!”

He yanked me up onto his shoulder again,
this time yanking the thong down at the same time!

My hair was still dripping and the rest of
me was wet as he pinned me against him and carried me out of the
room!

“We are definitely not having sex!” I
shouted.

“You're going to beg me for sex,” he
snapped.

“In your dreams!” I punched and slapped at
his back. “And I am not going into your stupid torture
chamber!”

“I don't need a torture chamber!”

He stopped in the hall. The floor was dark
marble, as I said, and there was a high backed chair set against
the wall just there. He stopped, swung me around and into his arms
and sat down, then rolled me quickly over and, just like that, I
found myself belly down across his lap!

“Don't you dare!” I exclaimed.

I was kicking and struggling, at least at
first, but most of my upper body was hanging over the side of the
chair, my hair sweeping the floor! He pinned my wrists together,
then shifted his grip higher, drawing my arms back and pinning them
together at the elbows. A moment later I felt something silky
wrapped around them, circling and circling, then drawing tightly
together!

I writhed and twisted, and could kind of
look up and back as I used my back muscles to raise my torso up. He
had no tie on so I knew that was what he'd wrapped around my arms,
and as he tightened them I could feel my shoulders starting to
ache.

Crack! His hand slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Ow!” stop it!

“You have a lovely bottom, Ms. O'Brien. Has
anyone ever told you that?”

His hand skimmed lightly over my buttocks,
then slapped down again.

Crack!

“Ow! Bastard!

“My parents were married well before I was
born.”

Crack!

“Ow! You're still a bastard!” I cried, legs
kicking helplessly.

Crack!

“And you're an impertinent little girl.”

“I'm not a little girl, you pervert!”

Crack! His hand snapped down and
stinging pain struck me!

“An impertinent young woman then.”

I jerked my arms, trying to pull them free
of the silk tie. My hands were free – sort of, but with my arms
pinned the way they were my hands couldn't really reach anything.
They were kind of on my hips, my left on my right hip and my right
on left. I tried to reach some part of his body, if only to pinch
him, but couldn't.

“Now, let's discuss your many faults,” he
said.

He managed to pin my kicking legs together
under his right leg.

“First, you don't have the proper respect
for your betters.”

His hand stroked my bottom again.

“You're not better than me!”

Crack!

“Ow! Bastard!”

“You use words repetitively.”

Again his hand caressed my bottom, kneading
my buttocks before smacking down.

Crack!

“Ow! Asshole!”

Crack!

“You use obscene language which is not
fitting for a lady.”

His hand slid down between my buttocks and
across my sex, his fingers brushing over my clitoris.

I felt a rush of energy, despite myself. I
was hanging upside down and the blood had rushed to my head, making
it throb. My breasts were wobbling and jerking, as well, naked and
wet and the nipples hard.

“And you don't act like a gentleman!” I
shouted up and back at him.

“On the contrary, it's the duty of a
gentleman to protect a young lady, even from her own
misbehavior.”

Crack! He slapped my bottom again,
then again, three times quickly!

“That hurts!” I cried.

I couldn't actually see his hands or my
lower body, of course. That made it feel even more strange as his
fingers traced along my sex and gently rubbed my clitoris between
them.

“It's supposed to hurt. That's how you learn
not to act like a brat.”

“I'll act like a brat if I want to, you
pervert!!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Ow! Quit it!”

My bottom was starting to get very hot, but
to be honest, the rest of me was getting hot, too. I was flustered
and panting, my heart pounding, and I was entirely naked and tied
up again!

“I think, Ms. O'Brien, that you desperately
want me to have sex with you,” he said.

“You are never having sex with me again!” I
exclaimed, though there was no way I intended holding to that.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You should be honest with yourself, if not
me,” he said, his fingers stroking up and down across my clitoris
again.

I felt his left hand sliding down my side
and under to roughly squeeze my right breast, and felt a shudder
pass through me.

Crack!

“I think you should apologize,” he said.

“For what!?”

Crack!

“For not being properly respectful to your
client.”

Well, he had a point, sort of, but on the
other hand.

“My client is an asshole!” I said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I yelped and twisted, but had pretty much
expected that response. My bottom got hotter, and the stinging got
stronger as I gasped and twisted helplessly.

I felt his fingers pushing against my sex,
dipping inside me, and I kind of cringed mentally for I could
quickly tell that I was already wet, and I don't mean with pool
water!

“I think you want me, Ms. O'Brien,” he
said.

Smug bastard!

“I have a cucumber in my fridge that would
do just as well!” I said.

Crack! Crack!

“But a cumber would be cold.”

Crack! Crack!

“I'm so much warmer.”

His fingers drew back, then pushed deeper,
and I gasped as they just kept... pushing and just kept... sliding
in further!

But at least they weren't slapping my
ass!

“I think you are a hot little slut that
loves cock,” he said.

“Not from you!”

Crack!

“Ow!

He used his left hand for that, then did it
again!

Crack! Crack!

“I think you get tired of being a prim and
proper lawyer and want to put on a miniskirt and see-through blouse
and have everyone lusting after your hot little body,” he said.

“You're crazy!”

His left hand slid down to squeeze my breast
as the fingers of his right kind of twisted and shifted and moved
inside me.

“I bet you fantasize about being a stripper
or a call girl,” he said, “Someone hot and sexy.”

“Oh, you know so much about women!”

Crack!

“I do, in fact.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was flaming hot now, but... it
seemed to have reached its peak and his slaps were no longer
capable of making it hotter. But each blow did resonate through my
belly, through my groin to where his fingers were now pumping
slickly in and out of me! And then he added another finger!

“I think you want a big cock inside
you.”

“I don't!”

I … did!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You're lying, little girl.”

His left hand slid down my back and into my
hair, gathered it together, and then pulled. I gasped as my head
was lifted up and back, as my upside down torso began to be pulled
up and bowed back. At the same time he was thrusting his fingers
into me, and twisted them around so he could get his thumb against
my clitoris!

I cried out as he pulled back more sharply
on my hair, then pulled his fingers out of me, gripping my arm,
pulling me up and around so that instead of being draped across his
lap I was sitting straddling him, facing him.

He reached down and undid his trousers, then
pulled himself out, thick and hard, laying it against my abdomen,
against my belly, showing me how deep inside me it would go! His
left hand slid behind me and gripped my hair again, pulling,
forcing me to use my leg muscles to push myself upward.

I felt the head brushing along my sex, up
and down, across my clitoris, prodding at my opening, slowly
pushing in as he released my hair.

“You know you want it.”

“D-Don't!” I gasped.

He released my hair and cupped my breasts,
then squeezed them, drawing my chest in closer against him,
bringing the center of my left breast to his mouth! I gasped as I
felt his teeth closing on my flesh, as his lips encircled my
tingling nipple and he began to suck.

And then... I slowly sank down, shuddering
in helpless pleasure as I felt him pushing up through the tight,
moist, elastic folds of my sex, moaning as I remembered the sight
of it against me, of how deep it would go, feeling a sense of wild
and eager disbelief as I kept sliding down, as it kept pushing
higher into my belly!

He was sucking hungrily at my nipples now,
his hands on my buttocks, kneading them as his tongue swirled and
circled and swept back and forth across first one nipple, then the
other.

And I kept sinking down! I felt jolt after
jolt of hot little explosive sensations, each of which drove my
arousal up even more! And then a deep ache way up inside as the
head of his thick cock finally met what must be the back wall of my
sex!

I groaned, my buttocks finally pressing
against his thighs, the ache deepening, but doing nothing to
distract me from the wild, animal pleasure!

He didn't have to tell me to ride him. I
eased up, because of the ache, but I wanted, craved, needed to have
every inch of him inside me! I slid back down, groaning, then rose
up at the ache, then back down again, shuddering, trembling, riding
faster, going up higher just so I could revel in the long drop
down!

It was too much, and an orgasm tore through
me, drawing a cry from my open lips, and making me ride faster and
harder as my insides tore apart in an explosion of fiery heat and
pleasure!

God it was good! It was sooo good! I rode
him frantically, head thrown back, dizzy and overwhelmed with the
force of the sensations tearing through me!

I shuddered drunkenly as he jerked me
forward, his hands on my buttocks again, moaning as he chewed
hungrily at my breasts and sucked on my nipples! Then his hands
lifted me up, even as the orgasm was fading, as I lolled weakly in
its aftermath. He raised me and lowered me, raised me and lowered
me, until my leg muscles could start to work again and I could take
over.

I was more sane now, but still gripped by a
sense of lust and heat as I rode him. He felt so thick inside me,
stretching me, and yet at the same time he moved smoothly and
easily as I rode him, and I gloried in every long slow slide down
until my buttocks were flat against his thighs again and he was
stuffed deep inside me!

I kept riding him, and the heat kept
building, and another orgasm hit me, then another, tearing through
my insides, reminding me of how incredibly different sex was with
this man, how incredibly hotter and more wickedly exciting it was
than anything else I'd ever experienced in my life!

And then he came inside me, and I knew a
long moment of breathless satisfaction at having him finally lose
his iron control, too hot, too excited by my body to keep
control.
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The call came the next morning. It was from
Michael Ferguson. It wasn't CCTV footage, but something even
better.

“Someone hacked into his cell phone,” he
said, a trifle smugly.

“And?”

“He has an app which records his GPS
coordinates. Most of us do, actually, whether we know it or not. We
do, unless you specifically turn it off, anyway.”

“And he didn't?”

“Nope.”

“And?”

“On the evening of the murder, at the time
of the murder, he was on 72nd street, at the victim's
townhouse.”

I felt a sense of breathlessness, a
momentary shock, like when you take a wild chance on something and
it comes through!

“You're sure!?”

“His phone was sure there. We don't have
access to the same street CCTV footage as the NYPD but with this,
well, I'm pretty sure you can persuade them to look into it.”

My mind raced. Yes, there was a way to do
it, as long as we were sneaky about it. Hacking someone's phone was
illegal. And, of course, if the police did it the evidence was
useless in court. But if the evidence just appeared...

“Is there some way this information could be
anonymously shared with the detectives on the case?” I asked.

“Easily.”

“Let me talk to Mister Harrison but I'd say
set it up.”

I wasn't sure if Harrison was going to be
happy or not. I knew he was looking forward to a big, flashy trial
in which he came out victorious. But despite Stone's confidence I
wasn't that sure a bunch of normal people would be able to set
aside their own deeply held prejudices and find him not guilty, not
with the 'evidence' they would be exposed to.

Come to that, my own chance to shine in the
court was going to be screwed, too, since this evidence, if the
police took it up and were able to use it to arrest someone else
would cancel the trial.

Those were secondary considerations, though.
If we could get the charges dropped that was our duty, both legal
and moral. And more importantly, the information caused a little
fluttering sense of delight within me. For however much I doubted
that Stone had killed Sophie, well, I hadn't known, not really, not
for absolutely sure.

Now I felt that I did! And it made what I'd
done less... outrageously stupid, even if it was still highly
unprofessional.

I picked up the phone to call Harrison's
secretary and see if I could come and see him, and had just started
to dial the number when the door opened and Harrison walked in. He
wasn't alone, though. There were two strangers with him, one a
beefy, bald headed man I recognized as one of the detectives on the
case, and the other a pinch-faced Black woman. I didn't know.

Harrison looked angry, and also
uncomfortable, and I put down the phone uncertainly.

“Mister Harrison,” I said. “I was just about
to phone you.”

I wasn't going to tell him why, though, not
with a cop in the room. It was essential we not be proved to be
linked with the cell phone hacking.

“Ms. O'Brien,” Harrison said in an angry
voice, “Sergeant Ross has brought me very disturbing information
with regard to your conduct.”

I gaped at him, taken aback by the
accusation, then stared at the bald man, who seemed to smirk
slightly, then the black woman, who scowled. I felt my heart
sinking and my chest suddenly went so tight I had difficulty
breathing.

“Have you been engaged in... an affair with
Alexander Stone?” Harrison demanded.

“Wh-why would you ask me that!?” I demanded,
mind spinning.

“You probably weren't aware of it, Ms.
O'Brien, but Mister Stone has been under surveillance since he was
released on bail,” the Black woman said in a frigid voice.

“And there were security cameras in the
garage on West 53rd street where he drove you the other
night,” the Sergeant added.

I felt my face flood with heat as the three
looked at me, cringing at the thought there was a camera which
showed what I had done with Stone! In an instant I felt so
incredibly stupid! Of course there would have been cameras! It was
a garage! They all had cameras somewhere! And the police following
Stone around shouldn't have come as a shock either!

God, I was so dumb!

“I'll take your silence as assent,” Harrison
said with a growl.

He turned to the others. “If you'll excuse
me, detectives. I'll see to this in private.”

The two detectives left, and Harrison closed
the door, then turned on me, glowering.

“Pack your things. You're through here,” he
said.

“But... !”

“This is certain to leak! Our firm will be
made a laughingstock because of you! I want you gone within ten
minutes!”

Then he left, closing the door behind
him.

I felt shattered! What would I do now!?
There was nothing I could do now!

I was also mortified at having been caught
like that! And how close had that camera been!? How much had it
seen!? Oh God! The thought of strangers viewing that, snickering,
leering cops looking at me on my knees was enough to make my skin
feel so hot it was a marvel my clothes didn't catch fire!

I didn't have a lot in the office. I stuffed
what there was of it into my bag, and rushed down the hall as
quickly as I could, praying I didn't see anyone! Fortunately, I was
able to get out into the hall, where I quickly found the stairs,
not wanting to chance anyone seeing me waiting for the
elevator.

What a humiliation!

I would be lucky if I wasn't disbarred! And
if I wasn't, who would ever hire me!?

I went home in a daze, mind filled with
self-recriminations, thinking of how stupid and undisciplined I'd
been. I reached my apartment with desperate relief. It was like a
lair I could hide in, and I hurried inside, closed and locked the
door, then crashed on the sofa in a numbed haze.

God, I was ruined! I'd have to go to another
state and try to set up practice! Maybe I could get on with a
public defenders office, or something like that, someplace
desperate for lawyers who would work for a low wage under heavy
pressure. Although I doubted even they would want a lawyer who'd
had a affair with the accused in a murder case.

My cell phone buzzed several times, but I
ignored it and let the machine take messages. If I drank I would
have gotten drunk. Since I didn't, I started eating ice cream.

The phone buzzed several more times, and I
finally picked it up dully and noted I had a number of messages.
None were from work, at least, or any of the people at work. I knew
I couldn't face any of them, or even speak to them!

A couple were from Stone. I recognized the
number. I glared at it, resenting him, blaming him, even though I
knew it was unfair. And as selfish as I was feeling at the moment,
his problems seemed less important than mine.

His messages were pretty clipped. “Call me,”
was the first. “Call me right now,” was the second.

“Screw you,” I muttered.

Then there was a message from Michael
Ferguson, the private detective. He sounded confused.

“Ms. O'Brien, we've gotten a termination
order from your firm telling us to halt all efforts on this case
immediately and take no further actions. Please let me know what
you want done about the data we discussed earlier.”

I felt confused at that one. I hadn't gotten
around to telling Harrison, of course, but why would he immediately
call up the PI firm to stop all work?”

I sure wasn't going to ask Harrison! So,
taking a deep breath... several of them, and trying to calm myself,
I called Stone instead.

“Mister Stone,” I said formally.

I suddenly realized the phone was probably
tapped!

“Ms. O'Brien,” he said. “I just got a phone
call from your boss telling me your firm was withdrawing from the
case immediately. He didn't give any reason and wouldn't answer any
questions. I think I deserve an answer. And for that matter, I
require an answer!”

“I hesitated, but I couldn't say anything on
the phone, not with the thought of the cops listening!

“I'll come and see you,” I said curtly.

I hung up before he could make any demands,
then called a cab. I winced at the thought of the price of the cab
ride to Brooklyn, since this one wasn't going to be on the firm's
expense account. I still had a very big student loan and was going
to soon be in trouble for money!

I tried to put my own problems into
perspective on the way over. But it was hard to convince myself he
was worse off. He was rich, after all, and innocent, and now I knew
we could prove it.

I looked around self-consciously as I walked
to the building, wondering where the cops were, and whether they
were taking pictures of me.

God, they didn't have his apartment tapped,
did they?! Yet the cops hadn't approached Harrison until that
business in the garage. That suggested they hadn't had any evidence
until then, and if they'd had a bug in his living room or his 'play
room' they certainly would have known earlier.

As soon as he opened the door I could see he
was angry. That roused a flare of anger in me. I was the one who'd
gotten screwed here! Both literally and figuratively!

I shoved him rudely back and he blinked in
surprise.

“Close the door!” I barked behind me as I
marched through.

He did and quickly followed me into the
front room, where I whirled to confront him.

“You just had to have your little fun in a
public garage, didn't you!?” I demanded.

His face took on a wary expression.

“Why?”

“Why? How about because it turns out the
police had you under surveillance!? How about because they followed
you to my apartment and then followed us to the garage!? How about
because there was a security camera in the garage and they now have
the video!?”

He looked startled. “Oh,” he said
softly.

“Yes, oh! Oh!” I poked his chest angrily.
“Oh! I'm fired, that's oh!”

“So that would explain why Harrison has
withdrawn his firm from the case,” he said.

“Yes! If this gets out, and it will get out,
because cops love to gossip, his firm will be a laughingstock! Do I
have to even hint at what I'll be!?”

“Oh.”

“Oh!? I'll be lucky to get a job as a
paralegal in Cleveland! Do you have any idea how much I owe on my
student loan!?”

He looked thoughtful, his hands making a
dismissive gesture, as if that was hardly much of an issue. That,
of course, infuriated me still more!

“You...”

I suddenly stomped up past him, whirled and
kicked him right in the behind!

I felt a moment of satisfaction. He clearly
hadn't expected that and stumbled forward, but then he spun and
grabbed me, lifted me into the air and threw me onto the sofa.

“I don't let people assault me, Ms.
O'Brien,” he snapped.

“You sure like to assault other people!” I
yelled.

“Only the ones who ask for it!”

I was mad enough that I started to say
something nasty about Sophie, but that triggered the memory of what
Ferguson had said, and that calmed me, oddly.

“You'll have to postpone the trial this
time,” I said.

He glared at me.

“You need to hire a new lawyer.”

“I'll hire you. You're already familiar with
the case.”

I gave a bark of laughter. “I've been a
lawyer less than a year! This is a murder case! You need someone of
Harrison's caliber on this, not me!”

Or did he?

I paused and then told him about Ferguson's
information.

“Well then,” he said, brightening. “Just
tell the cops and this will be done.”

I shook my head in irritation. “It's not
that easy. We can't have any proven connection between you and the
hacking. It's illegal, you know. It would get you and me and
Ferguson in trouble.”

“Bigger than murder?”

“I'm not charged with anything, and neither
is Ferguson, and besides, you're innocent there.”

“Can you get this Ferguson to send you the
data anonymously?”

“Me? I suppose. I mean, I had planned to
have him send it to the police.”

“And trust them to act on it? I think not.
Have him send it to you. You're my new lawyer.”

“I told you – !”

“With this information you can go to the
police and get them to investigate Miller.”

“The police have a video of you and I
together!” I exclaimed. “I'm not going anywhere near them!”

“How much do you owe on that student
loan?”

I stared at him.

“A hundred and twenty five thousand
dollars.”

“I bet your legal fees as my lawyer would
more than cover that.”

I stared at him, open mouthed.

“Yes, it will be embarrassing. But it'll be
good for you in the long run. Go through that and you'll be able to
face down almost anyone without being embarrassed.”

“You mean because this is the most
humiliating thing possible?” I demanded.

“Kind of.”

“I am absolutely not qualified to act as
your lawyer in a case this important. No judge would approve.”

“People can act as their own lawyers if they
insist. Don't tell me I can't have you if I want to and I want
to.”

I got to my feet, glaring.

“You are a pig-headed, arrogant idiot!”

“And a pervert,” he said mildly.

“And a pervert!”

“Now go and do what I told you to do or I'll
tan your pretty little ass.”

I glared at him, then I did just that.

First I called up Ferguson and told him he
had a new client: me. Then I had him send me the data he'd
collected, anonymously, of course. Then I got a court order to make
the company which had the data freeze it in place. My next call was
to the New York Post, which loved a good, sexy story. I sent the
data to them.

Stone wasn't happy, but there was going to
be screaming headlines one way or another no matter what we did.
Getting the Post on my side might serve to tone down their coverage
of me when the police inevitably leaked it to the media.

Of course, they loved the tip. And of
course, their reporters began to harass David Miller, delving into
his background, and began to question police as to whether they
were investigating him. What was better, with their greater
resources they found a security cam at a gas station that evening
showing Miller buying cigarettes that evening when he had said he
was home watching TV.

The police had settled on Stone as guilty,
but the DA didn't want to look like an idiot, so had to look into
this alternative suspect. While I couldn't get a warrant to see the
data from his phone, they could, and did. Shortly afterward he was
pulled in for questioning. And with him under active suspicion a
few pieces of DNA collected at Sophie's home now came into play –
and one matched him.

Shortly afterward, the charges against Stone
were dropped.
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“This is a very expensive suit,” I said
uncertainly.

“My attorney has to be impressive looking,”
he said.

I made a face. It was a cream colored
Armani, tailored to my body. I didn't look like a lawyer. I looked
like... I don't know, some rich business chick. But he'd put me on
retainer, which is how you kept lawyers on standby for potential
work. Ten thousand dollars a month. And that was after paying me a
quarter of a million in legal fees for settling his murder
case.

It was ridiculous, but since I would have
been bankrupt otherwise, and it was his fault – well, and partly
mine – and since he could easily afford it, I didn't complain. I
regarded it as compensation.

“You have better lawyers,” I said.

“Definitely. But you know, all that legal
babble-talk gives me a headache. You can be my intermediary, my
translator telling me what the hell they're doing, and keeping an
eye on them. You can also deal with minor things for a while until
you gain more experience. I have a feel some companies will be
contacting you with regard to that.”

“Companies you own?” I asked.

He shrugged.

I bit my lower but couldn't afford to be too
independent. The media had gotten hold of the fact I'd been having,
as they politely put it, an affair with him while he was still
charged with murder. They didn't have all the sordid details but I
wasn't counting on that not leaking out. So my finding a job on my
own, well... that was going to be difficult.

“We'll take it, and another in gray,” he
said.

I looked at him in surprise, but didn't
complain as the salesman nodded smoothly.

“You're not my sugar daddy,” I did mutter
crossly as the salesman went to the counter.

He smiled. “Daddy's do get to spank their
little girls,” he said.

I flushed.

I was uncomfortable with my fortunes being
tied so closely to his generosity. I'd gotten to know him better,
even eaten dinner with him at his house several times now, but I
still wasn't entirely sure how I felt about him – other than
physically, where I was rubber kneed and helplessly in lust with
him.

We took the packages back to the car, with
him carrying them like a gentleman, and then he surprised me by
tossing me the keys.

“You drive,' he said.

Driving a Jaguar had never been an ambition
of mine, but it was such a beautiful car I slipped eagerly into the
drivers seat. Stepping on the gas was... a surprise. The thing had
massive power and acceleration! I was lucky I didn't hit
anyone!

I didn't, thankfully. I didn't even want to
imagine what repairs would cost. I drove us back to his condo and
parked and again he took the packages upstairs, acting the polite
gentleman.

Until we got inside.

The previous few days had been more than a
little rawly carnal, sending my stomach into churning, fluttering
unsteadiness at the things he'd introduced me to. I had given up
protesting, except in a pro forma way, even when he simply began to
undress me, as he did now.

The instant his fingers began to undo the
top button my blouse my chest tightened and my stomach started to
swirl. And as the buttons opened down the front the swirling grew
more intense.

When I was naked – completely naked, he led
me down the hall, my bare feet cool on the marble floor and my
insides swirling. We went into his little torture room, for the
first time since I'd come to stay here several days earlier.

“A new treat for you today, slave girl,” he
said.

I said nothing, though my heart pounded as I
looked around.

He opened a cupboard and drew out a length
of rope, black rope, then seized my hands and pulled them up and
back behind my back. He placed my right hand on my left arm just
above the elbow, and my left hand on my right arm in the same
position.

“Hold your arms like that and don't move,”
he ordered.

I did so, nervous, butterflies swirling in
my stomach, wondering what he intended. I could feel the
thumb-thick rope, amazingly soft, encircling my wrists and binding
them to my arms on both sides, then circling my forearms as well to
hold them tightly together.

I tensed my muscles, testing, and there was
no give at all!

He pulled the rope around my ribs and across
my chest, then paused and tied wide loops in the rope, placing them
over my breasts. I felt my pulse race faster as he carefully closed
those loops.

“Bend over at the waist, slave girl.”

Gulping, I obeyed, feeling my breasts
hanging below me as he guided the rope up firmly against my ribs,
tightening each loop inch by inch. I felt the pressure growing in
both breasts as they were constricted more and more right next to
my ribs. They swelled out, the nipples tingling hotly as he drew a
second loop around each breast.

With my breasts throbbing, he guided me over
to that strange rocking horse thing and had me straddle it. My face
was already flushed as I sank my naked sex down onto the thin
leather pad which constituted the saddle, my legs stretched to
balance on the balls of my feet. I could feel how wet I was already
down there!

I felt his hands sliding through my hair and
then easing it back into a thick braid behind me. Then he drew
first my right ankle, then my left up and back, and bound it in
place. I gasped, for my weight all came down on my sex, now, or at
least, most of it, and my heart beat furiously.

With my ankles lifted up and back I was
leaning forward. I felt him doing something with my hair, then felt
it easing back, lifting my head up and back as well. He tied it
somehow, with a cord or rope. I couldn't see, of course, for I
couldn't turn my head any longer!

I started to lean back to ease the pressure
on my hair, but that was awkward with my ankles lifted up behind
me. Then he moved before me and I gasped as I saw him with those
little cords he'd used before, the ones with the tiny loops. He
fitted them around my nipples and then tightened them until I cried
out weakly.

Grinning, he pulled the cords forward,
stretching and pulling at my nipples until I was forced to lean
forward, at least until the pull against my hair brought my head
back. I still thrust my chest out, though, to ease the hard,
burning pull on my nipples as much as possible!

And then the narrow seat below me began to
vibrate...

My pussy was already starting to throb and
ache from the pressure. That, of course, made it more and more
sensitive. And with my lower body leaning forward my clitoris was
pressing firmly against the seat, even as my back arched back.

My nipples burned, my breasts throbbing. I
was gulping in air and he hadn't even done anything to me! I mean,
sexually!

I could feel something, a bump, a small
bump, maybe like a golf ball cut in half. It sat on the forward
part of the leather saddle. I was slightly pressed against it – and
then the rocking horse began to move. It rocked forward, and my
body slid forward just a bit, grinding against the dimpled leather
until the front of my sex was jammed hard against that little
lump.

Which buzzed powerfully!

“You're a pervert!” I moaned.

The door opened and closed behind me.

“Alex! Alex?”

I couldn't turn my head because he'd tied my
hair to something behind me which, and it was already very taut,
forcing my head up and back sharply! I rolled my eyes in either
direction, but only by completely turning around could I determine
if he was still in the room, and I couldn't!

The rocking horse rocked slowly up and back,
and I gasped for it eased the pressure of my sex against the little
ball, and eased the pull on my hair but sliding back a bit pulled
harder on my burning nipples!

Then I rocked forward again, then back, then
forward, then back. Calling out to Alex had no affect, and I still
couldn't tell if he was even in the room!

My sex began to burn, both with the steady,
aching pressure, and a wild inner fire.

The sensations melded as the rocking horse
rolled forward and my soft, slick flesh ground across the dimpled
leather and jammed against the vibrator! I came wildly, convulsing,
my leg muscles spasming violently as I ground myself frantically
into the lump, my mouth wide open as I gurgled in helpless dazed
pleasure!

An orgasm rolled up through my body,
building in strength and intensity until I trembled wildly, crying
out more and more loudly as it overpowered my mind! I was jerking
and trembling, and with hardly a thought in my head, began to move
my body in such a way as to repeatedly pull my burning nipples
against the loops! Every time I did there was an explosion of
thrilling, aching, wonderful pleasure!

OhmyGod it was so good!

It faded slowly, leaving me twitching and
trembling, gulping in air as I felt that soft languor of afterglow.
But the afterglow wasn't the sleepy, relaxing kind, for my body was
still grinding down against that narrow wedge of leather, and the
vibrator was still buzzing.

My nipples throbbed painfully, feeling
swollen and hot! I let my eyes roll downward, moaning at the sight
as my body continued to be forced into a sharp backward bow by the
pull on my hair. My pussy began to ache more and more, a deep,
penetrating, throbbing heat!

I tried to ease it as I could, using my leg
muscles, and the leverage of the binding around the ankles, but
that was a very temporary measure at best, and simply kept my body
constantly shifting, my leg muscles soon aching too much to
help.

“Alex!” I moaned.

No answer, and that reminded me of my own
sense of helplessness. There was nothing I could do about my
situation at all!

Excitement rose, for it had never really
faded. I moaned at the buzzing, at my throbbing nipples, and as my
shifting body ground my clitoris against the leather and pushed it
against that hot, buzzing little bump the seething, roiling tide of
sensations inside me began to rise higher and higher.

And then this incredible orgasm hit! It
really was like being enveloped in a crackling wall of electricity,
sexual electricity! My nerve endings overloaded and my muscles
spasmed! I jerked convulsively, pulling my chest back frantically
to tug my nipples against the loops, shuddering and breathless as I
shook and shook!

Alex appeared a minute or so later, as I
swayed dazedly. He pulled back even more sharply on my hair,
stretching my nipples against the loops as his hand slid down my
belly and his fingers pressed against my swollen clitoris.

“Would you like to get off the horse, slave
girl?”

“Yess!”I moaned.

“Will you be a good little slave girl?”

“Yesss!”I moaned.

“Say it.”

“I'll be a good little slave girl!” I
gasped.

He untied me – sort of. He had to support me
or I would have fallen, for I'd really used up my leg muscles
trying to ease the pressure on my pussy!

It was easy, then, to sink to my knees, and
I didn't object when he put a collar around my neck, or even the
studded leather restraints around my wrists. He locked the latter
together and drew my now linked wrists up and back behind my neck,
managing to link them to a ring set in the back of the collar, as
well.

“Kneel, with your legs apart, head back,
slave girl,” he ordered.

I groaned, staring down at my hot red
nipples, until he produced a thin... stick of some sort and began
to slap lightly at my nipples!

“Ow!”

“Head back, slave girl.”

“Bastard!” I gasped, pulling my head
back.

He slapped at them again.

“Oww!”

“Be respectful of your master, slave
girl.”

“You're not my master!” I groaned.

He dropped to his knees beside me and
gripped my hair, jerking my head sharply back, and I cried out as
he bent to bite the center of my right breast. His lips closed
around his teeth and he began to suck as his tongue swept around
and around, then back and forth across my nipple!

At the same time, his other hand was between
my legs, his fingers stroking my swollen clitoris.

“Shoulders back, elbows back, legs wide
open, slave girl,” he said, taking his mouth off my breast. “You
need to learn obedience.”

He stood up and I rolled my eyes up at him,
still panting. He was naked, and the sight of him kind of took my
breath away! God, he had an incredible body! And with me kneeling
as I was, my legs spread, my back arched, and wrists locked behind
my neck, well.. shit! It was so... sensual and sexual a
feeling!

And he was hard! He moved forward and I
gasped at the sight of him as he pushed himself into my open mouth.
I moaned around it, sucking, rolling my eyes up at him as he pushed
deeper. He reached down with both hands, sliding his fingers
through my hair and around behind my head, then pushed forward.

I gurgled dazedly as his thick shaft slid
down my tongue and kept going. It pushed into my throat, and I
jerked and trembled, but he pulled forward with his hands as he
pushed himself deeper, and I stared in awe at the sight of his
shaft disappearing into my mouth!

I felt it pushing down my throat, then
gurgled weakly as my lips pressed against the base of his shaft and
he held me there. He held me there as my heart pounded faster and
faster and my head began to throb. He locked eyes with me, and I
moaned and trembled, jerking against him instinctively, but held
firmly in place.

He was reminding me I could do nothing!

Then he slid the thing back and I felt
another sense of awe as I watched inch after gleaming inch of it
emerging from my mouth, a sense of disbelief gripping me at how
long it was, at how much of it had been inside me! It slid out
completely and I gasped and coughed and gulped in air even as he
jerked forward on my hair, pulling my face down to the floor.

I groaned as my swollen breasts and burning
nipples were pressed into the cool floor. But I was mostly
concentrating on breathing as he moved beside me, dropping low and
gripping my thigh and neck, positioning me as he wished.

I groaned as the floor pushed my chin up and
back, forcing my head back. He slapped my bottom sharply, raising
it up high, forcing my belly in tight towards my thighs.

Crack! His hand slapped my bottom
again.

“Spread your legs, slut!” he barked.

I gasped at the word, feeling a jolt of
outrage and heat at the same time as I obeyed.

Crack! He slapped me again.

“Keep that ass high, slut! And get to know
this position. It's one you'll be taking a lot from now on.”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!” I gasped.

Crack!

“This is the position you'll be taking when
I or my friends decide to ride you like a bitch in heat,” he
said.

He moved around behind me and I gasped as
his fingers gently slid along the moist line of my sex. I ached
hotly there, but that just made me even more sensitive to the
slightest touch! I groaned as his fingers spread me open,
increasing the ache, and then slipped inside me.

“What a lovely view,” he said. “Despite how
pretty you are, this really is a tremendously lovely side of you,
slave girl,” he said, his fingers twisting within me.”

He pulled them out and I groaned again as I
felt his cock pushing into me. I ached, but as at other times, the
ache didn't distract from the heat, but added to it. I felt him
sliding deep inside me, filling me up until I ached deep inside
too, and then he began to thrust.

It was so... so raw and animalistic! My
wrists were locked together against the back of the collar and I
was helpless and being simply... used in a strong, determined way I
could do nothing about! Or at least, it felt like I could do
nothing about it! There was this sense of fatefulness, this sense
of being adrift and at his mercy, and rather than fear that only
made things seem more deliciously thrilling!

He wasn't rough, but he was … I don't know
how to describe it exactly. He was using me however he wanted to,
his hands moving wherever he wanted, squeezing, stroking and
feeling me however he felt like, his hips thrusting forward,
slapping against my upturned buttocks without any regard to what I
wanted!

Or so it seemed! And that was more of that
sense of being lost and at his mercy which made my insides
burn!

His big cock punched into me, deep inside,
again and again, hard and fast, as his hands moved over my body
with a possessive confidence, then one slid down and into my hair,
twisting it around his fist, jerking it back as he thrust harder
still!

The thrusts were hard enough to draw a cry
from me every time his hips struck my buttocks, a cry that was a
mixture of ache, heat, excitement, alarm, and then, more and more,
of passion. My insides were burning up, his hard, pounding cock
churning them into a swirling, bubbling lava pit of heat as he
continued to ride me, to pound against me, to use me like a
whore!

Like his whore! Like his slut! Like his
slave girl!

It was wild! It was incredible! It was
darkly thrilling! And I came again, crying out in helpless pleasure
as he my body shook to the violent impact of his hips!

He didn't let me wear any clothes all day!
In fact, he didn't let me wear any clothes for several days! It was
the most bizarre experience of my life, but also a nearly
continuous sensual fantasy come to life! I was collared and
shackled the entire time, and at his mercy. I had to make him
dinner like that, and let him feed me.

He washed me, and brushed my hair, and
treated me like his toy, like his pet, and, I guess, like his slave
girl. And it was just incredibly hot! I was hot almost the entire
time, and in that state, orgasms came easily, especially at his
experienced touch.

I moved in officially a few days later, and
that included signing a contract which, among other things, said he
got to dress me, and decide on what I ate, and that I had to obey
him or be punished by any means he decided.

I doubted the contract had any legality
behind it, but that didn't matter to me. I was entering into his
dark little fantasy game, and given the introduction I'd had, I was
looking forward to it. My sexuality had been ripped from its
slumber and was growing more powerful, more intense with each
passing day, and I was ready to see where it took me.

And if that was at the hands of the
incredibly handsome Alex Stone, and in his fabulous multimillion
dollar condo, well, hey, I was willing to make that sacrifice.
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 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



