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Feeling the tempestuous night close in around me, I shivered in fear as I walked from my car to the sidewalk. All was black and starless. Clouds swarmed overhead like an angry sea. I didn’t realize that the frenzied wind and turbulent air were merely a backdrop for some godly declaration. It was a bold stroke of genius when, through a sudden opening in that stormy commotion, the full moon appeared like a heavenly emissary and shone brightly into my startled eyes. Was it a blessing or a curse? I couldn’t say. The effect was both beautiful and frightening. Seconds later, the clouds closed in around that brilliant moon, enshrouding the orb inside their gloom again. My body felt something horrific pass through it, then the feeling disappeared as quickly as it came, as quick as that brief glimpse of moon. 
I do believe I had been warned. 
Regardless of my apprehensions, I moved through the inky night to the chain-link fence where the gate stood ajar, my invitation to enter into the eerie world of carnival lights and blinking neon. A gust of air danced loose trash across my path. It swirled then fell to the ground again as soon as the air settled. I stopped to let it pass, then ventured deeper into the amusement park. While ignoring the steady internal dialogue, about why the hell I’d be risking myself in this dilapidated world, the rest of me moved eagerly toward the Carousel where Casey Ingram said he’d meet me. We’d made the date the week before, when I felt particularly reckless and in need of a change. 
I’d taken off on my own that night, after having abandoned my agreement with Garrison Tate—a shameless scoundrel who was both my co-worker and sexual mentor. In a similarly seedy neighborhood as this wretched Carnival one, I popped into a bar, sitting my leather-clad behind on a vinyl barstool and ordered a martini. Was I sleazy enough for the place? I immediately wondered, as I gazed around at my fellow clientele, who sat at the bar and tables, clutching with grimy fingers their bottles of Bud and Pabst Blue Ribbon. They ate stale popcorn by the handful, made wisecracking remarks, then laughed in boisterous gales. Afterwards they settled back to glowering until something gave them cause to regale the bar with laughter again. 
I gave the skuzzy men something to look at for thirty dreadful seconds, during which I deliberately adjusted myself on the stool, wiggling my derriere to attract, not repel their attention. I liked their eyes on me and imagined I could read their thoughts—where scenes of hard-fucking ass-sex seemed to reign among the other dirty things they’d do to me. Pantiless, I felt a quotient of female juices leaking out against my thighs as the effect of that image trickled down through my body. Wiggling my ass again, merely as a way of grinding my pussy deeper into the vinyl stool, I felt a spasm of pure pleasure make my entire crotch heat. 
I probably should have ordered a beer not a martini. But then that made me more watchable, which was exactly what I was after. 
Some moments later, Casey Ingram entered, wearing cowboy boots, roughed-up jeans and a scowl to rival the rest of those I’d grown accustomed to in the previous ten minutes. There was something especially appealing about this guy. I liked his swagger, and behind the facial hair, the scruffy beard and the dark mustache, I made out a handsome face. 
My cowboy sat down a seat away from me at the bar and hovered over a double-shot of whiskey, which he finally downed in one gulp before slamming the glass against the bar. After a big sigh, he turned his head toward me, smiling. 
“Casey Ingram,” he said, his introduction, “and you are?” 
I’m the heiress Eleanor Hutton Rule to the rest of the world. To Casey Ingram, I’m Ellie Barnes. 
“Ellie,” I spat out. “Ellie Barnes.” First time I’d ever used an alias and I rather liked the way it sounded. I liked being someone else. 
“You’re here alone, Ellie Barnes?” 
“That’s right.” 
His eyes combed my body head to toe, seeing the sleek, kittenish look I carefully crafted before leaving home. My hair was smooth, in a blunt pageboy no longer than my shoulders; my lashes were thick with mascara. I wore too much lipstick, too much blush, too much shadow over my eyes—he was certain to think me cheap and easy. I should have worn denim rather than leather to make my seedy look more authentic, I thought in a moment of self-doubt. But then, I don’t think my cowboy noticed that the leather skirt was designer chic, not off the rack. His eyes rested on my chest, settling in for a while to imagine what might be under the tightly stretched, low-cut sweater. I moved toward him invitingly, my cleavage cooperating with the seduction as the flesh jiggled enough to keep the cowboy’s eyes fixed a few more seconds. Finally, his gaze shifted downward, noting the way my hiked-up skirt showed off the lace tops of my stockings and the attaching garters. 
“So, you must be meeting someone?” He finally looked into my eyes. 
“No,” I shook my head. 
“This ain’t the kinda place you just stumble into.” 
“No, I don’t suppose it is. But I needed a drink and it was close.” 
Had I said enough, telegraphed the message sufficiently? Did he have the guts to pick me up? One look at his crotch and I could see that his cock was getting firm. 
He moved to the seat beside me, like he could be intimate now. Then he toyed with a lock of my brunette pageboy and whispered, “You don’t suppose that leaving with me could be what you’re after?” 
I smiled. “I suppose it could be.” 
His snigger played out all over his face, in his eyes and the way his breathing changed, dropping deeper into his crotch, which was what this was all about—two hungry crotches. 
Digging into his pocket, he pulled out a wad of bills and threw a few on the bar, nodding to the bartender. The man polishing shot glasses stared at me judgmentally; he knew what I was doing. Then my cowboy slithered off the seat in my direction, putting his arm around me in one smooth motion. Once on our feet, we moved to the back of the bar and out the steel door into the night. 
The air beyond was fresh, a hint of the salty ocean stinging the nostrils. I picked up the scent of frying food and asphalt and exhaust fumes from a diesel truck. 
I’ll give him credit; he was bluntly honest, asking before he acted: “Do I take the time to court, Ellie, or can we make this quick?” 
“Long as it’s raunchy, quick is fine with me,” I said. 
He smiled, chuckling under his breath, rolling his head a little in amazement. “You know, it’s like a guy doesn’t get it any better than this.” 
“So?” I was waiting, wanting him to make a move, a real move, like slap me against the cement wall, push me flat against the cold surface and fuck me hard, real hard, from behind. But once he got over his amazement, he gathered me to his side again and we hustled through the streets and alleys, taking a maze of twists and turns. Finally, as if he was working up the courage, he stopped on a bridge, an old bridge connecting the industrial neighborhood we just left with the residential slums. He pushed me against the rail and I looked down on the street below, seeing cars and trucks and one big motor home breeze on into the night. 
Moving in behind me with a warm crotch and chest, his hand reached inside my stretchy top and grabbed a tit, two fingers finding a nipple and squeezing hard enough that I let out a little shriek. 
“Might be wise to be quiet here, huh?” he whispered in my ear. 
“You’re right,” I whispered back. 
With his right hand on my breast, the left hand went under my leather skirt, raising it high, showing off the garterbelt and the naked flesh beneath. It might have been quite a sight to see the exhibition, but the night around us was lonely and deserted. “You do smell like something special, Ellie Barnes. Like expensive perfume,” he murmured. His nose nuzzled my neck; his tongue tasted my skin; his lips bit down on my flesh and produced an urgent spasm in my belly. 
Hum… and he could tell expensive perfume from cheap? I noted with a delicate sigh, just before I started to grind my ass back against his groin. 
“I’m wet,” I informed him. 
His hand moved to the succulent valley between my thighs, seeking the entrance to my pussy. 
“You sure are,” he drawled. Such happy admiration! 
His member throbbed against the back of my thigh, and when it was freed from inside his pants, I felt the raw fervent muscle against my naked ass. It started to prod, moving into the cleft between my cheeks, hitting my asshole first—which doesn’t easily give—then searching deeper, lower, for the pulse of my wet pussy. 
Our warm pheromones clashed in the steamy air. It was a night fit for groveling. 
Sliding in, he sighed. I sighed in return, being grateful and happy to have him, happy to know I’d scored a raunchy ride on a night like this—on a night when I needed anonymous more than I needed the merciless probing eyes and cock and heart of Garrison Tate. 
Damn Garrison Tate, anyway! My pestered mind screeched… when the thought of him interrupted the moment. Damn him for meeting me here on this bridge, for finding my mind with his. For getting inside, as if I still wanted him telling me what to do. 
Dammit, Garrison Tate, I’m going to fuck my cowboy, I silently screamed. 
“Oh, yes baby,” I vented in a quiet voice. 
“Yeah, you gonna cum, baby,” Casey answered, his voice a breathless growl. 
“Oh, yes, I’m gonna cum. Yes! Fuck me!” I was getting too loud. I knew that. 
But my cowboy didn’t care. His warm breath was at my neck, my ear. His wet lips kissed the side of my throat. His hands, his strong, firm, muscled hands squeezed my naked ass cheeks, and his cock worked wonders, rubbing places that make me squeal, make me hot. Yes! He made me need to cum. 
I started to sweat. Another waft of sexual odors greeted my nostrils. I ground a little harder back against him, grunting now and seething under my breath, “Fuck me, baby, fuck me, fuck me, YES YES HARDER!” More intense, heavier breathing. He was getting into his rhythm and was ready for the explosive end. He gave me one last hard thrust and held my ass to his groin, shooting spasm after spasm after spasm into my quivering hole. Amazingly, he reached around and teased my clitty just enough to trigger the finish in me. 
YES YES YES! I was screaming—to myself, I think. Although I’m not sure I didn’t announce it to the world. 
Yet no one came running. No sounds echoed off the building and all was quiet once we stopped. Even the street below the bridge was empty of all traffic. 
I felt negligent afterwards. No Tate to upbraid me for being bad. No punishment. No sweet refuge in the startling pain of a physical rebuke. Something was missing after we righted ourselves and I wiped my crotch on his handkerchief and straightened my clothes. I felt free and sad and guilty, all at the same time. Something was missing, something lost, but these were all silent thoughts I’d never share with an anonymous lover. 
Casey made himself presentable, while both of us filled the awkward moment with a compendium of wistful sighs until we couldn’t sigh anymore. Someone had to say something. 
He spoke first. “You do this often?” 
I stared at him a moment, not knowing what to say. “No, no, not really.” I had my first flustered, self-conscious moment. 
“Any special reason?” 
“Just a bad breakup,” I managed, wishing we didn’t have to make small talk. 
“I see.” He seemed as ready to move on as I was, but added, much to my surprise, “So, I suppose it’s too much to think you’d want to go at it again, huh?” 
Go at it. How quaint, I thought, while I was trying to figure out how to respond. 
“I don’t know. Could it be better than this?” I wondered aloud. 
“Maybe.” He smiled a crooked, charming smile. “I run the machinery at the amusement park and live in the Carousel building. Some women like the added thrill of a wild ride, if you know what I mean?” 
I didn’t know what he meant, not exactly. But the thought of amusement parks and carnival rides, cotton candy and stale popcorn tend to feed the girl in me with unseemly desires. If this Casey Ingram could fulfill my seedy fantasies, then he wasn’t just my cowboy fuck for an evening; he was a man of minor miracles, able to lift me out of my sexual impoverishment like a bold knight. 
So, that’s what brought me to that moment beyond the chain-link fence, beyond the gate of the amusement park and the swirling trash, where above me the clouds gathered before a thunderous rain and the rumbling in the distance beckoned me on rather than drove me away. 
The marquee lights were on and the neon glowed in the dark, all red and white and yellow and pink. My eyes began to blur the closer I moved toward the towering machines. Their great arms loomed like stalking beasts. What was missing here from my childhood memories—when I’d last stepped foot in a place like that — was the people, the air of gaiety, the sounds of carnival music, the screaming children and the hawkers luring customers to games of chance. 
All was quiet now. I could hear the loose trash swirling, leaves rustling against the asphalt, and an occasional clang of something in the distance. But there were no voices. There was no music. I could barely smell the popcorn and the cotton candy; their odors were just lingering traces now from earlier in the day. 
But my mouth watered still. And my body trembled with excitement. My pussy dampened, and I felt my fears crawling up my back and whispering in my ear, “Eleanor, you shouldn’t be here. Go home…go home…go home…” 
Every inch of me was on alert and ready to run for my life by the time I got to the carousel. I gazed about, seeing nothing but the motionless merry-go-round, the pretty painted horses, the pink sea serpent and the growling yellow lion, all frozen and fixed, but screaming out to me. 
“Ellie.” 
I jumped at the sound of a human voice and froze like my fellow cast of lifeless players. 
“Ellie,” he whispered again from behind me. 
I turned around this time. 
“Oh, my God!” My hand went to my mouth. “You scared me.” 
“Sorry.” Casey the cowboy smiled enough to warm my frozen body. He moved close, head cocked admiringly, and stroked my face. He lifted a lock of my hair as if he’d never seen anything like it before. 
“You ready to ride my ponies, huh?” 
I could feel the sexual fluttering in my tummy replace the gnawing, agitated fear. I giggled self-consciously. 
“What kind of ride did you have in mind, cowboy?” I asked, feeling coy now and flirtatious. 
“You come with me,” he said, and he took my hand. We moved briskly to the far side of the carousel and stopped. I seemed to twirl inside his arms, finding myself chest to chest with him, looking up at his face. 
“You know, Ellie Barnes, if you want the big thrill, you’ll get naked,” he said. 
I figured he laid that proposition on me to see how I’d respond. I didn’t flinch. By then, the sexual throbbing in my belly extended downward. I knew exactly what I wanted and he wouldn’t scare me off. 
“And you’ll let me tie you to one of the carousel poles,” he went on. “Then I’ll blindfold you and start the carousel. While you circle faster and faster, you’ll let me play with your naked body. Yeah, Ellie Barnes, you let me take you for the big ride, you’ll have the thrill of your life.” 
I listened, blushing with embarrassment, but wanting everything he said. Feeling it. Imagining every lewd detail. 
I stared around. “But what about someone seeing?” 
“No one’s here at this hour. Just you and me.” 
And what if he’s a serial killer , my conscience voiced its disapproval. Run, Eleanor, run! 
No, I won’t run! I answered the killjoy back emphatically. 
I smiled and wiggled in against him. “So, you tie me to one of the poles and start the carousel. Is that it?” 
“Yep, that’s what I do.” He raised his eyebrows questioningly. “But maybe you don’t want to do it naked?” he wondered. 
“No, no!” I giggled again. “It’s just the kind of thing…” I stopped the thought before I finished. I’d said enough. 
“The kind of thing that turns you on?” he finished for me. “Naked, getting tied, the blindfold…what’s the turn-on?” 
“How about all of the above.” I smiled again, letting my horniness show. 
His arousal was as obvious as mine. 
I backed out of his arms and while staring him in the eye, stripped down to nothing. My skirt, my sweater, my bra and panties landed on the asphalt at my feet. Above, the night swirled more dangerously; the storm was getting closer. I felt shivers everywhere, arousing shivers, thinking that from all angles, from between the behemoth carnival rides surrounding us, from behind the food booths and the games of chance there were eyes focused on me. Was I the prey for a dozen horny men? Had my cowboy baited his friends with me? What was I doing in this place with this sexy stranger? 
I watched him salivate as he watched me. Then noted his hard cock tenting his jeans. 
“You are one randy lady,” he said as he reached for my hand and guided me up the carousel stairs to the metal platform. 
With every step, I felt new chills of fear, but my pussy dampened on cue and my belly spasmed those tiny pre-cum spasms that make it so hard to stop. He held my arm as he led me through the maze of animals. There was a coiled rope in his other hand that had me guessing. As I bumped against the fancy painted beasts, their faces appeared to grin at me. Their eyes seemed to eerily follow my every move. But when I looked out beyond the carousel into hazy darkness of the carnival, I imagined I saw people moving in the distance. 
Shadows, you ninny, just shadows, I told myself as my body shook with trepidation. 
Again, the disturbing thunder rumbled and a little lightning pierced the sky. Then it was dark again, except for the lights of the carousel. The cowboy had them dimmed to low, but I knew those glowing lines of bulbs that circled the bright merry-go-round made it a beacon of light in the inky darkness, something to watch with mesmerized eyes. 
“You know, Ellie, if you want to do this right, I’ll tie you between two poles.” Ah! The purpose of the rope! I feared it less than he imagined, although he wouldn’t know why. “You may lose the comfort of hanging on…but there you’ll be—suspended, free, your breasts, your ass, your pussy, open to the air and the wind and the rain, when it comes down. That is, if you’re that daring?” 
I looked at him and nodded, feeling my voice fail me, though my body still clung to its desire. I gave him my answer by stepping between two shiny golden carousel poles and spreading my arms and legs 
“I gotta tie you tight, real tight,” he warned. 
“Real tight is just fine,” I said, with a quiver of excitement, “I don’t want to slip.” 
“No, ma’am.” 
He bound my arms from my elbows to my hands, and bound my legs from knee to ankle, winding his thick rope around my limbs again and again, until they felt welded to the poles. I couldn’t move, but I could feel the wind, and the stickiness of the humid air, just like he said. I could feel the caress of the breeze tickling my privates and dancing about my labia alongside my clit. The breeze made it cold between my thighs where I was wet. 
He tied a blindfold over my eyes and seconds later, the carousel began to move, slowly to start, then it picked up speed. 
My weight shifted. I panicked, thinking I’d fall to the platform, but the ropes held me fast. No matter how much my body shifted, my feet were firmly pressed to the metal and my upper body would go nowhere. 
The breeze rushed hard against my face, against my chest and between my legs. Although I felt chilled, cold and clammy, my inner body warmed with sexual heat. 
Everything came on me fast. Every tickle of wind and jarring move. Every back and forth worked against a feverish brain that couldn’t keep up. I’ve been beaten almost senseless for sexual pleasure, but nothing was as wild as this cruelly wondrous carousel, going round and round without stopping; I its naked prisoner. 
Just when I thought I might pass out, my cowboy moved in behind me with his hands claiming me as they had on the bridge. I came back to the world and to my mind, as he touched everywhere my flesh smoldered hot. My tits were mauled and my taut nipples pinched until I squealed. He explored my furrow down below in both places, ass and cunt, prodding, poking, pinching, all in preparation. All the while, the carousel moved and the music played and my body fed on every sound and touch and smell. 
I could hear his seething breath behind me, smell his body, feel his erection growing hard. My head began to spin, growing dizzy, growing faint, becoming aroused with all my body senses engaged in a battle of fear and a war of arousal. 
Then the cowboy moved in front of me and his fingers jabbed inside my cunt. I started to cum hard against them, screaming—this time I’m sure it was louder than the music, that pretty song of the merry-go-round. I can hardly remember it now. 
“Oh, god, yessssssssssss! Do it! Do it! Do it harder!” 
Everything in me disengaged and still we spun on that grinding axel. He plastered kisses on my mouth and on my throat and my chilled breasts. Then I climaxed again as the cowboy entered me from the front and his arms embraced my beleaguered body. He jarred me hard as we fucked. The thrill of cumming over and over again only compounded. I couldn’t stop. I writhed on his body with my bound one out of control and barreling toward nowhere, toward some uncertain oblivion, toward the terrifying fear that I was going beyond what I could handle. 
“Oh, God, please, please stop this!” I finally shouted to the wind, hoping the cowboy would hear me. As I screamed to stop, he was already pulling out of me, leaving my dripping cunt to make a pool of cum and juices on the metal platform. The wind cooled me down as the carousel spun on into the night. Just before I was about to rise from my oblivion and raise a desperate complaint, I felt the merry-go-round begin to slow and heard the cheery music die. 
I slumped with relief, hanging inside the ropes exhausted; they were a little looser now, but they still held me upright. I heard the rain beating on the roof; the skies had opened. Cool water splashed my toes and left a wet layer on my already sweaty skin. At my ankles, I could feel the knots begin loosen as Casey untied the rope. 
My cowboy carried me from the carousel into the small white building beside it. He laid me on his bed, covered me with a dry towel and handed me a glass of juice. 
“You okay?” he asked. 
“I think so, but my head’s still spinning,” I said. 
“It’s going to feel that way for a while. But you can stay here till it passes.” 
“Thanks,” I said, looking into his eyes. The scent of the carnival was all around us still; I must have been coming back to life to think that clearly. I could focus on his face. I could feel my body parts beginning to move. With a few deep breaths, I was almost normal again. 
“Too much, huh?” he looked a little worried. 
“No, no, not too much, just…” what was the word, “shocking,” the only thing that came to mind. 
He chuckled. “First time I heard a carousel-slut tell me that.” 
“Carousel-slut?”
“Sorry. That’s what I…” He stopped. Somehow he knew that what he said next wasn’t going to sound good. 
“That’s what you call all the girls you torment on your merry-go-round, is that it?” 
“Guess so?” He sort of blushed. 
“And if I want to come back?” 
He liked that. His eyes glimmered darkly. “We could do other things too. By day this is a kid’s paradise, by night a haven for the wicked.” 
“Ooo, my, you’re like the devil.” 
“Some girls like that.” He sounded proud. 
“Well you can count me in.” 
“You know,” he hedged a bit, as if he were wondering whether to say what he was thinking, “you know, I make toys, special sex toys, mechanical things…” 
“What do you mean? What kind of things?” 
“Fuck machines. That’s what I call them. Maybe you’d like to try them too, huh?” 
“Yeah,” I said weakly. “Maybe I’d like to try them too.” 
Early the next morning, I walked out, intact. The memories, seared into my mind, kept coming back every minute of my day. I couldn’t shake them. Yes, I wanted to return. I knew I had to. This was exactly what a troubled heiress like me needed now, I told myself. I would return to the cowboy’s carnival, with his carousel and his fuck machines, and I’d forget Garrison Tate—let him stew in his juices wondering what happened to me. 
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Eight months prior… 
“I am not an ice queen!” I shrilled, flinging my martini glass over the garden wall and against the brick façade before me. 
I could feel the tension in me begin to trickle away as I let off steam. But my relief didn’t last long. 
“What the fuck!” a strange voice interrupted my moment. A second later, a head popped up from the other side of the low garden wall. A man turned my way as he stood up and gazed at me from head to toe. “Don’t think I ever accused you of that.” 
My hand went to my face in shock. “My God, I’m so sorry. I didn’t know you were there.” 
“Yeah, I was sitting right there on the bench,” he pointed to where I couldn’t see. He shook his head, amused. I wasn’t sure if he was handsome; his grin was so disarming, being both cocky and charismatic. He had a presence about him that moved through me like a silent steady wave. 
“Please, I was…” 
“No, need to explain.” His smile seemed to broaden even more. “Breaking glass just does something to the soul, doesn’t it?” 
“Well, yes. I suppose it does.” 
“So, I guess we haven’t had the pleasure. I just got back in town.” He held out his hand to shake mine. 
I could feel the awkward introduction coming on and fended it off before he could say more. Getting my wits about me, I said, “Listen, you seem to be a reasonable man. Let’s just forget this ever happened. You never saw me… How would that be?” 
He nodded, looking a bit surprised but not at all dismayed. “Sure. I’m easy. Never saw you—although I’m afraid it’s going to be hard to forget your pretty face.” 
I blushed. “Well, you’re very kind. But I better be going back inside.” I found myself wanting to say more, needing to explain when no explanation was necessary. 
So unnerved by the man’s earnest, plainspoken spirit, I practically stumbled on the hem of my white evening gown as I turned around and moved back inside the ballroom I’d just fled. I’m sure I’d be missed by now and, at that moment, resented that fact. I’d just as soon leave the Mayor’s Ball for good. I certainly didn’t want to see my date, Ashton Vickers, after what he said drove me outside in an insane rant. But I was almost certain that I couldn’t spend another second with that strange man in the garden. He couldn’t have been more gracious under the circumstances, but I felt as if he could see right through me. A dangerous thing for a woman like me. 
*** 
My heels clicked authoritatively as I made way down the corridor. I nodded, giving those I passed a pleasant smile. I assume they knew why I was there, but with Daddy, I could never be sure. My first day on the job I expected things to be a little awkward, a little rocky perhaps. After all, there was a changing of the guard. Dick Meredith had been canned the week before and not everyone thought it was a good idea, especially since I was taking over. I could hear some saying under their breaths—‘smells of nepotism,’ afraid my father had made a big mistake this time. 
But Gordon Rule does not make mistakes when it comes to the management of his companies. He’d been grooming me for this position ever since I showed an interest in becoming part of my father’s grand empire, which includes everything from designer toiletries to gourmet food to Haute Couture to the latest magazines on art, science and decorating. I’d told him I wanted a position at one of the magazines. He said that once I had my MBA from Stanford, I could have my choice—editor-in-chief of any one of the half-dozen publications he owned. He recommended I choose the biggest and most successful since he was priming me for taking over the entire publishing division. 
I got my MBA at twenty-five, then interned in two fast-paced magazine environments where I ruthlessly tackled the industry making sure that I knew all the angles from finance to marketing to editorial content. I indulged my desire for success to such a degree that I succeeded in leaving my friends behind. I didn’t have time for parties and a social life. Except for playing a vigorous game of tennis three days a week and doing yoga every morning for a half hour, I spent my time in the pursuit of my career and little else. 
I’d sworn off sex early on, while I was an undergraduate at Yale. After seeing a picture of me falling down drunk—I swear it was the only time I’ve been drunk in my life—splashed across the society page, with some loathsome comment impugning my character, I resolved right then that I’d walk the straight and narrow. I had nothing against sex, but given my father’s wealth, my older brother’s youthful and well-chronicled indiscretions, and the family good looks—which I seemed to have inherited—I was a prime target for sleazy journalists who were out for gossipy headlines about the world’s elite. I had my plans and would not let reckless partying, or even a hint of loose sex, soil my reputation. After that one picture, I provided no more fodder for the gossip sheets. 
The fact that I was a virgin at twenty-eight years old didn’t seem at all strange to me, although I certainly didn’t want to admit that to anyone. The truth was, I was beginning to feel edgy and nervous about my squashed sex drive—was it even healthy? Obviously, the incident at the Major’s Ball with Ashton Vickers signaled some restive something going on inside me. How his accusation stung! Ice Queen. It repeated in my mind and I wanted to shrivel away and die. 
But not today… I couldn’t think that way today. 
Everything was perfectly in order. I was immaculately dressed in a crisp navy suit to signal my authority. I had it designed especially for this moment. The white silk blouse was intended to soften the look. Walking confidently to my new world inside Daddy’s publishing realm, I couldn’t have been more proud or sure of myself and my ability to show this organization that they had a competent and innovative leader ready to make Country Manor magazine a trendy new-millennium tour de force. 
I slipped into my office, closed the door and gazed at my big walnut desk—over the weekend I’d arranged everything so I’d be ready for this Monday morning. I was about to break out into a squeal of delight—I’d won my victory in spades—but as I moved behind my desk and turned to sit, I spotted at the far side of the room, a strange figure with his back to me, inspecting a knickknack in the walnut étagère against the wall. 
“I beg your pardon.” I was stunned to be taken so off guard, and even more stunned when the man turned around. 
My uninvited guest seemed equally as surprised to see me, although he managed to recover first. 
“Well, my, we do meet again. What is it, Ms. Rule? Or will it be Ellie?” His smile was just as broad and cocky as it had been that night at the Mayor’s Ball when he dodged my flying martini glass. At that moment, it seemed glaringly out of place in my world, in my office, ruining my first day on the job. 
“Excuse me if I’m being blunt, but who ARE you and what are you doing in my office?”
Before he could answer, my father rushed in. “Ah, Ellie, you’re here. Sorry I’m late. I see you’ve met Garrison.” 
“Garrison?” This was Garrison Tate? 
My father stared back and forth at the two of us, appraising what had become a very clumsy situation. 
“We were actually just introducing ourselves.” I turned my attention back to the stranger and held out my hand. “Eleanor Rule. You can call me Eleanor.” 
“Eleanor it is,” Garrison said with the same quirky confidence. 
He moved forward, shaking my nervous hand with an air of triumph. I’m not sure I understood that obvious expression, but it was unmistakable. What had appeared like good-natured graciousness at the Mayor’s Ball in face of my outburst seemed more like gloating now. This was not the way I wanted to begin my day. 
But so it was… 
It didn’t take a week before I had my first argument with my ‘second in command’ as Daddy liked to refer to Garrison Tate, much to my irritation. It seemed that he had put him in charge of overseeing just about everything, leaving me very little to do but get used to the world into which I’d just landed. If Daddy hadn’t been in Italy buying out some small olive oil company, I would have brought the issue up with him. I wanted challenge, not pampering. 
“Hey, you’re doing terrific, Heiress,” Garrison said in his usual jocular way, when I complained to him after my staff meeting. 
I bristled at his term for me. At least he only used it when we were alone. At that moment, we were alone in the conference room, discussing the rocky start I’d made with the art department. 
“I admit that I need to smooth things over with Anna and Rob,” I conceded. “But that shouldn’t be a problem. In any event, they, like everyone else in this company, will have to realize that things may change around here.” It sounded a little haughty but I was feeling a little strength behind my words as I methodically clipped them off. A little too militaristic? Maybe. But with Garrison, it seemed necessary to be both stern and reserved. He had a way of jarring me loose from my moorings every time he was nearby. I resolved to end that. “I have fresh, new ideas. They’ll either adjust or be gone.” 
Garrison scowled and shook his head. “Geez, woman, you gotta loosen up.” 
“Mr. Tate, I don’t appreciate your attitude.” 
“I don’t suppose you do, but you gotta lighten up. The way you come across makes me wonder if you ever get laid.” 
I looked at him shocked. “What was that you said?” 
“Oh, you heard me just fine, Heiress. Your prissy attitude makes me wonder if you ever get laid.” He sounded not at all his usually witty self, but self-righteously, pompously smug. 
I bristled, knowing that just fed his argument. “As if that is any of your business.” 
“Oh, this is my business. You run around here with a stick up your butt, you won’t get anywhere in this publishing company or the next. Things don’t work by your book of rules and regulations. Your dictatorial management style leaves a lot to be desired. It’s a damn good thing that Gordon put me in here to watch over you…” 
“Wait a minute…” 
His smirk faded, but his stare became intense. “What? You didn’t know? Didn’t have the smarts to figure that one out? He pulls me in from Japan , where I was happily selling cosmetics, to work with you. Why do you suppose that was?” 
By then I was livid, doing everything I could to contain the wrath that smoldered under my calm. “Get out!” I found myself ordering with a pointed finger. 
He laughed at my anger. “What? You don’t have a martini glass to fling at me?” 
“Out!” 
He didn’t have to say another word. The expression on his face said so much—the raised eyebrows, the invading gaze, the ‘I can see right through you, Heiress’– know-it-all attitude. Problem was he was too damn good at what he did to quarrel with. He’d saved my hide twice in sticky situations that first week. But this…damn him! He might as well have called me Ice Queen. 
*** 
I got very drunk that night. It didn’t start out that way. Just a cocktail party; I’d suffered through enough of these to know what to do, how to act. I knew the host, John Sherry, and he was a gem. But his martinis were magical, Russian vodka, imported olives, just a dash of the best vermouth. The third one—and I never drink a third as a rule—just slid right down my throat giving me a heavenly high. I felt like I was floating in a dream. 
When I went outside for a breath of air, it was not to throw my martini glass against a brick wall. I was followed by the ‘captain of the football team’ sort of fellow who planned on me being his next sexual conquest. His playful hands were enough to get my sexual juices flowing, totally short-circuiting all the ‘fucking’ rules I lived by. Standing at the bar, his innuendo was titillating and sweet, and the way his hulking body loomed over me from behind seemed to engulf me in his masculine testosterone energy. I gently nestled my bottom back against his thighs and felt the pulse of his organ throbbing all the way through his clothes and mine. He slipped his hand under my dress and I didn’t turn around and slap him. That must have been a first, and it should have been a warning. Instead of a typical reactionary comeback, I whispered in his ear, pressing my red lips close to his cheek and sexily suggested, “Maybe we should go outside.” 
We slipped out without saying a word more. Somewhere in the midst of my confusion, I thought that a breath of fresh air would bring me to my senses. But that was hardly what happened or what I really wanted—Garrison’s accusation still riled me. We moved down the terraced steps toward John Sherry’s garden arm and arm, and slipped behind the carriage house into a thicket of shrubs. 
I lifted my face to his, feeling his lips, his face, his mouth devour me. His sweet kisses began at my lips, then rained down my neck and settled in at the crook. I never realized how arousing that sensation could be, or how it would connect with the throbbing in my belly and the hot fire brewing in my crotch. He nibbled at my flesh in the sensitive spot and I thought my entire insides had come to life from a frozen sleep. I’d spent ten years avoiding this and for what? 
“Ooo, don’t stop,” I heard myself groan, while lifting my neck toward his face as my head fell back. 
My football hero tore at the front of my dress, exposing my breasts to his hungry eyes. His mouth was ready to make a meal of me. He lunged forward, taking a nipple by his teeth; biting down caused my entire body to wrench abruptly into a spontaneous orgasm. Yes, I masturbated; I knew what an orgasm was. But this… this was spontaneous combustion. I always thought swooning was for romance stories. This was not romance but sex, plain and simple, and I swooned into a near faint as the brilliance of those spasms rifled through my body. 
“Gawd, yes!” I apparently screamed, although the noise was so far beyond my drunken bliss for me to hear it. 
We grappled longer. My hero’s hand moved across my roused crotch. It burrowed under my dress, found my soaked panties easy to remove, and drove deeper into my crotch than any man’s hand had ever been. 
“Gawd, yes!” All I wanted was more. 
He fingered me in a painful tease. Already, I could feel another climax coming on. When he squeezed my clitoris, I groaned again, making raunchy cumming kinds of sounds. I had no idea my dress was almost gone entirely. 
I could smell the funny smell of sex arising from our bodies and when he finally turned me around, with plans for entering my vagina from behind, I was ready to let my prudish virginity get taken. He pushed me over some old fence beam where I wriggled against the rough wood and my naked ass end taunted him. The center of me lured him in. “Do it, just do it!” I recall myself saying, knowing very well that the virginity I coveted was about to be forever torn away. 
Suddenly, everything shifted. There was a scuffle behind me, two angry males having words, and when it was over, my hero was missing. I was in the arms of the scoundrel, Garrison Tate, who for some unknown reason claimed authority over me. 
“C’mon, Heiress. Time to get you out of here,” he said. 
“What the hell are you doing!” I roared rather drunkenly, as soon as I realized who was there and who was not. 
“Taking you home.” 
“I’m not going home,” I came right back. 
I felt his hand clamped over my mouth to silence me, an awesome act of command that righted my senses enough to realize…sort of…what was happening. I looked into his eyes, seeing something haunting, not at all playful or charismatic, but hedonistic, ruthless and determined. I wanted to wilt inside that expression. But, of course, I did not. I struggled uselessly against his overpowering strength. My arms flailed wildly, my feet kicked, bruising his shin, I think, and maybe a whole lot more. I was gathering steam to pull off the one act that was sure to fell my enemy, but he quickly rescued his crotch from my knee, and threw me over his shoulder like pirate’s booty. Going a few feet into the woods beyond the house—out of earshot I think was his plan—he pulled me down and over his arm. To my utter horror, he began to spank what was still very naked—my bare bottom. 
The smacks were hard, furious and painful. One, two, three, a dozen, two dozen, a third and a fourth dozen, more than I could count, but enough for me to quickly realize how utterly amazing my body felt being so completely captured and brutally punished. The spanking hurt like hell…but my physical response was hardly what I expected. 
I came up sober, or nearly so. I’m sure that Garrison assumed I was still drunk and about to go into a raving rant. “Don’t say a word!” he said, pointing a reproving finger in my face. 
I was too stunned to speak. I just shook my head dumbfounded, feeling deliriously overcome by the man and the situation. My ass end was bathed with warmth that seemed to radiate far deeper than my skin. I soaked up the feeling, making it into something sexual and arousing. What was even more amazing were my feelings toward Garrison Tate. Rather than hate him for what he’d just done, I desired him with an intensity I’ve never felt for any man. Yes, I’d denied myself the opportunity to feel my sexual passions, but I still understood the feeling when it overwhelmed me that night. I dearly wished he’d finish what my football hero was denied, but that was not his intention. 
“You’ve had too much to drink; I’m taking you home,” he said. 
I nodded my head in agreement, still following orders not to talk. If I really came to my senses, I would have been so mortally embarrassed that I would never have shown my face to him again. 
Twenty minutes later, he kindly deposited me at my front door, extracting my solemn promise that I would go inside and sleep till I was sober. By that time, my head was pounding though pretty clear of its drunken stupor. I replied submissively, “Yes, I think I should.” I slipped into the house and followed his orders, falling asleep within minutes. 
*** 
By the time Monday morning rolled around, I was convinced that my lack of sex had become a real problem. Here I was only half-drunk, allowing the first good-looking man I’d seen sweep me away for the exact kind of indiscriminate fuck I’d been so careful to avoid for ten years. John Sherry’s cocktail party was a wake-up call. All I had earned in reputation and respect could have gone out the window in another, less private, setting. Thankfully it was a private affair, and I’d been rescued before my lapse in judgment went too far. Having replayed the incident over and over in my head that weekend, I came to a life-altering decision and I intended to tackle my problem head-on, just as I did everything else. 
I called Garrison into my office mid-morning. He seemed unusually sober but there was no hint that he was reveling in my mistake. As for me, I could feel my sexual body respond instantly to his presence. 
“Thank you for Friday night,” I started, likely sounding as meek as I felt. 
“No problem,” he said. 
“I did something I’ve never done before and I…” I stopped, not sure what to say. 
The silence was uncomfortable, until he finally spoke. “Maybe you should try letting go, just in better circumstances.” 
“Yes, exactly.” I took a deep breath. “I spent my weekend thinking about… well… sexual matters. Something I’ve avoided doing for a long time.” 
He nodded. I’m not sure he was all that comfortable hearing what I had to say, but I expected that he would stay to hear me out. 
“I need a sexual outlet,” I announced with some difficulty. I took another deep breath. 
Here I thought he’d jump right in with some glib comment, but he waited, forcing me to speak again. If I hadn’t already gone this far, I might have simply given up my mission in despair. But then, giving up is not my style. It had to be resolved; I had to see this through. 
“I’m a virgin,” my next announcement went without his raising an eyebrow. Thus I went on boldly. “By choice, a very deliberate choice. The problem is… where it was never a problem before… it seems to be a big problem now. I have fantasies. Pretty outrageous ones… and I’m afraid if I refuse to do something about them… well, Friday night will happen again.” 
Still, he was silent, much to my frustration. 
“I really shouldn’t be confessing this to you… but you were there, and I think I owe you an explanation.” 
“You don’t owe me anything, Heiress. I was just doing what was right.” 
“So, I’m making a fool of myself again, telling you this?” 
“No, not at all. I’m not normally the sort to play father confessor, but I suppose I can.” 
“Oh, I wish you weren’t so damn…” 
“Damn what?” 
“Now I do feel like a fool.” 
“You’re not a fool. Just a mixed up girl.” 
“Mixed up girl? That’s what you think of me? I run a multimillion dollar company and I’m just a mixed up girl?” 
“You’re smart as a tack. In fact, you’re brilliant, just a little shrill. You need softening around the edges, Eleanor. I think some good sex might just be the answer.” 
I remained confused. My heart and loins swelled with unexpressed desire, but I was getting nowhere with the one man I thought might actually help me solve the problem. It was lust, just lust, I had to conclude. I wanted him because he turned me on. I had to back off; that was it. Just back off, Eleanor, I repeated to myself. “Well, I think I’ve burdened you enough with my problem. I probably said too much, but I’m sure you’ll be discreet. I will find a solution for myself. Hopefully it’ll tone down my over-zealous style.” 
“So, like what kind of solution are you thinking of?” 
“I’ll get laid,” I quipped. I started shuffling papers on my desk. Did my nervousness show? “Now, I need to get back to work.” 
Garrison moved to his feet and toward the door; stopping just before he was about to leave, he turned back to me. “You know if you need someone to keep you sane while you’re out exploring those quirky fantasies, I’d be happy to be that someone.” 
“What?”
“You need a sexual guru, Eleanor. Someone to lead you through your fears, let you play safe. I’d be more than happy to oblige.” 
I didn’t know if he was serious or kidding. “Oh, you are a heartless scoundrel!” I managed. 
He laughed. “A scoundrel I am. But I’m not heartless, just horny like the next guy.” 
He walked out, leaving my thoughts in a panic and my desires swarming like angry bees. 
I spent the next day and night distracted by the possibilities that lay before me and barely slept that night. My mind obsessively poured over the issue. Although I spent my night confused, I woke up that next morning knowing exactly what I had to do. 
At lunch, bolstered by a new wave of confidence, I slipped into the empty seat beside Garrison in the corporate cafeteria. 
“Is the food here any good?” I asked as I set down my tray. 
“Not if you want steak. But the burgers are decent and the chicken pot pie is pretty good,” he said, although he was eating salmon. 
“How about the salad?” I asked seeing what was on my plate. 
“I don’t eat salad, so I wouldn’t know.” He made a half turn and looked at me. “Is there a reason you’re here? I mean sitting so close and all?” 
“Privacy. I wanted a little privacy,” I whispered. The flutter in my belly was exasperating, but wonderful. I felt like some flirtatious tease, the kind of woman I’d sworn never to be. What an amazing thrill that was! 
“Ah!” 
“I need to know. Were you serious about…” I could feel myself starting to blush, “about that sexual guru thing?” 
He laughed. “Well, I don’t know. Are you asking me to be your guru?” 
“I don’t know why I would but… you have this strange effect on me.” 
“Chemistry, Heiress, it’s called sexual chemistry. You hate me half the time because I turn you on, pure and simple.” 
He was totally right. “And what about you?” 
“Me?” 
“Is that chemistry a two-way street?” 
“Sure is. But you are the boss’s daughter.” 
“I am the boss,” I corrected him. 
“That too, Miss Rule.” 
“But this is totally aside from work. I’m making a serious gesture here.” 
“Like I’d actually believe you’d accept me as your sexual guru. I’m not that naïve.” He was becoming cocky again, and cocky seemed to turn my stomach all aflutter. I could feel the heavy dampness in my crotch as his sexy spirit crept inside me. 
“What do you mean naïve?” 
We were stuck on the same side of the table, side by side, Garrison having to turn awkwardly in his seat to talk to me. I liked the dynamics. I liked being close to him, almost touching. And, it was hard for him to stare me down in this position. I wasn’t sure I could handle a full-frontal attack from him with any poise at all. 
He fished around with the food on his plate, then suddenly put down his fork, turned in his seat, leaning his back against the wall and stared directly at me—so much for avoiding the full-frontal attack. I could feel the heat of his eyes moving inside me and settling. “Let’s put it this way, Heiress; if I were to be your sexual guru, there would be rules, and knowing you and your temperament, you wouldn’t want to follow my rules.” He grimaced. “So, there you have it, a monumental waste of time on both our parts.” 
“But you’re the one that suggested it.” 
“I was kidding, seriously kidding.” 
Now I did feel silly, but I had to play this out if nothing else but to save face. “So, what are the rules?” I jumped back in. 
He snickered like he was thinking this up on the spot; I’m sure he was. “You’d have to do everything I say. I mean everything. It wouldn’t be an equal partnership. I’m in charge, you submit.” 
“I can do that.” 
“Yeah, right. Submit?” 
“Really, I can. It’s got me jittery all over.” 
“True?” 
“Yes. You don’t know what my fantasies are.” 
I could see him thinking, letting the idea actually take a hold. “Maybe you should tell me what these deep dark fantasies are.” 
It was my turn to smirk. All of a sudden, I felt like a bashful little kid. I stared around, remembering now that we were in the corporate cafeteria. Virtually alone, yes, but still it seemed too public for a private confession. But my old self, the one that ruled me just days ago—who would have taken this conversation to some lonely, deserted street corner, if she continued it at all—had vanished. I pressed on. 
“I have all sorts of exhibitionist fantasies, which I’m sure come from being so damned careful in public all the time… and spanking fantasies,” I boldly reported. 
“Really? I must have hit the mark Friday night.” 
“It’s some kind of punishment thing with me. I don’t understand it, but in my daydreams, I do something outrageous then get punished for it. Like I need to keep the scales balanced. I may look like a straight-laced MBA grad with a stick up her butt, but I am really just a woman with a lot of very naughty desires rattling around my brain.” 
“Humph.” He actually seemed impressed. 
Meanwhile, my heart was thumping and my crotch was beginning to ache for everything that wasn’t expressed in my brush with freedom Friday night. Oh, I did want more! I knew it more than ever now. 
“It’s what I think about when I masturbate. Every time. It never changes. Yes, you hit the mark Friday night. But I want more.” I was so stirred; I could feel myself ready to spill out everything that was in my heart and on my mind. How could this be happening? I felt beholden to a man I barely knew, as if he had the key to the lock that would open the door of my sexual awakening. 
He said nothing, while I wondered for the umpteenth time if this was a foolish mistake. I finally broke the impasse. “You know, I think I’d better go. I’m sorry again about Friday.” I started to leave—hoping he’d pull me back. He probably knew exactly what I was doing, but I couldn’t stop myself. “Thank you for taking care of me, now how about we just forget we ever…” 
He had his hand on my wrist; his palm felt like fire on my skin. He wasn’t about to let go. “You want to follow the rules, I’ll play the game, Eleanor. But the game is mine.” Dead serious. 
I was speechless then, feeling like mush inside and unable to form even a squawk. When my brain finally started working again, I managed to ask rather weakly, “So, what are the other rules?” 
He thought a moment. “There are none. Just do everything I say. If you balk even a little, I’ll lay a cane or paddle or my hand on your ass. And you might not like it as much as you liked it Friday night.” 
I shivered visibly, blushing as I became aware that he knew exactly what I was feeling as he spanked my ass behind John’s carriage house. 
Seeing my worried look, he shook his head a little in dismay. “It’s too much, isn’t it? You can’t be that brave or that vulnerable?” 
“Oh, but I can,” I found my voice. 
“I’ll bet you fold in the first week.” 
“No, I won’t.” 
“You’re sure?” 
“I’m sure. Positive.” 
“You have any idea what this might mean?” 
“No, not really.” 
“But you’ll still…” 
“I will, Garrison.” 
He appraised me again, not looking at all confident. It was for me to prove myself and I was so ready. 
“You do have it bad, don’t you?” 
I grimaced. “I must. I’ve never allowed myself to be this helpless, this exposed to anyone,” said as if that was another revelation. 
“I know, Heiress.” 
“But it’s just between you and me, that’s all I ask.” 
“Hey, don’t go making up your own rules,” he warned, although he added to my relief, “but I promise, we’ll be discreet. You have my word.” 
“Yes, that’s the point, isn’t it? Discreet.” 
“The point is you having a little harmless sexual fun.” 
It sounded so simple, so innocuous. And why should I worry? Why shouldn’t I trust him? Why shouldn’t I have this too, among all the other prizes I had earned? “Daddy did tell you to look after me, right?” 
He laughed. 
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A day after my agreement with Garrison Tate, my father whisked into town from Italy , announcing that he was throwing a party for me to officially announce my position as Editor-in-Chief of Country Manor Magazine. It would be an impromptu affair, arranged on the spur of the moment, for a guest list of at least 200. Despite the short notice, very few would decline what was sure to be an understated but elegant society affair. Obviously, it would be held at our Country Manor—that fact to the dismay of the staff. Although they were used to Gordon Rule’s fast timing, they didn’t like sudden decisions like this one any more than I did. I did respect the fact that it was a PR event that would be good for my magazine and me. Strange, though, with my priorities suddenly shifting in a different direction, I greeted Daddy’s announcement with a less than enthusiastic response. My raw insides were burning with need, but suddenly Garrison was practically shunning me. Either he’d changed his mind about our secret sexual agreement or was waiting until the party was over to begin. A week passed and there’d been no talk of sex in any of our many conversations, whether public or behind closed doors. Maybe I’d just dreamed the whole idea! 
The day before the party, I met him in the corridor just beyond the water cooler and was suddenly surprised to feel his hand on my ass, giving me an unexpected jolt. I reminded myself not to object. “Ever done it in a broom closet?” he whispered in my ear. 
“I’ve never done it,” I reminded him. 
“Right. Well, you’ll get your chance. Meet me in my office, two minutes.” 
“Office?” 
“Yes, I’m horny.” 
“I thought you said broom closet?” 
“That’s for another time. I want you in my office now.” 
“You know, now is not really a good time.” It really wasn’t. “I have to leave for the house in less than an hour.” 
“This won’t take long.” 
Don’t object, Eleanor. Just stay calm. 
“Okay, I’m just so jittery about tomorrow.” 
He smiled. “In my office.” I rather liked the threatening sound of it and the submissive way my body replied to his tone of voice. But was he really going to rent my virginity in his office? 
The office was bustling with activity just after lunch. There were deadlines as pressing on Garrison and me as they were on the rest of our staff, and of course the party that everyone would be involved in. Regardless of all the commotion, once I closed Garrison’s office door behind me and looked at the scoundrel’s face, I was in another world. I moved closer to his desk, waiting, trembling, trying to act poised when I was no more than a bundle of frayed nerves and anxious fear. 
It was so quiet, as if there was no one around for miles. I could almost hear my heart beating. Garrison’s leather chair creaked, and way off in the distance beyond the doors, if I really concentrated, I could hear the sound of ringing telephones blended with the muted sounds of footsteps moving back and forth. 
Garrison sat back in his chair looking lordly and smug. “So, let me see you,” he said. 
“See me?” I questioned. 
“Strip.” 
I opened my mouth, but stopped, letting out a croaking sound. Yes, this was it. This was the beginning. A minute of utter silence followed as the furnace inside me blazed. I felt a little dizzy as I took off my suit coat and began to unbutton my blouse. I couldn’t look at him at first. At least not until he prompted me and I was forced to. 
“Eleanor, look at me.” Just a simple command and I wanted to run from the room. 
But such a strange exhilaration! 
I finally lifted my eyes and stared into his, licking my lips and feeling a blush heat my cheeks. 
“Take off the blouse,” he said. 
Yes, right. 
I finished the unbuttoning and shrugged the blouse off my shoulders, unveiling another layer of clothes. Quickly stepping from my skirt, while trying to keep my eyes on Garrison, I felt readily diminished in a way I’d anticipated. Maybe like a call girl with her first john. Even with my outer clothes removed, I was hardly naked. The white lace slip came next, slithering down my torso and over my hips. The exposure was getting more serious now and I started to sweat. My breathing felt irregular and I almost thought I would faint. 
While I trembled anxiously, Garrison remained remote and watchful, but unresponsive to my awkward striptease. Once I was down to my panties and bra, I would have given anything if he’d come to me then and we got the hard part, the first fuck, out of the way. 
I didn’t realize that I completely stopped moving until Garrison prompted me again. “I mean naked, Heiress, all the way down to your birthday suit.” 
Yes, of course, I heard my silent reply. 
My bra was the plain white, Victoria Secret type, seamless and not very sexual. It slipped from my torso unveiling two firm, round globes of flesh. Even I, in my sexual modesty, knew I was generously, attractively endowed. At the center of each one, a rosy round aureole surrounded a tiny nipple. I suppose Garrison had seen as much that night behind the carriage house, but now my assets were in full view, bathed in the garish office lighting, their flawless whiteness openly exposed. 
He didn’t say a word to me until my panties joined the rest of my discarded clothes and I turned to face him, totally nude. I worried that he’d see how wet I was under the fluff of pubic hair at my crotch and now how aroused I really was. 
“You did just fine, Eleanor.” His voice seemed deeper, a little grim but infused with authority I’d repeatedly refused to give him in business. And yet, that authority seemed perfectly appropriate and wanted now. “Now I want you to think about what you gave me the other day…you remember?” 
How could I forget that day? But what exactly was he referring to? 
“That was no meager agreement,” he said solemnly. I looked back at him distressed. Then suddenly, his face broke into one of his unseemly smiles and he appraised me lustily. “You know, you’ve got nice, nice tits,” he drawled, “and, what I can see of it, a good ass. Turn around and let me see.” 
I turned, feeling his eyes bore into my backside until he said, “You can turn back.” 
I did. I could feel my heart beating in my ears. My mouth was parched with the desire in me continuing to swell. The waiting was impossible. 
“Move to your knees, slut,” he suddenly barked. Without thinking I dropped to the carpet and bowed my head. “Now crawl to me.” 
Why, why was I doing this? my mind asked, as I made up the ten feet between us and buried my nose in the carpet beside him. 
He grabbed my arm and tugged me upright. Holding my quivering chin in his hand, he stared me in the eyes. I’d never seen him like this and I was scared, but so enthralled I couldn’t move. 
“When you’re naked like this, Heiress,” he spit out scornfully, “you can forget about being some hotshot MBA editor-in-chief. You’re a slut, just like every other woman is with her clothes off. You’re a body, a pair of tits, a fat ass and a wet cunt. Got that?” 
I nodded my head yes. 
“You’re gonna be used. You’re going to be punished. You’re going to feel like the fucking whore you really are. What you confessed to me is what you’ll get, every bit of it, from the hot, outrageous sex to the punishment you deserve. You begged me for this, don’t forget it. And when you want to call it quits, when you think I’m being too hard on you, you just remember, this was your idea. Frankly, I think you’ll walk away in a week in disgust. But don’t go blaming me if your little experiment with sex fails. It’ll be your fault not mine. Your loss not mine. I can have a hundred other women in a heartbeat. You’re just another piece of ass to me, no better than the rest, with a whole lot to prove. You got that?” 
I nodded my head again, and he let go of my chin and sat back. 
In all my wildest dreams I never imagined him being like this. I could not believe that I wasn’t slapping his face in total rage, but my body was so alive and wildly exhilarated hearing him speak to me that it hungered for more. The words were an aphrodisiac, the tone of voice, the air of command. He was being not just cocky, but a judgmental asshole, and I devoured his mood like I did my favorite candy. 
“I ordered a dress for you for your little soiree at the Country Manor. Don’t worry; it’s decent, though I’m sure it’s not as prim as the one you planned on. Tonight, I want you to take a bath and shave your pubic hair, all of it stem to stern. Is that little slut maid Angelica still working for your Daddy?” 
“Yes, she is.” 
“Okay, you have her help you shave. Tell her it’s a favor to Garrison Tate. Then make love to her—no penetration, just make love.” 
I could feel my objections start to rise and Garrison sensed that. He smiled a little cruelly. 
“I don’t care if you gotta problem getting naked with the hired help. You’re going to do it because I told you to and because you want to. There’s no one on the face of the planet who doesn’t lust after that little bitch. Soon as you get over the shock, you’ll figure that out for yourself. Now,” he shifted positions, sitting up a little straighter, “as much as I’d like to fuck you right now, you have responsibilities, Miss Rule. Time to get dressed and get moving. I’ll see you tomorrow night.” 
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I drew my bathwater myself, spending a longer than normal time getting everything ready. I always loved luxuriating in the steamy jasmine-scented water of the oversized tub; it was like silk against my skin. Rather than feel myself let go the tension of the last two weeks, I was reminded of Garrison’s orders for the evening. During the drive into country, I thought of Angelica, trying to imagine myself making love to a woman—specifically that woman. I think my father hired her for the voluptuous breasts and tiny waist, the Playboy Playmate curves, and her sleek blonde hair. Her eyes were dark and widely spaced, her skin a natural tan and her lips full enough to suggest she’d had a few collagen shots to accentuate their allure. He used to call her dim-witted, but I never thought that. She was playing her game, working the angles, no different than I would in business. She was no less subtle, though her motives were likely simpler. I had no illusions that her relationship with my father was strictly platonic. I imagine he fucked her in exchange for the handouts she was seeking from her wealthy employer. 
After hearing Garrison talk about her, I suspected that he’d fucked her too, during one of Daddy’s infamous house parties. For several years I’d been brushing off the rumors as if that part of my father’s life was no part of mine—in truth, it wasn’t. 
After a long bout of approach-avoidance I finally rang the maid on the house line and slipped into the bath to soak. 
A knock on the door soon followed. 
“Miss Eleanor?” Her voice was sweetly innocent. 
“Come in, Angelica.” 
Instead of my fears compounding, I felt a twinge in my belly and a bit of giddy excitement at the thought of making love to her. Oh! What was happening to me? 
“Yes, miss?” She dressed much like a French maid when serving at one of Daddy’s parties, but for regular days she usually dressed in a short skirt and tight sweater like the khaki skirt and red sweater she had on now. I don’t recall ever seeing her in pants. I never knew for sure, but the way her clothes hugged her hips so closely and without wrinkles, I figured that she wore no underwear other than her lacy bras. Those were quite obvious once you stared into her bulging cleavage. Daddy’s toy one day, now mine. Her breasts were bulging over the top of her brassiere, pushed out of the top of her sweater. I wondered how they’d taste 
“Angelica, dear, do you suppose you could wash my back and help me shave?” 
Her eyes lit up and she stared around at the candles—I must have lit fifteen or twenty, which were making the rosy pink bathroom glow and smell of jasmine, honeysuckle and lavender. My mood was obvious. 
“Sure,” she said, looking at me warily. She moved in, taking the washcloth from my hand, and as I leaned forward, she rubbed it lightly against my skin. My pulse beat a little faster. I never remember her touching me that I didn’t feel the softness of her skin and her sensuous warm aura. Of course, those times before I shook off the sensation; they were just in passing, times when we brushed by each other in the hallway, or our bare skins met by accident while cleaning up the dining room after dinner. This time would be different. Already I could imagine my lips meeting hers. 
“I think you know Garrison Tate, don’t you?” I asked her. 
“Ooo, yes!” I watched her face in the mirror light in a giggly, girlish way. 
As the washcloth moved over my body, I could smell the fragrant aroma of hers—smelling a spicy scent I couldn’t identify, although it was pungent enough to rise above the sweeter scents in the room. 
“He works with me now, you know?” I went on. 
“No. I didn’t know,” her voice was soft and musical. 
“You know what he told me earlier today?” 
“No, miss,” she replied as she continued to wash my back. 
“He said that I should make love to you.” 
She gave a little start and stopped what she was doing. “Ooo, my, he’s such a devil,” she laughed. 
I turned and looked her in the eye with the bold determination in me speaking. Oddly my fears fled once I acted on the desire that throbbed longingly inside me. This was for Garrison, but it was also for me. “I want you to shave my pussy, Angelica, would you do that for me?” 
By then, she’d dropped the washcloth into the water and her bare hands were gently moving over my wet skin. I took her arm and pulled her just a little closer. Our lips seemed destined to touch, although they began tentatively with small kisses. When our tongues met, we were both a little bolder. 
“Maybe you should get out of the water first?” she said. “I mean if you want me to shave you, it will work better on the bed.” 
“Yes, yes, that would be perfect.” We kissed again, our lips lingering on that kiss and our eyes meeting in a meaningful glance. I wanted her; there was no question about that now. 
We didn’t get to the shaving right away. As soon as I was on the bed, she came on to me as if making love was what she planned to do all along. She’d removed her sweater and straddled my hips, dangling her breasts in my face. I grabbed for them and buried my mouth in their sweaty sweetness, licking, tasting, caressing a softness that felt like butter and smelled like the essence of femininity. Did I taste as sweet or feel as silky to her hands? 
Her nipples hardened without my sucking them. While gently flicking them with my tongue, I listened happily to her squeal in reply. Her pussy was pressed against mine; hers was bare of any hair while mine was still covered with curls. We rubbed our two mounds together, and were soon writhing as if we were driven by some mysterious unseen cock pummeling us at the same time. I’d never before felt anything like that sensation of physical want coming from deep inside my female home. 
Suddenly, Angelica turned around and planted her pussy on my face, while going down on my snatch at the same time. Her tongue skirted the valley between my thighs with such delicacy; I found myself too overcome to do much for her. I licked her as if instinct took over doing everything for me, although I wasn’t really cognizant of what I was doing—or how she tasted or how she smelled. Soon my face was awash with her juices and I was avidly lapping her clit for more as if I’d been doing this for years. Yet, when she focused in on my clitoris, I lost my conscious will again. Her finger rubbed my clit with vigorous strokes, while the sweet humming music of her lyrical voice took my mind away. In seconds, I was pressing my pussy into her face and demanding more, cumming as I spasmed hard and grabbed the sheets beside me to hang on to. 
I could barely get a breath of air afterwards for the writhing pussy that covered my face. She obviously didn’t require an expert in sucking pussy for her to climax. Her lilting voice became more guttural and for a second her entire body seemed to tighten. More of her juices flowed across my mouth and I was swimming in the current of her climax. By then, I was hanging on to her flesh, squeezing her ass with desperate hands and feeling almost afraid to let her go. 
As the climax died away, she turned again and settled in beside me. 
“You fuck so hot, Miss Rule,” she said, admiringly. 
“And so do you,” I said. 
Then she smiled broadly. “Now, I shave you.” She jumped up and moved quickly to the bathroom like some giddy schoolgirl. 
I lay back while waiting, until she returned with a couple of thick terry towels she put under my ass, a bowl of warm water and a fresh razor. 
I spread my legs wide, while Angelica lathered up my pubic hair with a sweetly scented shaving lotion. Then she cautiously began her work, scraping all the silky tendrils away. Since I’ve always kept myself trimmed, it didn’t take long to have my pussy bare. But of course, she parted my lips and slowly pulled the razor across my inner labia. Finally, she turned me over and ran her razor up my parted cleft. 
“Don’t wiggle!” she said, slapping my ass once. 
“I’m sorry, it’s just so… so different,” I said. 
“Just wait until he puts his dick in your behind,” she practically purred. A loving hand caressed my cheeks. I could feel another pleasurable spasm warming my belly. 
“Who puts his dick in my behind?” I asked her. 
“Mr. Tate.” 
“Oh, I’m not sure he’s going to do that.” 
She acted as if she knew better. 
Once she finished shaving me, I sent her away with a thank you and a wet, lingering kiss. She could have stayed but I was anxious to see my new look in the mirror, and was too self-conscious to have her watching me as I did. 
Standing in front of the full-length mirror, I shuddered a bit seeing this new image of myself. It seems that Angelica had scraped away my modesty, while leaving me looking like a young virgin. My vaginal lips were bare and pink and slick with juices. The inner labia were large enough to peek through the outer ones—all sights I’d never seen, or bothered to notice before. I wanted to cum again, but I was also tired. On returning to the bed, I climbed inside and slept naked through the night until morning, when Angelica knocked on my door. 
I thought she was bringing my breakfast tray, but that wasn’t yet ready. She carried a parcel instead, the dress Garrison promised me. I couldn’t wait to see it. 
*** 
I came down the stairway in the pale blue silk cocktail dress I originally planned to wear when Daddy first announced the party. I thought it flirtatious while not particularly daring. It was certainly appropriate for the crowd and the nature of the evening’s event. I’d always thought sensibly for occasions like this one. The icy blue color looked great with my dark hair and pale skin color. I thought it becoming, if not a bit modest. 
What happened to Garrison’s dress? The minute I opened the parcel he had sent, I knew there was no way I would arrive at a party in my honor wearing the skin-tight, white creation with sequins, a plunging bodice and a back that was open below my waist. It had a lovely bow that decoratively tied the straps in the back to keep the dress from completely falling apart—which was my first fear. Regardless, there was no question in my mind that it was not suitable for any gathering at my father’s country home. 
“Mr. Tate’s not gonna like it, you not wearing his dress,” Angelica had shaken her head as she brushed out my hair. 
“He’ll have to get over it,” I told her. I knew I was taking a big chance defying his wishes, especially so early in our game. It was my hope that in the commotion of the party, he’d excuse this one slight. After all, I’d scored the biggest win, making love to my sexy housemaid. He couldn’t help but congratulate me for that first triumph. 
As I surveyed the foyer, I slowly made my way down the sweeping staircase, looking for Garrison among the arriving guests. I felt nervous, a little guilty and certainly worried about how he’d react. Would he actually punish me? I wondered with a shudder of fear and excitement. 
I plunged into the crowd greeting guests, making my way slowly through the foyer, my aim, the long great room that stretched nearly the full length of the house. The six French doors were opened wide to the terrace and the gardens, offering a view of the valley below with its row of neat vineyards and a splash of evening sunshine. The warm weather allowed us to set up a buffet on the terrace. There was a string quartet at the end of the great room and brightly colored flower arrangements gracing tables both inside and out. I checked with the waiters and the quartet, shaking hands and giving a few brief instructions to them both. Just as I was moving on to the caterers in the kitchen, I was unceremoniously stopped by a firm hand on my back, drawing me from my purpose. 
Before I even turned around, I knew it was Garrison who shanghaied me. 
“Hi there!” I said with a sunny grin. 
“Well hello, Heiress. Don’t you look ravishing?” he said as he carefully scrutinized my pale blue dress. I knew exactly what he was thinking. 
Oh! Please don’t make an issue of it now! I prayed. 
He moved in closer, dangerously brandishing his glass of red wine, then suddenly stumbled to his left in a move I still can’t quite grasp. It likely looked like an accident, although I’ll never believe that he didn’t cunningly execute the awkward move. The red wine spilled forward as he lurched to right himself and soaked the front of my blue dress with the glaring red liquid. 
“Oh damn! I’m sorry, Eleanor,” he said, as if he was actually sincere. Then he looked around for something to blot the stain, which anyone could see would be impossible. 
A few guests looked on supportively, while I withered for a second realizing what a mess he’d made of me. He’d grabbed a cloth napkin and was dabbing the stain across my chest with little effect. “You just couldn’t let it slide, could you?” I tersely whispered. 
“Not on your life,” he whispered back. “Now while you change into my dress, I’ll just be mingling like a good boy.” He stepped back. “That’s not going to do a bit of good,” he said despondently for the benefit of those listening. “I’m so sorry, Eleanor. You will send me the cleaning bill?” 
“Yes, well. Perhaps I’d better go change, Mr. Tate,” I returned sweetly, then I scooted to the kitchen and the back stairs. I thought I was free of the man for at least a minute, but just as I reached the bottom stairs, he was there again, this time at my back and stopping my retreat. We were in the kitchen where the staff was bustling about so busily that we were hardly noticed. 
“If you think I’m going to let you get away without getting punished, Heiress, you’re wrong there,” he murmured in my ear. “You’ll find a bamboo cane in the attic. Have Angelica cane your bare bottom twelve times before you come back down. Got that?” 
I could have died right there, but my response was purely sexual. My juices were flowing and my heart was pounding with excitement. But Angelica? This was truly unexpected. 
“And I want to see stripes. You hear?” 
“Yes, of course,” I obliquely replied. 
Finally freed of him, I sped upstairs, soon discovering that the housemaid must have been warned I’d want her. Normally at a time like this, she’d be serving cocktails downstairs, but she was in my room, getting Tate’s sleazy cocktail dress ready for me to wear. 
“I told you, miss. He’s funny that way.” 
“Yes, you told me,” I said drolly as I gazed at the dress. Maybe I was wrong about it, I thought to myself. I mean, I hadn’t even tried it on. 
“You can’t wear underwear with this one,” Angelica informed me. She giggled girlishly. 
“No, I don’t suppose you can,” I agreed. 
Angelica whisked away the blue, stained dress, while I doffed my bra and, to my chagrin, my panties as well. Was I really going to go through with this? I wondered, even as I stepped into the tiny garment and pulled it up my hips. 
“Ooo my, miss! That’s a hot one,” Angelica purred as she smoothed the silky fabric along my hips. She tied the bow at the back of my neck, then turned me around. Her tender touch reminded me of the night before, for despite my fears over wearing the dress, I was aroused—and even more aroused once I looked in the full-length mirror and saw how perfectly the dress fit. Was it possible to expose nothing, but enhance the look of every significant body part? The dress hugged my hips, but not too tightly. It clung to my breasts, exposing my cleavage though not to the extreme. My nipples made tiny indentations in the fabric, but no more than was fashionable for the time. From the rear, the full expanse of my back was exposed, while the eye was drawn downward to where the draping stopped and my bottom began. It might be dangerous to bend over, but otherwise, nothing that shouldn’t would show. 
“You like it?” Angelica asked as she ran her hand over my bottom underneath the skirt, reminding me just how naked I was underneath. 
“I don’t know,” I replied. “But I do know if you keep touching me like that, I’m going to make a mess of myself. 
She giggled and pulled her hand away. 
Then I remembered Garrison’s second instruction. 
“Angelica?” 
“Yes?” 
“Have you ever … caned a woman?” 
“Miss?” 
“You know, caned, as in punished?” 
“Ah, yes,” He eyes lit up. “Well, no,” she snickered coyly. “Oh, sometimes a spank or two.” 
“How would you like to cane me right now?” Just asking the question, my body flushed with warmth and I could sense a bit of sex juice leaking from my cunt. 
“Why would I do that, miss?” 
“Mr. Tate thinks I’ve been a bad girl and I deserve to be punished.” 
“Ooo, my.” Her smile was still sweet, but her eyes took on a cunning glow. 
“And I can’t waste any time,” I urged her. “People are expecting me downstairs. Just come with me.” I moved into the hallway to the third floor stairs and then up the small, creaky steps that led into an unfinished attic. There was very little in the dusty place but a few old paintings stored against one wall, an antique bed—no mattress—in the corner, and in the middle of the room a lamp, a table, and laying across that table, the bamboo cane Garrison promised would be there. 
Angelica followed me into the room and stared at the ominous thing with me. I don’t suppose either of us had ever seen an object quite like it. Even though it was just a simple bamboo rod, the purpose of the implement seemed to infuse it with a quality that made us both shudder. 
“I’m doing this for Mr. Tate?” the maid finally broke the silence as we collectively stared at the cane. 
“Yes, exactly,” I told her. “He said to make sure there are stripes. I’m sure he plans to check the results.” 
“Ah.” She nodded her head. 
I moved to the table and while trying to avoid the dust, gingerly bent over, which made the short skirt of my dress ride half way up my ass. Angelica moved in and pushed the skirt up higher exposing the expanse of my white cheeks. 
“How many, miss?” she asked as she picked up the cane. 
“Twelve,” I said. 
“You count for me?” She stepped back. 
“Of course.” 
I took a deep breath while trying to relax my body. Would it make it easier if I weren’t tense? I wondered. Though I imagined it would be painful, my entire body was erotically engaged as if this was some sort of love play. 
The air stirred behind me and I clamped my eyes shut tight. A heard a swishing sort of sound and felt a bright, stinging thwack of the first weal laid at the center of my buttocks. 
“Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeseh!” I tensed up seething. 
“Count, miss,” Angelica reminded me. Her voice was low and stern, as she slipped all too easily into the role of the stern martinet. 
“One,” I answered her. 
The cane struck again with the same swish, thwack and fiery pain. 
I clutched the sides of the table for support, forgetting how dusty the surface was. 
“Two,” I announced, then hastened to add, “Faster, Angelica, please!” 
The little tramp fired off the next six rounds in a flurry. I could hardly keep up with the terrible woe that was brandished on my pour bottom, but I managed, a croaking, “That’s three, four, five, six, seven, eight and… I think nine.” I didn’t know for sure. 
The last three came with the same swift speed as the six before and I nearly stumbled into the table from the powerful force. If it hadn’t been for the fact that I was wearing a white dress, I’m sure I would have collapsed in a heap. 
“Oh, my God!” I vented as I tried to come to my senses. The pain was slowly diminishing, although when Angelica touched the raw weals, I found myself squirming under her hand. 
“A little cream here might help,” she said. 
“Yes, yes, of course,” I answered weakly while holding back my tears. 
I righted myself feeling a bit clumsy and pushed the dress down over my sore bottom. 
Then leaving the cane where we’d found it, we both returned to my bedroom on the second floor where Angelica quickly massaged some lotion on my throbbing behind. Her roving hand proved to be as arousing as it had been the previous night; I’m sure I could have cum within seconds if her fingers had traveled deeper toward my clitoris and vagina. 
“Oh my,” I groaned, but I suddenly stood up straight. “No, no I’ve got to go and so do you!” I was employer again, not punished child. And Angelica was once again my submissive housemaid. 
“Yes, miss,” she said. 
*** 
This time, my entrance below was a lot more grand than my initial appearance in the demure blue dress. By then, most of the guests had arrived, and as I moved through the crowd, I saw numerous glances in my direction and listened to the comments with a degree of muted pride. 
“Good thing you didn’t wear that one and have Tate ruining it with his wine,” my aunt Justine said with a knowing snicker of amusement. 
“A little daring for you, isn’t it?” Whimsy Perkins said, whispering in my ear. She’s an older woman who has always loved to flaunt her body. “But you do look ravishing.” 
“You’ve never looked more radiant,” Dave Wilson, my father’s long-term business associate, said. He leaned in, “And I don’t think it’s just the dress.” His second comment gave me pause. I wondered exactly what he meant but my attention was quickly diverted by the caterers and I had to leave with just a gracious thank-you. 
Apparently, my world would not fall apart because I’d decided to be a little daring, nor did I feel any judgment regarding the dress. By the time Garrison caught up with me, I was beaming happily over my recent triumphs, both the public and the private ones. 
“You’re a busy woman. Looks like I’m the last one to compliment you,” Garrison said with a smug smile. 
“I was wrong about the dress,” I admitted. 
“As I knew you would be.” He surreptitiously placed his hand on my behind and gave it a squeeze. “How’s your ass?” 
“My ass is just fine,” I said still smiling. There were too many people around for a conversation about the caning in the attic and he knew that. 
But then he leaned into my shoulder. “I want you to wander into the conservatory. Find a private spot.” 
“If there is one,” I said doubtfully. 
“Oh, I think everyone is pretty well corralled around the food. You’ll hardly be missed.”
I smiled a half smile and began to wander. Now, more than ever, I felt everyone’s eyes on me. It registered in my body as heat and vibration, a pulse centering in my belly and extending outward. By the time I finally reached the conservatory, which was attached to the house on the South side, just off one end of the great room, there were only a few people in the vicinity, just as Garrison predicted. 
The large glass enclosure was filled with my father’s orchids and other tropical plants he tended with great care. I’d never been particularly interested in them, but I did love the aroma of the room and even the greenhouse heat that made me feel as if I was walking through a jungle. As far as I could tell, there was no one in the conservatory, which made my meeting with Garrison as private as it could be, while still so close to the party. 
“So, let me see you,” he said. He’d come up from behind. 
I turned. “You want to see my bottom now?” 
“I want to see the stripes, yes.” 
I flushed as a titillating feeling of embarrassment swept through me. But I obeyed the order and bent over, placing my hands on a bench and let him look. 
He flipped the skirt off my rear. “Very nice. I always thought the little bitch had a little sadist in her.” 
“I’d say there’s more than a little sadist in her,” I commented. 
His hand moved over my wounds, bringing back the original pain, although my bottom seemed to move involuntarily under his palm, struggling to increase the erotic sensation already cavorting through me unchecked. 
“Doesn’t take much to turn you on, does it?” he said. 
I was only too aware of the precarious position I was in. I worried that any minute someone would find me there, bent over and shamelessly enjoying Garrison’s caress. Even so, I took no measures to end the scene. He began to massage the tender flesh a little harder; I could hear myself groan as his fingers moved deep between my legs. He toyed with the opening of my vagina and my juices ran out over his hand. 
“I should just fuck you here,” he declared in a scowling whisper. 
Oh, I wish you would! I silently screamed, while under my breath I softly seethed. 
After having me nearly orgasmic, he moved his focus from my cunt to my rear hole. These last few days had produced a series of firsts for me…this anal stimulation became another. 
I was immediately confused. Garrison’s finger was on my anus, smoothing my own juices about the hole and prodding open the tight muscle that didn’t want to give. His free hand was on my shoulder to steady me—so I wouldn’t freak out, which I suspect he knew might happen. He wasn’t far off the mark, as I felt a moment of panic make me almost bolt. 
While I thought of the party going on just yards away, I felt myself being crudely probed. Once again, I wondered what had come over me to allow a man such complete power over me. And yet, despite my worried wondering, I did nothing to stop him, as if I had no will of my own anymore. 
His finger moved deeper when my sphincter finally relaxed. It seemed that the more my arousal crescendoed the more I allowed him entrance. My breathing became ragged; I was panting with an open mouth. Again, a surge orgasmic spasms threatened to send me into climax. I would have given anything to have gone that far, but then, just as the climax was on me, Garrison pulled his finger from my anus, and something else, something foreign plunged inside my rectum. 
“What was that?!” I came up asking. 
He forcefully pushed me back down. 
“Just a small anal plug. You’ll wear it the rest of the night.” 
The weals of Angelica’s caning weren’t enough? 
“Yes, and I’m sure you’re wondering why. Well, I’ll let you tell me why once the night is over.” 
The plug fit tight, but there was no way it would stay without some help. Knowing this, Garrison came prepared with some thin, flesh-colored leather straps that snugly held the device in place. They threaded my crotch and joined a narrow belt that circled my hips. Not only would I have the plug in my ass, but the leather strap slipped in right next to my clitoris, giving me the constant sensation of something pressing at that bud—a devious and perpetual reminder of Garrison’s authority over me. 
“By the way, nice shaving job,” he said, as his fingers glided on the smooth bare skin of my shaved pussy. “Angelica’s doing?” 
“Yes, it was.” I felt rather strange admitting this. 
“I knew she’d make a good accomplice.” 
Yes, that was a choice word for the sexy maid. 
“And you made love?” he asked. 
“Just as you ordered.” 
“Humm.” My answer pleased him. “Tell me how it made you feel?” 
As he asked his questions, he continued to massage my wounded bottom and occasionally pressed his fingers against the plug. 
“Eleanor! Eleanor, are you in there!” Whimsy Perkins’ voice. I started to bolt upright only to have Garrison push me back down. “Answer her,” he whispered. 
“I’ll be right there!” I called out. “I’m just taking a break.” 
“Gordon wants to give his speech.” 
“I’ll be right there.” 
By the time I finished convincing Whimsy, I was on my feet with Garrison’s assistance. My dress was righted, my hair combed down and I moved out from behind the tropical plants back into the greatroom. Garrison followed moments later. 
Although I know I looked terrific in Garrison’s dress, that every hair was in place and my smile was perfect for the event and the accolades being heaped on me, I couldn’t help but feel completely naked as 200 hundred pairs of eyes were focused my way. The stripes from the caning still throbbed, as if they were flashing lights, pulsing with heat, my lower body lit with neon. The plug in my ass was certainly noticeable; my mind pestered me with that thought. I dared not bend over, and I dared not look Garrison Tate in the eye. If I did, I’d certainly melt into a puddle of orgasmic goo. Without having to be at my side, he’d closed in around me. He’d taken over my mind. In the background of every thought, he was there. Every movement of my body provided a reminder of his presence. Was this what I wanted? I constantly wondered. 
All I knew for certain was if his presence ceased now, if Garrison ceased to be at the center of my life, I’d lose myself. I’d be aimlessly wandering the sexual chaos of my life without a guide. That was far more frightening than moving forward with these stripes, and my sore behind, the uncomfortable plug and the promise of more, much more. 
*** 
Exhausted, I slumped on a stone bench at the far side of the garden. 
“Ouch!” I whispered under my breath, not having realized that sitting on the plug would be more uncomfortable than walking with it. I hadn’t sat all night, and now my feet were sore, my bottom was sore and every muscle in me ached. My pussy ached too, wanting, needing more than it was getting. 
But the party was finally over, thank God. It had been a good one, and, as Daddy predicted, the perfect way to promote the magazine. The press would be generous, since this would have been seen as Eleanor Rule’s ‘coming out’ party. It was a little belated to be sure, but there’d be lots to report, and I suppose a few innuendos to bloom into full-fledged gossip. I can’t imagine anyone not seeing the way Garrison Tate snuggled in to me from time to time during the evening. 
By then, I really didn’t care. 
“Can’t keep that light of yours under a bushel forever,” Daddy had said to me, before the entire throng, to which I’d generously smiled and lifted my champagne glass. 
At least this first major obligation of my new job was over. Maybe it would be easier now to move forward. The same could be said of my sexual initiation. 
“Well, I think your party was a big success.” Ah, Garrison! 
I was so deep in thought, I hadn’t even seen him coming. But the sound of his voice brought me around and I looked up. “Hi there.” 
“You were quite the hit.” 
“Was I?” 
“It was exactly as it should be. That light under a bushel comment was perfect for you.” 
“I’ve been hearing that for years,” I sighed wearily. 
“Well then, let’s change the conversation,” he said, as he sat down beside me. “How’s your ass?”
“My ass is just fine?” I said, smirking. 
“Tell me more.” 
I turned to him. “Why do I think you already know the answer and are just doing this to hassle me?” 
He smiled, that good old jocular grin. “I like having a woman beholden to me. Under my thumb. At my beck and call. But if after tonight, you tell me you hate it, we’ll stop.” 
“No, no!” I think I jumped in too readily. “No, we can’t stop.” 
I suspect he knew I’d say that too. 
“Glad to hear that. Now tell me more about your ass.” 
I could feel the heat rising on my cheek as I thought of the wicked things going on in the regions down below. 
“Well, if you want to know the truth, I’m so over the edge about everything right now… my mind, my body. But I’m so tired…” 
“Hum, I think it’s time to get a few things handled,” Garrison interrupted just when I was getting to the part about how horny I really was. 
“Like what?” I asked. 
He reached behind me and tugged on the bow. Pulling it loose, the front of my dress fell into my lap. 
“Get up… into the woods with you!” 
Oh, my! And he was dead serious too! 
A minute earlier, I might have thought I’d never make it into the woods, let alone go through with whatever Garrison had planned. But that had been before he sat down next to me, before he laid his hand on my thigh, and I felt his breath on my neck and his body alive and pulsing, just inches from my own. 
Suddenly, as if something other than my sane mind was in charge of me, I jumped up, shed the dress and completely naked, skipped quickly across the grass and into the trees. Garrison followed. The game was a little like hide and seek, as I hid behind bushes and trees and peeked out at my stalker. 
I finally let him catch me and he pushed me against a large oak tree. He pinned my arms above my head with one hand and pressed his other hand to my crotch. The kisses came on me hard and fast. His tongue probed deep. I opened my mouth to allow him in and felt the sensation of lust through every nerve. I wriggled my ass against the rough tree bark. A bit of the discomfort from the caning returned, but I liked the way that felt. 
Garrison’s fingers probed my vaginal opening, teasingly at first, then a little more forcefully. 
This was what I’d been waiting for… 
I parted my thighs; everything in me throbbed now. I wanted my hands all over the man but that was not the game we played. He had my cunt dripping, my ass wriggling nastily, my mouth furiously kissing his mouth. With one hand he unzipped his pants, and my heart started to beat a little faster. He unsheathed his cock, although I didn’t dare look down at it. It was enough to feel the thick, urgent organ pulsing against my thigh, moving on my pubic mound then pushing its way between my legs. 
Garrison’s hand guided its path to the door of my vagina, where, for a moment, it teased at the perimeter of the wet opening. I could smell the pungent scent of pheromones kicking in. I tasted his essence with my mouth. Then suddenly, as he lunged forward into me, I felt my entire body open wide to his. 
The lovely pain rifled through me, stopping, for a while, the crescendoing arousal. He was so tight against the walls of my channel that he could barely move inside me. Every thrust seemed dry and painful. 
“Relax,” he whispered in my ear. “Relax, love.” My body slightly eased as I listened to the tender message. 
He began to move faster, deliberately thrusting with some force. I screamed a little at the start, but found the pain not at all unpleasant. It was something I could adjust to, something big and vigorous and overpowering. I felt so small and insignificant, no more than a humble vessel. 
“Open for me, Eleanor. Open wide,” he purred. 
Just the suggestion was like magic. As he drove inside me deeper, my body seemed to expand to receive him. 
“Oh, my!” My arms remained overhead even when Garrison let go of them. My head thrashed back and forth when the kisses ended. He was all about fucking me now, taking his virgin to the limits. I had no way of knowing how different this might be because of the plug still lodged inside my ass. I understood only that he opened me wide and filled me so full that there was no room for anything in me but him. 
When he came, it was with hard, thrusting stabs and guttural groans of climax. Meanwhile I whimpered softly, afraid that I’d hate it when he finally withdrew. I loved this more than I could have ever imagined. 
After his withering organ slipped from my vagina, he pushed me to the soft ground at his feet. 
“Lick it clean,” he said. 
This was my first taste of cock…although I had to wonder if I was tasting Garrison or myself. I suppose a little of both. 
I felt as limp as a sleeping kitten by the time Garrison pulled me to my feet. Again, he pushed me against the oak tree for support. I didn’t understand what he was doing when he pressed his handkerchief against my crotch. But when it came up with a bloody smear across the crisp white, I understood. 
I stared at the evidence of my rent vagina, startled. 
“About time, don’t you suppose?” 
“Yes, I suppose so.” I could barely speak. 
While I tried to comprehend what had just happened, Garrison unsnapped the waist belt that held the plug in place and gave the thing a little tug. It slipped into the bloody handkerchief, relieving me of the pressure, but not the stimulation. 
I gasped, feeling almost delirious again, “Oh, dear…” 
“I think it’s time you went to bed, Heiress,” Garrison decided, a self-satisfied grin on his face. 
“You really think so?” I leaned in to him, really wishing that he’d stay with me. 
But he gave my face a playful slap. “Wake up.” 
“Oh, if only…” I whined—so much I wanted to say, but I didn’t get the chance. 
“You know…” He gazed through the trees to lawn and garden, thinking, “If you wanted to be really daring, you’d grab your dress and dodge the lights.” 
I looked toward the house some two hundred yards away. The lights still glittered from the inside, but only the normal security lights were on in the yard. The shadows were long and deep—I’d played hide-and-seek inside those shadows when I was a kid. 
“I bet I can make it,” I declared, suddenly feeling quite brave and giddy. 
“Then get going,” he ordered with a gentle shove. 
I dashed to the stone bench, snatched my dress and made my way, practically dancing, to the crest of the hill. I looked back once, seeing Garrison eyeing me. Slipping inside through one of the greatroom’s French doors, I hid behind the drapes until I was sure the coast was clear. The cooks and caterers had already left the kitchen; the downstairs was silent as a tomb. I had only to shoot up the back stairs and into the safety of my room. Once there, I dropped into bed, still naked, and for a long while gazed into the dark ceiling, remembering the night, thinking of Garrison and letting the sensations of utter physical joy drift through me until I finally fell asleep. 
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I hadn’t realized that Daddy invited Garrison to spend the weekend until I came down to breakfast the morning after my party. 
He was there at the table in the morning room, drinking coffee and talking politics with my father. I stopped at the door, surprised by the very domestic looking scene. He looked as if he belonged there, or at least had been there many times before at such an hour. Perhaps he had. 
“Come on in, Eleanor,” my father said. 
“Morning, Daddy.” I gave him a peck on the cheek. “Good morning, Garrison.” 
I slipped into the seat beside my father, avoiding any closeness to the man who made a woman of me just hours before. I felt a little guilty, even embarrassed, although I certainly didn’t want to communicate that fact to my father. 
“I didn’t know you were planning to stay,” I added. 
“I invited him, darling. We have a few things to discuss and since I decided not to return to town until Monday, I thought it would be just as well if we had our discussions here.” 
“Discussions? What kind of discussions?” I asked suspiciously. 
“Oh, you know, the marketing plans for the magazine.” 
I suddenly felt defensive. 
“And were you planning to include me?” 
I could see by the look on my father’s face, that he had no such plans. But he recovered quickly by jumping right back in and denying what I knew was true. “Of course. You should be there,” he said with an all too patronizing smile. 
“Yes, I should. I’m beginning to wonder if I have your respect or if I’m just window-dressing.” 
Garrison flashed me disapproving glance that I ignored. 
“Ellie! After all the nice things I said about you last night,” my father retorted. 
“That was last night. Today you’re planning a marketing meeting with my second in command that I know nothing about. What’s going on here?” 
“You’re being way too sensitive, sweetheart.” 
“No, I am not. This is my company, or so I thought! Either you treat me as the CEO of Country Manor, or you remove me from the post and I’ll go elsewhere.” 
All three of us sat there stunned. Although I was not surprised; the explosion had been building since I began the job ten days before, bolstered by off-hand remarks, gossip I overhead at the water cooler and conversations between Daddy and Garrison that I knew took place. There were memos in my email written to my staff as if I’d known about their decisions and approved of them. Now this! I had to conclude that Country Manor was being run behind my back and Daddy had no plans for giving me complete control. 
“That remark is just plain juvenile,” Garrison finally voiced his bristling disapproval. 
“I’ll thank you not to comment on this.” I turned to him smoldering. “The conversation is between Daddy and me.” 
Garrison’s eyes were shooting darts, which it seems, had the effect of not only making me angrier, but startling my sexual body—exactly the last thing I needed at that moment. 
But by then, even I didn’t want to pursue the conversation; I was afraid of where it would lead with both men. 
“Excuse me,” I said, now trying to sound conciliatory. “Maybe I’m just tired. It was a long night.” I pushed from my chair and rose to my feet, exiting the morning room as quickly as I could without looking totally foolish. 
I sulked in my room for the next hour until I heard a knock on the door. 
“Who is it?” 
The door opened without me giving my consent, and Garrison stepped inside. 
I turned my back on him like a petulant adolescent, realizing how miffed I still was. 
I waited a few moments for him to speak. “Well, that was quite a display,” he said at last. 
“And was I wrong?” I turned to him. 
“What? Wrong that we’re running Country Manor behind your back? Yes, you were wrong. Dead wrong.” 
“I don’t believe you.” 
“That’s your problem, then. Remember, your father is an Old World man. Your taking the reins of a prize possession may be the right thing to do, it may be fashionable to give a woman that kind of power, but it’s not something your old man is used to. There’s no need for you to be part of our discussions today—most of it’s going to be about the Japanese office anyway, not Country Manor.” 
“Is that so?” I said, coolly. 
“Yes. And right now, you’re going to apologize to your father and excuse yourself from the meeting. You’re going to be otherwise occupied.” 
“Occupied?” Just that one word and I could feel my haughty resolve starting to crumble. 
“Yes. I suddenly find myself nursing a passionate desire to punish you.” 
Every alarm bell in my body went off hearing that operative word. “Punished, why?” 
His eyes bore into me with a ruthless energy I’d not felt from him before. I admit, I was scared, though feeling a mounting arousal brewing beneath my fears. Apparently this sort of condescending treatment was something that turned me on. 
“Punished? I could say it’s because of that crazy outburst at breakfast,” he started, “and I suppose in part it is. But the truth, God’s honest truth? I’m finding myself really, really turned on wielding my authority over you.” 
Oh, yes, I was scared. And likely just as turned on as he was, enjoying the feeling of dread, while relishing the depravity I saw in his eyes as I wondered what terrible things he’d do to me next. This was not the same light-hearted hero who ripped away my virginity the night before. But I think I liked this man as much as I did the kinder one. 
“So call your father,” he demanded. 
It took a moment for me absorb what he meant… yes, of course, call Daddy to apologize and excuse myself from the meeting—as if I’m some fainting, insignificant female. 
I finally reached for the house phone and dialed my father’s number, all the while staring at Garrison. I was afraid to take my eyes from him. 
“Daddy…” I started to speak once my father answered. I rattled off a reasonable explanation for my behavior at breakfast, looking at Garrison for approval. “And I think I’ll skip your meeting with Garrison. I’m sure he’ll keep me posted if there is anything I need to know.” The man sounded relieved that I bowed out so gracefully—if he only knew why. 
The phone receiver clattered noisily back in its cradle, while the diminished, submissive me seemed to be basking in the put down. Garrison’s brutally patronizing expression had quickened every sexual nerve in me and suddenly I had no will of my own. 
“Now, call down to Angelica. I’d like her here.” 
“Why Angelica?” I questioned without thinking. 
His nostrils flared. 
“I’m sorry,” I said, that was the wrong thing to ask. I reached for the phone again, this time dialing the housemaid. 
She would meet us in the attic at Garrison’s request. 
*** 
Fifteen minutes later the three of us met in the attic to play out the punishment scene. I hadn’t stopped trembling, nor had my arousal done anything but soar as the thoughts of retribution and reprisal took hold of me. 
“So, do I punish you for last night or this morning’s unfortunate outburst?” Garrison said, facing me squarely like a father dressing down a child. 
I knew better than to answer the question. 
“How about just on general principles?” he suggested. 
That sounded good to me. I shivered so bad that I’m sure both Garrison and the watching Angelica could see that I’d broken into a cold sweat. My hands were clammy and my body seemed to ooze with the stench of the previous night’s sex. I wondered if the two could smell those sour pheromones as easily as I could. 
“Undo your robe,” he ordered. 
I hardly shrugged and the silky thing seemed to slip right off my body, leaving me stark naked in front of my housemaid and employee. 
Angelica smirked in a saucy, lurid way that made me feel even more demeaned. 
“Better hold on because this one’s going to hurt,” he pointed to the dusty table, where the cane still lay. 
As if the caning hadn’t hurt? 
But he didn’t use the cane this time. He pulled a wooden paddle from a satchel he’d brought with him. As I was bending over the table, I saw the large round business end and closed my eyes in fright. Would it hurt worse than the cane? I had no clue since I was new to this sort of thing and the feelings that accompanied it. I hardly had time to catch my breath before the first smack hit. 
Whack! 
The sudden blow nailed me to the table with an emphatic pop against my ass. 
Whack! Whack! Whack! 
Dear God, it hurt! 
Whack! Whack! In less than thirty seconds, my ass burned so hot that I could hardly contain the desire to scream. I wriggled angrily against the edge of the table, only to find that edge rubbing directly on my clit. 
Whack! 
“Yikes!” I voiced far too loudly. 
“Oh, I guess you want your Daddy to join us, huh? Scream again, and I might as well call him up here.” 
That shut me up. I figured the threat was empty but I wasn’t going to risk finding out for sure. 
“Whack! Whack! Whack! 
I moaned this time, finding some comfort in my warm tears. 
The paddling went on with a vengeance reserved for the most recalcitrant of delinquents. I watched my feelings as if they weren’t even part of me, seeing a righteous rebellion make me want to fight, and a sense of shame, and desire and longing … I could make no sense of my emotions; they were all too much to sort out while the smacks kept blistering my poor behind. 
When Garrison finally stopped, the room fell quiet, except for Angelica moving about behind me. Garrison’s hand went directly to my sore ass and began to roughly fondle the flesh. He probed between my ass cheeks, then something cold trickled down the cleft and I felt him massaging the opening with two invading fingers. 
“Show her!” he ordered the maid. 
I had no idea what that could mean. But as Angelica moved around in front of me so I could see her, my body shuddered at the shocking sight. She wore a black leather bustier that pushed her large breasts into a stunning cleavage. But even more lurid was the harness resting at her crotch, fitted with a curving purple dildo that bobbed threateningly before my eyes. 
“Yes!” Garrison grabbed my hair, jerked my head up and forced me to look at the object of my next violation. “What do you suppose it’s going to feel like in your ass, huh?”
I shook my head, having no idea. The thing looked gigantic, although my eyes may well have been deceiving me. But it was the expression on her face that I think worried me most…lewd, almost taunting, her nostrils flaring, her lips moist. After giving me a good look, she sauntered around the table and out of sight. 
While Garrison continued to hold my hair by the hand, Angelica came up from behind me and began using her fingers to ready my ass. 
“Such a pretty, pretty hole,” the maid purred as she worked her fingers deep into my anal hole. I could feel her nails dig into my flesh and my body seized up again. Fear pulsed through me; I thought I’d die, and yet, I didn’t want her to stop. 
When she withdrew her hand, I cringed, biting my lips as I felt the cool, slick head of her fake prick press against my anus. 
“She’s just going to get you ready for me,” I heard Garrison say when she made her first emphatic thrust. 
“Ughhhhh,” I lunged forward and Garrison pulled me up and back by the hair. 
Angelica slowly worked the penis into my rectum, going deeper and deeper with each succeeding thrust. I thought of the evening before, how the plug prepared me for what was happening now. Had Garrison been planning this moment then? 
My body didn’t want to give at first. Fat tears streamed down my face as the pain brightened deep inside me. 
“Oh, please,” I quietly groaned. 
“You can do it,” the maid assured me as she pushed a little deeper. 
“Oooooo nooo!” 
“Yes, you can,” the female oozed with determination. 
I tried very hard to relax, but it wasn’t easy. Every thrust brought another startling pain. The sensation in my bottom went far beyond anything I felt from the slim anal plug. 
“Ooo, yeah, that’s it. Easy baby,” she purred to me in a sexy baby talk. 
But there was nothing babyish about her fucking my ass with a strap-on. Her long, polished nails dug into my ass. She thrust harder and meaner, opening me despite the pain. I saw strange, wild colors fly before my eyes—visual pain exploded through my body in the strangest sensation imaginable. Terrible, wonderful, all at the same time. I wanted it harder, even when I wanted the terror to stop. 
The maid was grunting… rattling off exclamations that went right over my head, but I could sense that she was going to cum. The deep groaning, the wriggling snatch against my ass, the determined thrusts all gave away her state of mind and body. I was no more to her than a means to her selfish ends. Then when she exploded, her nails dug even deeper into my already wounded skin. The thrusts were merciless and her cries provided an anguished end to my torment. 
“On the floor, bitch!” Garrison ordered the maid, who moved before me in a drunk-like stupor. She smiled as if she was high on pot, giggling her way to the mattress that had been tossed to the floor. “You too!” he shook me, pulling me upright and shoving me to the mattress with her. 
“Lick her ass,” he ordered. 
I didn’t question his demand; the ass in question was bobbing right before my face, two plump, round globes of creamy white. I moved in with my mouth, parted her cheeks with my hands and dove impulsively toward the rosy bud of her anus. My tongue leapt out as if it knew exactly what to do. She tasted a little sweet and tinny both, but it was not as disgusting as I feared. I licked the hole, drilling it lightly with my tongue, then backed off and licked some more until I had the woman nearly orgasmic. My power over her amazed me even if I found the act disturbing. 
“That’s it, Heiress, you tongue her asshole.” Garrison’s comments spurred me on. I could have rebelled at this point, disgusted with myself, but I felt his boot between my legs, working its way about my labia, finding the hole and massaging my cunt with a passion I could feel transmitted even through the thick leather. I wriggled back against the boot, still working the maid’s asshole with my tongue. Did I have no shame? No inhibitions? What kind of slut had I become to be screwing this way inside my father’s house? 
Oh, and wasn’t that even more appalling? This was my father’s house, a place I once thought sacred. I defiled it now, and that pleased me. Was this some sort of twisted revenge? I’d wonder later. 
Suddenly, Garrison jerked me from the floor and pushed me to the metal bed frame. 
“Your turn to watch,” he said. 
He then moved in behind Angelica, just as I had been, though not with his mouth but his cock. He rubbed her anus with the copious juices that were flooding out on the mattress, then speared her ass with an evil thrust and started fucking the maid. 
I watched the action, seeing the two as feral animals engaged in a terrible battle. He held her blonde hair just as he’d held mine. She cried out, screaming and groaning as if she didn’t care who heard. Then the two seemed to cum simultaneously. Never had I seen anything as powerful as their colliding bodies lurching and groveling and grunting nasty things. 
I could only imagine what she was feeling. 
“Yes, bitch!” he repeated, over and over again, “Bitch, bitch, bitch…” Spitting out the word like an accusation. 
My cunt throbbed as I watched them, until I finally found it with my hand and began massaging the wet folds. I rammed two fingers into the aching hole; maybe I could cum too! 
But then suddenly, the pair on the mattress collapsed. I immediately stopped playing, afraid that Garrison would see. 
“Ooo, did I do good?” Angelica purred in a sweet and drifting voice. She crept over his body and kissed his face, while her ass dripped their combined juices all over his chest. 
They looked more like lovers then, which made me feel left out and cheap. Maybe I was just their inspiration. Just their way of getting aroused. Feeling their intimacy embarrassed me and I looked away at the empty attic, studying the walls and dusty floors and the cobwebs in the corner. 
When I looked back, Angelica was gone, having slipped quietly from the room. Garrison was rising to his feet. He zipped his pants and stood over me, his hand reaching down to cup my chin. 
“How’s your ass?” 
My ass hurt, but I wouldn’t admit it. 
“My ass is just fine,” I repeated my standard response. 
He nodded his head, while his lips formed a faint smirk. 
He dropped my chin and moved away from me. I watched him gaze around the attic, sensing his devious mind working again. That made me happy—he was thinking of me, I assumed, not the maid. 
“Lie back on the bed,” he finally said in a voice of command. 
I stared at him wondering… the bed or the mattress? 
He heard my thoughts, “Lie back on the bedsprings, they won’t bite.” 
I wasn’t sure of this, but I wouldn’t quarrel. 
Although it wasn’t easy, I managed to scoot myself back on the springy metal bed and lie down just as he ordered. Would he keep me here, a prisoner in my father’s house? I felt strangely giddy when he began to tie my wrists to the headboard and my ankles to the foot rail. I even rubbed my scorched ass end into the metal webbing as my clamoring arousal surfaced. 
“You’re horny, huh?” 
“Yes, of course.” 
“That’s good. While I’m meeting with your father, you’ll have some time alone to consider what a slut you are.” He laughed as he observed my quivering body all rope-bound and testing the knots. I could barely move. “Poor little rich slut…think about that, deprived of her pleasure by an overactive mind, now being used by a scoundrel she hardly knows. Where’s it going to lead?” He asked the very question I was asking myself. 
A moment later, Garrison turned away and dug through his satchel, finally pulling from it a thinner cane than the one Angelica used to stripe my bottom. Standing over me, he tapped my breasts lightly at first, then came down hard on them several times. I shrieked under my breath, being still too chicken to make much noise. 
I gazed where Garrison was looking, seeing thin, red welts rise on the pale white skin; I knew he liked what he saw, as did I. He moved on marking my thighs, which made my body seize up almost angrily. I cried softly, tossing my head back and forth as if that would take away the pain. He moved on to my pussy, poking it with his wicked baton as a reminder that my arousal had not dissipated in the slightest. Far from it. 
He rubbed the clit with the side of the shaft, then teased the tip of the baton around my vaginal opening till I began to moan quietly. It was sore there from the night before when he fucked me at the oak tree. But still, I wanted his cock between my legs again. That was my wish. Of course, he had another torture in mind; he’d make me wait, make me suffer; he seemed to enjoy seeing me suffer. 
When he suddenly stopped tormenting me, he turned away and I immediately panicked. “You’re not going to leave me here, are you?” 
“Yes, I am,” he said succinctly. He peered back over his shoulder at my distraught face. 
“But when will you come back?” 
“Don’t know.” He shrugged. “But I’ll let Angelica know that you’re here, in case I forget.” He was laughing inside. I could see the mirth on his lips, although he didn’t actually smile. 
“But why?” Anything to keep him from leaving. 
“Because it pleases me, Heiress…” he paused, smiling broadly now, “as much as it pleases you.” 
I couldn’t reply fast enough to that last remark. He’d already tugged the chain attached to the bare light bulb. Then he closed the attic door on his way out. Swallowed up in darkness, helpless and alone, I was forced to face my own thoughts and the strange comfort provided by the bed of steel. 
Some sinking dread covered me in fear for the next five minutes. I hated what I’d just become to him—a toy, not a woman to pleasure, just a toy for him to manipulate. But how could I quarrel with him? I’d given him permission to awaken my sexuality—discreetly. What could be more discreet than this? No one would find me here but his accomplice, the sassy maid. 
I wondered what lying on this metal bed had to do with sexual pleasure. Perhaps this was for his sadistic pleasure, not my own sexual satisfaction. As for me, the arousal I’d felt for the last nasty hour fled in face of my discomfort, fear and solitude… 
And why not! Why wouldn’t my body dry up and slink back to the beastly wasteland of my pre-sexually-awakened consciousness? 
Oddly enough, however, my despair lasted only briefly. My banished sexual arousal was still with me, waiting on the sidelines to return. It crept in like a slinking cat, tiptoeing lightly, tickling my bared and exposed pubis. The first sensuous spasm in my belly served notice to an addled brain that wanted to deny what was taking place. Once my mind gave in and let go of its judgment, a flood of desire swept in like a freak summer storm. I began to move frantically on that dreadful bed, feeling the springs that held me and the rope that bound my limbs only serve to increase my arousal. I wanted to scream, to thrash back and forth against the squeaky springs. Though I didn’t scream, my muscles strained against the bindings, making the bed frame shake enough to scoot several inches from the wall. 
I fucked the air with my empty pubis, thrusting my mound high, seeking some imaginary prick. My lips were parched with desire, my breathing a rasping unearthly sound. Nothing seemed to help my growing distress. There was no way to cum, no matter how I struggled or how desperate I was or how much I frantically thrashed about. 
I finally settled; I had no choice. Maybe a half hour had passed since Garrison left. It might be hours before I’d see him, or anyone, again. 
I would not go mad! I vowed. 
I forced myself to breathe evenly and let the unrest in me ease. I breathed deeply, forcing my mind to focus on the sensuous bondage and the lewd vulgarity of my plight. In time, a profound pleasure began to surface; one more submissive and yielding. Out of that sensuous state, the most bizarre thoughts entered my mind… 
Sex wasn’t all about pleasure, and pleasure wasn’t just a powerful climax. Sex was a state of mind, of emotion and the physical body, part of an expanded consciousness where everything that mattered met. Denying my sexuality was denying me. How wrong thinking could I have been? I didn’t even know myself. I couldn’t have. It was clear now that there was much more to Eleanor Rule than ambition and success. I was at last beginning to know the sexual woman underneath the layers of modesty and good manners, under the tightly restraining rules I’d followed until I was parched and cold. I suppose if it took these extremes to pry open my real self, I could bear the treatment. More than bear it, I could look forward to Garrison’s next nasty scheme. 
I drifted for a time, listening to myself think. Then I drifted for a long while thoughtlessly, until the sound of the doorknob jiggling startled me awake. 
“So, how’s the heiress now?” Garrison strode to my side. 
“I’m all right.” 
“Perhaps you’d like to stay like this the entire day?” 
“No, no. I don’t think so.” 
I became worried that he’d actually make me stay here. But in the light that came from the hallway, I could see him grin a cunning, lurid grin. A ‘fuck me’ kind of grin. 
The quiet fire between my thighs flamed hot again. 
“So, what do you think of yourself now?” he asked, as he began to untie the ropes. 
“I think I’d like you fucking me again,” I said. 
He nodded as he moved from my feet to free my wrists, undoing the tightly knotted hemp. Finally lifting me from the bed, he pushed me down on the mattress, dropped to his knees behind me and pushed his groin in close to my ass. His fingers combed my flesh with a light touch to start, which turned into mauling, vicious grabs. He stuck his fingers in my cunt, then in my ass and finally gave away his plan. 
“You’re still wet. Are you still aroused?” 
I didn’t have to answer, for it was apparent the way his fingers easily moved inside my asshole and I shamelessly wiggled back against them. What Angelica started, he would finish. 
Seconds later, he shoved his dick inside me and I screamed in a faint sort of way. I’d been afraid, seizing up again at the thought of an anal rape I couldn’t handle. But I could handle this. His erection was warm and surging with life, penetrating with a human force I could respond to. 
“Yesss, yes, yes!” I heard my own exclamations, amazed by how this felt like the next right thing for my initiation. 
The wild explosion returned; pain and pleasure took over every inch of me. I became nothing but sensation and surrender. I don’t recall if I orgasmed as he took me in the ass. I imagine so; but it hardly seemed to matter. The moment mattered; my oblivion mattered; our two fused bodies and his pleasure mattered most to me. I was satisfied by much more than just the physical sensation. I can’t recall another blessed thing about that moment but a mindless pleasurable bliss. 
Later, after his cock left its seed dripping from my anus, I felt empty, a gigantic kind of empty that swallowed me in sadness as if I’d lost something special I was afraid I would never have again. 
Garrison found a chair on the far side of the attic, so hidden by shadows that I hadn’t seen it before. He pulled it to the middle of our sex stage and sat, while I remained like a humble servant at his feet. I sat between his open thighs and gazed up at him. 
“So what do you think of yourself now?” he asked. 
“Differently,” I said. 
He laughed a little. “Suppose you could be less obscure?” 
“I don’t know what to think, Garrison. And honestly that’s the best I can say right now. Don’t force me to say more.” He ran his hand through my dark hair, letting it fall through his fingers. I worried what he was thinking; the oddest, best and worst things came out his long silences. 
“You’ve been through a lot in two days,” he finally spoke. “You think you can take more. Do you want more?” 
“I gave myself to you. I trust you,” I said. 
He looked a little troubled when I reminded him of that, and I cocked my head, silently questioning him. 
“I thought our little arrangement would be a breeze. You, a novice with no experience…” He paused as if he didn’t know what else to say. 
“But you’re having a problem now?” 
“That depends. You bring out something in me I haven’t felt for some time. I used to allow myself to go there, but it’s been a few years.” 
“You’re scared of yourself?” 
He shrugged. “I’m more scared for you. Sex doesn’t have to be about lying on a bed of wire and springs, and getting anally raped, and caned until there are welts all over your body. Sex can just be sex, you know, sensuous, romantic…soft music, wine, candlelight… You ever think about it that way?” 
“I believe I was the one who said she wanted to be punished,” I reminded him. 
“But are you looking for candlelight and satin sheets and a simple romance? Because if you are, I’m not sure I can give you that now. You’ve brought back my demons, Heiress. And I’m not about to hold you to an agreement you hate.” 
Oddly enough, he seemed to need reassuring more than I did. “If you think I hate what’s been happening, then you’re not very astute.” 
“It could get a whole lot rougher,” he added. 
“And maybe your warning only makes me hunger for more,” which was exactly the effect his caution was having on my body. 
He stared into my eyes and nodded, a self-satisfied smirk on this face. “Okay then,” he said, “round two. Your father is playing golf this afternoon. You’ll dismiss the servants until five, which should leave enough time for what I have to do. Angelica can stay of course; I might need her.” 
“Need her for what?” 
He shook his head, “That’s my surprise. Go take a shower. I’ll be back shortly.” 
He left me sitting on the mattress wondering what came next. My body registered the promise of something new with spasms of arousal that renewed my lust as much as they peaked my interest. 

[bookmark: _Toc168446725][bookmark: _Toc168446682]Chapter 5


It took just seconds for Angelica and Garrison to turn the long granite island in the kitchen into a medical table. While I looked on, Angelica cleared it off and sprayed it down with household disinfectant. Once the surface was dry to Garrison’s touch, he nodded at me. 
“On your back, slut.” 
I felt both silly and awkward following his order, but that didn’t stop me from backing into the island and lifting my bottom to the granite. I then swung my legs around, scooted back and laid down on the hard cool surface of polished stone. 
“Nope, come forward,” Garrison said as he appraised my position. He tugged my legs forward, but my skin was stuck. “Move up. So your ass is nearly off the edge. Put your feet up beside your bottom.” 
Adjusting my body forward, I found that my pussy was splayed wide in the position Garrison wanted. With my feet beside my ass, my entire cleft was exposed. 
“How about a little bondage?” he remarked to Angelica. “Hands above her head? The ropes are in my bag.” 
“Yes, sir.” Angelica proceeded to bind my wrists together with the thick rope then attach them to the towel rack at the other end of the island. It was hardly like being bound to the bed in the attic, but I felt helpless nonetheless, again driven toward the submissive state of mind that seemed to have overtaken the rational woman I once prided myself on being. 
While Angelica bound me, Garrison fooled with some unseen something he pulled from tiny packages and laid out on the adjacent kitchen counter. He hid his finds behind his satchel so I couldn’t see what they were. Though when I heard the snap of latex gloves, I got a queasy feeling in the pit of my stomach. 
“Play with her, Angelica,” he nodded to the maid, who had just finished securing my hands. The girl moved in between my legs and, smiling, began to finger my slit with such a subtle sensuous touch that my butt began to bounce on the granite, delighted with the thrill. “Stop your squirming!” Garrison snapped at me absently. He was quite intent on what he was doing, which only made me more curious and increasingly afraid. 
Finally, when he shooed Angelica to the side and stood in her place, he swathed a disinfectant-smelling rag along my wet snatch. He tugged at my clitoris next, pulling hard purposely, until it was stretched as far as it could. 
My eyes went wide, but I didn’t make a sound. 
Meanwhile, his eyes danced with laughter, as though he enjoyed the secretive game as much as I dreaded it. When he pulled back the hood of my clitoris and exposed the sensitive bud, I drew in a sharp breath. The way the air danced across the vulnerable flesh made me anxious. What was he planning to do? 
“Scare you?” he asked the obvious. 
“Yes,” I said, almost too sharply. 
He laughed and moved on to inspect me in the area of my perineum, where touching the delicate spot between my vulva and anus made my whole bottom end twitter with excitement. Still, I couldn’t tell what he planned to do, but I could see by his expression that he was considering, weighing choices and finally making a decision; one that would impact me for a very long time. 
“I want you to take a deep breath and relax, Eleanor. While I’m busy down here, Angelica is going to kiss you like a lover.” His fingers gently toyed with my opening. His voice was sensuous now, almost musical and soothing. “You’ll kiss her back, getting lost in those kisses.” 
Angelica bent over my face and her mouth hovered over my lips. 
“Just focus on her eyes and the feel of her lips. I’m going to pierce you twice.” 
I cringed the instant I heard the word pierced, and instinctively jerked my head away from the attentive maid. 
“Go back to her, Eleanor,” Garrison ordered. 
I heard the sound of him removing one pair of gloves and replacing them with another. Another swipe of disinfectant cloth cooled my crevice again. Again, I felt him tug the hood of my clitoris and, while my body was tempted to seize up, I stared into Angelica’s eyes and focused on the way her soft lips skirted mine, the way her tongue lingered over them and explored my parted mouth. Our tongues met and danced erotically together, making me almost forget what Garrison was preparing to do. I’d begun to drift on the sweetness of her tender lips, when a sudden pain shocked my body and made me to flinch for one long horrible second. The sharp sensation subsided quickly and a pleasurable sensation followed, along with the appalling realization that I’d actually been pierced. 
Garrison continued with this work, while I let this realization settle deep. I could not yet understand what it meant. Was this for pleasure? Or was there some symbolic meaning in the act? Was Garrison claiming me, or simply making me a better toy? 
The questions were easy to come by, but the answers not as obvious. 
Angelica continued with her ardent kisses, smiling knowingly, while I became vaguely aware that Garrison had moved his attention lower, to that spot just beyond my vagina were I found my physical body most sensitive. He pulled the flesh there and a ripe, warm feeling traveled through me, touching every nerve—nothing sharp or explosive about this, but pure erotic pleasure added to my aroused state. 
I trembled with fear, knowing that another bright burst of pain would send another shockwave through me. But my fear did not supplant my arousal; it only amplified what happened next. 
As I anxiously awaited that next shocking pain, I poured myself into Angelica’s lips, kissing her with the same eagerness as she kissed me. Any second I could imagine her climbing on my body and making love to me while I returned the favor. But suddenly, a sharp burning sting rifled through me, as a needle pierced my flesh for a second time. It was as rough as the first pierce, although the initial pain subsided as quickly. 
Angelica immediately backed off with Garrison pulling her aside. 
“Good work, girl,” he said, patting her on the butt. 
“You let me cum with her again, huh?” she sweetly asked. 
“We’ll see, slut.” His eyes danced over her as if he was in love, but then he quickly diverted his attention to me, giving me the same lusty, adoring gaze. “You okay?” he asked. 
“I’m wonderful,” I said in a dreamy sort of trance, “but what did you do?” 
“You’re pierced.” 
“Yes, I know that. But…” 
“I did the same pierce to a woman several years ago… quite useful.” 
Useful? How? 
“For right now, it’ll be enough for you to get used to the sensation of having the two rings there. You’ll have a good six weeks of keeping them meticulously clean. By then, I’ll be back from Japan and it will be my turn to enjoy them.” 
“ Japan ? You’re going to Japan !” 
“Daddy’s orders, darlin’. One of those crises that only I can fix. Meanwhile, you’ll get exactly what you want – Country Manor is all yours. It’s sink or swim, sweetheart. My meddlesome fingers will be stirring someone else’s pot.” He seemed to take great joy in mocking me, while I lay on the granite counter like the plundered spoils of war—savagely taken then tossed away. 
*** 
Garrison Tate totally fucked with my life and left me hanging! What kind of no good louse was he anyway? Fucking scoundrel! Demented sadist! 
Dammit! My body ached in every place possible… from the steaming contractions in my belly, to my quivering cunt, to my violated asshole, to the rings that started it all, that viciously throbbed with every move I made. 
Garrison recommended I wear plain, cotton, breathable panties, especially since, with him gone, I wouldn’t be seductively baring my pussy for anyone else. Or, if I really wanted to, I could go pantiless and let the piercings heal and breathe. His eyes, his words, his entire being mocked me as he gave me my instructions for the next six weeks. He also insinuated that he had a hand in my father leaving Country Manor in my hands alone. “It’s a big leap for your old man,” he said. “Don’t let him down.” 
Was I supposed to thank him like I would some gracious benefactor? Garrison’s leaving for six weeks was not exactly what I wanted—neither personally nor with the business. I may have harped on the idea that he was ‘looking after’ me for Daddy, but I did rely on him. I was hardly two weeks on the job and now there’d be no go-between to smooth things over if I did something stupid. And how the hell had I managed to initiate my career and my sexual awakening at the same time? Life was hardly fair. 
There was only one day to get used to the rings before I was back at work. Garrison was already in Japan by the time I arrived in the office at 8:00 the next Monday morning. I could immediately tell that something was missing in the bustling atmosphere. His presence, of course, the steady hand, the cocky grin, the laser beam insight… all that would have to wait until he got back. We’ll muddle through, I heard my minions saying to themselves as they brought more questions to my desk that first morning than I’d had in two weeks. Had Garrison set me up for this barrage of activity, or was I just now realizing what it took to run a magazine? 
Thankfully, the heavy workload offset that nagging sexual ache. Only when I managed to jerk in the wrong direction too quickly did I feel a sharp pain coming from one of the piercings. When I happened to do that in the presence of my employees I winced, hoping that they didn’t notice. I complained of a sore knee to my secretary when it became more than obvious to her that I was hurting. 
My first phone call from Garrison came on Friday of that first week. By then, I was exhausted and dying for sexual release. He’d cautioned that I’d better not play at all for a couple of weeks. I certainly couldn’t have real sex without endangering the piercings. Hearing his voice, I was both comforted and put on notice. 
“So, what’s up? I hear you’re doing a smashing job,” he said. 
“Oh, and what spies have you been talking to?” 
“You think I have spies?” he said, sounding so innocent that I almost gagged. 
“I know you do,” I came back tersely. 
He chuckled. 
“Well, has anything fallen apart in my absence?” 
“I’m doing great on the job. Maybe everyone wouldn’t think so, but I have a feeling it’s good that you’re gone. The staff is relying on me. I told them that you were unavailable, and if they had their reservations about something, we’d work through it together. They may actually start to trust me.” 
“Some of those guy are tough cookies,” he said to console me. 
“Oh, it’s not the guys I have the most trouble with. There are a couple of bitches in the department that I think would like to have my head…either that, or tie me to a metal bed for a good old-fashioned torture.” 
“And is that what Eleanor wants?” 
“No, I didn’t say that.” 
“But you’re missing it, you’re missing me.” 
Yes, I was missing him terribly and even more so since I heard his voice and wished he was in the next office. “I don’t have time to miss you,” I said. I doubt he was convinced. 
“That’s too bad, because I miss you.” 
I wasn’t prepared for that. 
“So, Heiress, how about you take out a pen, reach under the table, under your skirt and put it through one of your new rings. Give it a tug.” 
“Oh, my!” I said aghast. Suddenly, all my submerged sexuality leapt on me like a hungry tiger. 
“No oh, mys, gorgeous, just do it,” he said. 
The flutter in my belly grew wild. My hand was shaking, I was suddenly scared. I have no idea why, but it seemed so doubly lewd to be having kinky phone sex on company time. Lewd and very wrong. 
“Have you done it?” he impatiently asked, while I was still thinking through the act. 
I jumped, immediately opening my desk and taking out my best Cross pen and lifting my skirt. I realized I liked having the simple cotton panties to protect my new jewelry. I’d been faithful with all his instructions about cleaning and taking care of the pierces. I didn’t touch them otherwise. I certainly didn’t put pens through the rings and tug on them. 
Pulling down my panties, I sat slouched in my desk chair and looked down as I gingerly lifted the ring with the pen and slid it through the opening. Even that caused a throbbing reminder that the pierce was not healed. With a gentle tug, a swoosh of energy poured through my groin. 
“So?” Garrison prompted me. 
“This isn’t fair.” 
“What isn’t fair?” 
“It’s turning me on, dammit! What do you think it’s doing to me? And I can do nothing.” 
“That’s right,” he took pleasure in taunting me. “Now tug on the other one.” 
I slouched even further in my chair so I could reach the ring embedded at the base of my vagina. That required my fingers to hold it up before I could slip the pen through the opening. I practically dropped the phone cradled between my ear and neck. 
The tug was much too sharp, and was followed by a sharp intake of breath. 
“Hold it!” Garrison ordered. 
I held the pen. 
“Pull out a little more.” 
I did and my entire body was infused with a beautiful, delicious, erotic fire, so filled with want and desire that I became angry when he finally told me to stop. 
“You can’t do this to me!” 
“Horny, huh?” 
“Yes, you know I am.” 
“You’ve made me pretty damn hot. In fact, you can imagine me jerking off because that’s exactly what I’m doing.” I could feel his smirking smile all the way to my bones. “Remember, no playing.”
I wanted to slam the phone down but I judiciously refrained. 
“You be sure to look in the mirror tonight when you get home. Make sure there’s no red hot swelling, any sign of infection. Soak in a salt bath and use the disinfectant.” 
“Yes, of course, I’ll do that.” 
“Good.” I could tell he was in a hurry. A hurry to cum I suppose. “I’ll call soon,” he said and he hung up before I could say goodbye. 
Every Friday for six weeks the story was the same. A call from Garrison in the late afternoon set the tone for a weekend of nonsexual activity ruled by an increasingly angry and thwarted sex drive. 
On the fourth week, there were five people in my office when I took his call. I’d totally forgotten about our ‘phone date’ until I picked up the receiver and answered. 
“Well, hi there,” I said in a sunny voice, while trying to disguise my increased agitation. 
“And hi to you, my slutty heiress.” He said it so derisively that I couldn’t help but squirm in my chair from the ensuing arousal. Of course, squirming drew attention to my sore genitals and I had to hold back my wince. Everyone was looking at me waiting for me to hang up the phone—this was a very important meeting. 
“You know this is not a great time, Garrison. I’m in a meeting with the layout and production heads.” At least they knew it was Garrison on the line. 
“Really? Hum. This could get really embarrassing for you, huh.” 
Damn his demented mind! “But I’m sure it won’t,” I assured him. 
“No? I think by now you would have figured out that I’ll be calling on Friday about this time.” 
“You know I didn’t remember that.” I stared at my staff, giving them a look that showed my impatience. 
“How about I let you off the hook?” 
“That would be nice.” 
“But there’s a price.” 
“Oh?” 
“After they leave, go to my office and get my camera out of the bottom drawer of my desk. It’s locked but you can find the key in a small compartment in the Oriental box that’s on the third shelf of the étagère. Get up on my desk, sitting, legs splayed and take a picture for me…I want to see the rings close up. You can email the picture to my private account.” 
I could have come up with a dozen snappy retorts in reply to that mouthful of instructions, but I was too aghast to even think. With five people still waiting for me to end the conversation and get on with the meeting, all I could do was acquiesce. “I’ll be sure it’s done.” 
“Are they curious?” 
“I don’t know, but by now, I imagine so.” 
His laugh was deep and wicked. I could feel him hovering over the room like a demon to torment me. I made every effort not to blush as he hung up. But my cheeks already felt warm and I could only hope that the five curious associates didn’t notice me blush. 
The next day Garrison had the picture of my pierced, naked cunt in his email. 
Friday of the sixth week, the call came in as previous, although this time Garrison called from the airport. Business in Japan concluded early and he wanted me to wait at the office for him to arrive. 
“Use my office, lock the door if you like, and strip down. I want you bent over, penitent and ready for me when I get there. You’ll find a pair of handcuffs and a leather paddle in the second drawer of my desk. You can put the cuffs on yourself, behind your back.” 
“Put them on when?” I asked appalled. 
I could sense him looking at his watch. “What? It’s 5:30 now. I’ll be there by 6:15 . The office should be almost cleared out by now. Soon as we hang up you can get started.” 
“And if someone should find me there before you arrive?” I asked, anxiously. 
“Lock the door.” 
“What about the cleaning lady?” 
“You take your chances there, but she normally doesn’t come in until after eight.” 
I could feel the panic rising in my gut. “And what if you get caught in traffic? What if you’re in an accident and don’t show? What if I’m stuck here not knowing?” I rattled on. I desperately didn’t want to do this. 
“Then you’ll manage. But none of that’s going to happen, Heiress. Have faith. And you’d better be ready for me by 6:00 . I’m making pretty good time.” 
“What? You’re already on the way!” 
“You have no idea how close I am.” I could hear the veiled threat beneath his chuckling comment. I shuddered with an exhilarating combination of excitement and fear. “If you’re not ready for me, slut, I might just march you right in front of a few of those co-workers you so hate and see what they think of your burning behind.” 
Ah! A burning behind. I couldn’t wait to feel the heat of his hand on my bottom. My pussy couldn’t wait for sex. But I wasn’t about to give him an excuse to live up to that last threat. I didn’t think he’d dare. But with Garrison, I couldn’t be sure. 
The next hour was the worst of my life. Though most of the offices on our floor had been vacated for the weekend, there were two marketing execs still busy on the phone when I slipped into Garrison’s office and locked the door behind me. I sighed, trying to settle myself, but by then, just fifteen minutes after his call, my desire was roaring hot, overwhelming my body and my sanity. 
I hadn’t any time to get used to the idea. But then maybe if I’d had more time, I would have chickened out. 
Checking the clock, it was 5:45 . Any minute… I worried. Any minute he’d show. I stripped off my red suit and pink shirt, although I left my black garter belt and stockings on, hoping Garrison would appreciate the sexy look. I discarded my panties along with the rest of my clothes, then went for the Chinese box on the étagère to find the key to his desk. 
Just as promised there were handcuffs and a leather paddle in his second desk drawer. There was also rope, clothespins, a Ping-Pong paddle and a coiled, braided whip. I nearly shrieked when I touched that item; for a moment the tight braid looked like real snakeskin. After retrieving the items he wanted, I slammed the drawer closed, afraid to look any further. 
The hands on the old-fashioned clock face moved smoothly toward the top of the hour. 6:00. Did I dare wait any longer to put the handcuffs on? I listened at the door for a few more minutes, dreading the idea of sealing my fate once the metal cuffs locked in place. 
Everything was quiet beyond the door, though oddly enough, I was tempted to peek outside just to see if those occupied offices were now empty. But then, I heard footsteps in the corridor, so I grabbed the cuffs, locked one around my left wrist, then putting my hand behind me, fiddled with the second cuff until it securely imprisoned my right hand. 
An instant of panic rolled through my body. I was about to cry. What if that wasn’t him? What if he doesn’t show? 
Of course he’ll show, you ninny! My sane mind argued back. 
The telephone rang. Not the business line, but the personal one that came right into his office. Did I dare answer? 
When the ringing stopped, I took a deep breath. Any minute. Any minute, I repeated as if that mantra would quiet my frayed nerves. 
The phone rang again and I still hadn’t the guts to answer. 
It was almost 6:45 . 
I waited in the quiet of the office for another ten minutes. I should have been poised as ordered over the front of his desk, but I could hardly hold the position for more than a minute before I struggled out of it and waited, ears open by the desk for the sound of Garrison’s key in the lock. 
It was 6:58 when the phone rang again. It rang twice and I finally scooted around and pressed the speaker button, saying, “Mr. Garrison’s not here.” 
“No, he’s not. He’s been delayed.” His voice came back at me. 
“Delayed? No!” I cried. 
“I won’t be long… been trying to call, trying to see if you’d have the nerve to answer.” 
“Well, I have.” 
“So, you’re naked.” 
“Yes, I am.” 
“In handcuffs?” 
“Yes, in handcuffs.” 
“Ready for me, bending over the desk?” 
“I will be once you’re off the phone.” 
“Just didn’t want you to worry,” he said, and his cell phone clicked off. 
Although I still had no more idea about when he’d arrive than before he called, I quickly made my way back to the front of the desk and decided that at the first sound of footsteps I’d bend over as ordered. 
I focused so much thought energy into the hallway beyond Garrison’s door that I failed to pick up on any other audible cues. Suddenly, the bathroom door opened and Garrison appeared. 
“What the fuck!” Clichéd as it seems, I almost fainted at the sight of him. The adrenalin must have pumped me up so high that I thought I’d seen a ghost. I sank onto the desk, completely forgetting his instructions about presenting my ass for his inspection. “You’ve been here all along?” was the only thing I could guess. 
“No. But there’s another door in the bathroom, opens into the hallway by the freight elevator.” 
“You scared me to death!” 
“Maybe if you’d been draped over the desk like I wanted you, you’d have been less freaked out.” 
“Sorry,” was all I could manage. 
“Well, you can bend over now,” he tersely ordered. 
I’m not sure the angry grimace on his face was real, but it certainly had me worried now that the shock was over. 
It was 7:15 and I’d just spent the most anxious hour of my life. 
Bent over Garrison’s desk, I got spanked and spanked hard for most of the next hour. Of course, he took a break now and then to remove his coat and put away a briefcase full of papers—all while I remained poised and ready for more. He came back for more again and again. Again and again the leather paddle peppered its way over my bare skin. From top to bottom, side to side; I’d never had such a thorough spanking. 
It stung; it hurt like hell, but those brief pauses between rounds of fierce and steady smack after biting smack only made me ready for the next, as the warm burning feeling on my bottom turned me on fire. After every series of swats, he massaged my ass and laid on a few smacks of his hand. I began to ooze with arousal then. Although Garrison wasn’t much interested in my arousal. 
Eight o’clock on the button, there was a knock on the door. Garrison was taking a break from my punishment but he didn’t bother to answer the door. 
“Ooo, sorry,” I heard the cleaning lady say when she spotted me. Thankfully, my head was turned, the lights in the office were dim and she probably didn’t see who was naked, handcuffed and being punished. 
“We’ll be through shortly,” he told her and she backed out with her cleaning cart clattering against the doorjamb. 
“You get her good if she’s been bad, Mr. Tate. Some women need that.” 
“They certainly do.” 
Oh! The shame of it! What if she saw… how could I ever… 
It wasn’t but a few seconds later that another knock on the door brought another visitor to our scene. My head was still turned away from the door and I closed my eyes. I didn’t dare look to see who it was. 
“Glad you’re still here to see this,” Garrison said, to the unknown someone in the room. 
The man cleared his throat—the only indication that it was a man at all. 
“You needn’t worry, my friend here will keep your secret, Eleanor.” 
He was giving away my name! 
“In fact, my friend is going to have a go at your ass, then take a look at your piercings. He’s never seen genital rings quite like yours.” A moment later a blindfold slipped over my eyes. Even if I’d wanted to see the man, I wasn’t allowed that liberty. 
The unseen guest took over my paddling. Not only did he take over, he finished off the punishment with a flourish, using force more ferocious than Garrison’s heavy-handed style. The change put me over the edge, sweeping aside my sexual arousal, and when he didn’t stop the hard-hitting smacks, the brutal treatment became too much to bear in silence. I began to cry, and was soon overcome by enormous, convulsive sobs. My body twisted in anguish. Screams of my distress bounced off the walls, and when it was over I cried quietly, with my tears soaking the thick cloth blindfold. 
Garrison’s unknown accomplice stepped in-between my legs after he finished punishing me. 
“You think your ass is ready?” Garrison asked. 
“I don’t know.” I shook my head and spoke through a choked sob. Did he have any idea how miserable I was? I wanted to object—a lot of good that would have done—but I was too tired and I sensed he’d have no mercy. He was holding me to my agreement. 
“Why don’t we see?” he said. 
A pair of fingers slid along my crevice, then ran straight into the vaginal piercing, which was only barely sore by now. I cringed, though it wasn’t particularly painful. Moving deeper into my channel, his fingers gathered my juices and swathed the opening above. He caressed it, working the opening with his digits until he decided I was ready. 
I lurched forward when the man plunged into me—he was smaller than I expected. I guess all men are not as well-endowed as Garrison Tate. Not only that, the man was so horny, he was done before I had time to get used to his hard thrusts. He pulled out, still not saying a word, and I sighed relieved. 
I was hardly functional when the two men pulled me up on the desk so I was sitting on my handcuffed hands. They spread my legs and carefully inspected my rings. I winced each time they tugged them; although they barely hurt anymore. 
“Still sore?” Garrison asked. 
“A little.” 
“You’re taking care of them?” 
“Yes.” I snuffed. 
“Good girl.” He leaned down and kissed the top of my head, affectionately. 
I sensed the two men draw away and then heard them muttering at the door. 
When Garrison returned to my side and pulled the blindfold away, my unknown assailant was gone. 
“Do I know him?” I asked. 
“You do.” 
“Oh, why would you!” 
“He knows, don’t worry.” 
“Knows what?” 
“Knows about you, about women like you.” 
“What do you mean he knows about me!” I was too damned tired to be mad, but this was an outrage. “How the hell is that discreet!” 
“He knows because I told him, because he does these things to women, including his wife, who’s virtually a sex slave. If you can trust me, you can certainly trust him.” 
“But he works in this building?” 
“Yes, right here on the 6th floor.” 
“And I’m going to see him every day?” 
“More than likely.” 
I’d calmed, but I wasn’t happy. “I don’t know about this, Garrison. I just don’t…” 
“Shussssssssssh,” he put a finger over my lips and pulled me up so I was sitting squarely on his desk. His hands went around me, finding the locked handcuffs, and without having to look, he threaded the key in the lock and set me free. His chest was close, warm next to my face. I drank him in like a big gulp of brandy. My arms went around him and I laid my cheek on his chest. Beneath me my sore bottom throbbed—although I didn’t mind that anymore. The sensuous feeling registered somewhere between exhilaration and happiness. I didn’t want to despise him; I didn’t want to run from him or be mad. I didn’t want a fight; I didn’t have it in me now and I certainly didn’t want to get geared up for one later. But I certainly didn’t understand what was happening to me. Why I was doing all these things, letting him do all these things to me as if I’d lost my mind. If he questioned me about the night, I knew exactly how I’d answered, or at least, I should answer if I was being truthful. 
I was confused, sad, happy, pissed and aroused all at once. 
But being overwhelmed and unable to fight off the desire in me, I imagined it was best to let the whole thing ride and not worry. Was that even sane in face of the things that Garrison ordered me to do? 
Probably not. 
“Why did you do that to me?” This was the only objection I could muster when I finally found my voice again. I still cuddled in his comforting arms. 
“Tell me you didn’t like it, Ellie, and it won’t happen again. If you want to be indignant and miserable, go ahead, but I’m not about to believe your lousy whining.” 
“I’m not whining,” I said. 
“You sure?” He pushed me back so he could see my face. 
“No. You’re the boss when it comes to this, Mr. Tate,” I said, regaining some of my sassy spirit. “And I’m your dutiful plebe.” 
He smiled. “Get dressed, slut, we’re going to dinner.” 
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I could hardly make it through dinner without going stark raving mad with desire. As I’d dressed in Garrison’s office, he made a few alterations in my attire—like pocketing my panties for safekeeping and making me leave my blouse half open, so that when I moved, the soft insides of my breasts were plainly visible. By current standards, I was still fairly demure in my attire, but for me the small changes only augmented the fierce fire I felt burning in my tormented crotch. My asshole ached a bit, but not unpleasantly so. When Garrison told me to park my naked butt on the leatherette seat in the restaurant, I smiled, feeling some of his mischievousness wear off on me. Any anger I still harbored fell away, replaced by sheer exhilaration. 
“Here,” he said, as we were settling in at one of his favorite bistros. He’d ordered scampi and fried oysters and salad for both of us. He then placed something on the table and pushed it toward me, his hand covering whatever it was. Underneath, he unveiled a string of silicone beads, each about an inch in diameter. 
“In your cunt,” he said. 
“Now?” 
“Now.” He smiled and sat back watching my face change from elated to worried to slightly panicked within the next sixty seconds. 
Realizing that the waiter was headed toward us with our breadsticks and wine, I snatched the beads from the table and held them in my hand. 
The damn scoundrel couldn’t do anything but grin a mile wide at my distress. By the time the waiter left, I was smiling myself and thinking sexually, while trying to decide exactly how I was going to discreetly insert the beads into my cunt. It only made matters worse that I was facing the dining room, not facing the wall. 
“Could we switch seats?” I asked. 
“Not on your life.” 
Taking a deep breath, I adjusted the large cloth napkin on my nap, then reached in-between my slightly parted thighs with one hand clutching the end of the five-bead string. I’m not sure how it looked from afar, or if anyone noticed. Perhaps I have the low lighting in the restaurant to thank for being able to pull off my lewd crime rather easily. Once I started, it only took about thirty seconds to have the five beads shoved inside my cunt. I felt quite full as if it were a cock there and not beads. 
“Wiggle on them,” Garrison said. 
That went without saying. For the next five minutes the beads seemed determined to push themselves out of my cunt. In time I relaxed and they nestled deeper inside, allowing me to eat my scampi and salad hardly noticing their presence. The leatherette seat cushion was becoming quite wet from my leaking pussy juices, but by then, I really didn’t care; I was horny and wanted more. 
“Now this,” he said, as he again laid an object on the table with his hand carefully covering it. 
When he moved his hand away, another erotic wave passed through me as I stared at the small anal plug he left there. I swiped that quickly and held it in my lap. 
“You don’t really mean…” I started, already blushing. 
“In your ass.” 
“Right here?” 
“Right here, babe. It should be easier than the beads.” 
Easier than the beads, right! 
“You might want to lick it first…or maybe you could smear it with butter?”
I took the suggestion to heart, knowing that my body might well fight the thing if I tried inserting it in dry. 
Gazing around the busy dining room, everyone seemed engaged in conversation and oblivious to us. So far, so good, I thought as I contemplated the anal plug and the butter dish for nearly a minute. Finally drawing the dish toward me, I pulled out the plug—held inconspicuously inside the palm of my hand—and swiped it through the soft butter. Just as fast, I raised my ass, sat up a bit, as if I were adjusting my skirt and wedged it in the cleft between my bottom cheeks. Feeling the tip at my anus, I then sat back down, feeling the plug slide into my rectum. Although it widened at its center, it managed to slip inside with little difficulty and my anus closed around where it narrowed at its base. The flat end fit snuggly against the opening. 
I was, thusly, double-penetrated. I felt as if I was about to explode! 
Garrison smiled smugly and shook his head. 
“What are you thinking?” I asked, suspiciously. 
He laughed. “You really want to know?” 
“Yes, I really want to know.” 
“I’m thinking how you’d look now with your mouth stuffed too.” 
I blushed, red as beet, as the picture instantly came to mind. 
“You want to do that too?” 
“And why not?” 
“You are cruel.” 
“And you’re not loving it?” 
As full as I might have been, my arousal crept through me stealthily, disturbing any indignation I might have pretended to feel. 
“Know what?” I asked. 
“What?” 
“I’d really like you to fuck me,” I whispered. 
“Then you did miss me.” 
“I missed getting fucked.” 
“Hmm. All that from a woman who barely knows what it’s like to take cock.” 
We finished our meal saying hardly a thing. Our eyes and my barely audible groans seemed to feed us as much as the food. I could see that Garrison was aroused, as was I. 
“Imagine what it’s going to be like getting punished for this scandalous act?” he finally said, amusedly. 
“It would have to be hard and hurt really bad,” I said in a flushed whisper. My heart was beating a little more rapidly and with every slight move, my crotch seemed to explode a little more. 
“And why is that?” he asked. 
“Because this is bad…really, really bad.” 
“That’s right, Heiress,” he said exultantly. “And I have just the thing to deal with your shameful behavior.” 
We continued with our intimate repartee for several minutes, but when the food no longer satisfied our clamoring hunger and we couldn’t take another moment repressing our demanding hormones, Garrison moved to his feet and nodded to the waiter. 
“On my check,” he told the man. 
“Yes, sir.” 
Garrison reached for my hand, and with my lower body clenched tight, I stood up. For a moment I felt the plug and the beads shift, but as I settled, they both seemed safely lodged inside. I’m not sure I walked all that smoothly to the door, but I managed, then sighed relieved when we finally slipped outside. 
“I think it’s time we test how much pain you can endure,” he whispered to me as we walked in the direction of his car. 
I could feel the wine working on my body to relax my apprehensions. I hardly responded to Garrison’s suggestion with anything other than a shudder of excitement. Pain, as in getting spanked, seemed like little more than an aphrodisiac for me. But what exactly he meant by pain I wasn’t sure of. 
We walked some distance before I realized that we’d actually passed by his car and were now moving into a marginal neighborhood where I’d never walk by myself. Seemed both risky and intensely thrilling. I clung to Garrison’s arm as fiercely as I was clinging to the intruders in my body. 
“Where are we going?” I asked. I might have been sobering up as I viewed the squalid surroundings and wondered exactly where we were going. 
“Just some friends,” he said. 
Not more than a block later, we moved into what looked like an old warehouse building, and found ourselves in a dingy, yellow-lit stairwell, climbing up. With every step, I risked expelling the beads; the particular motion of climbing seemed to shift the things even more. I stopped along the way. “They’re going to fall out,” I warned him. 
“They’d better not,” he warned right back. 
I took a deep breath, tightened my inner muscles and prayed that we wouldn’t be going much further. He’d said something about pain, testing my endurance. For some reason this seedy building seemed like the perfect place to do just that. He’d said friends. What kind of friends would meet us here? 
At the top of the last flight, several floors above the street, Garrison opened a heavy metal door that led to the smoldering darkness of a deserted, open warehouse. I nearly choked on the strong scent of cigar smoke that filled my nostrils. As if that weren’t enough, my body seemed to go rigid with fear for a good sixty seconds. Then my eyes slowly adjusted to the gloom, and as the foggy smoke lifted, I saw the shapes of several men on the far side of the warehouse. They milled about under a pair of high windows, waiting for us, I suppose. 
The sound of my heels clicking on the hardwood floor seemed to echo through the entire space, while my nervous heart pounded hotly at my temples. My palms began to sweat and I could taste the desire on my parched lips, a desperate, needy, hungering desire. So overwhelmed, I clung tightly to Garrison’s arm for support. 
I don’t think I’d ever been as excited or scared or wanting. Just the atmosphere of the seedy building raised goosebumps of anticipation across my flesh. 
The shapes of the waiting men loomed ever larger as we closed in on them. However, they soon closed in on me, taking me from Garrison with no effort and covering my eyes with a scarf to blind me. They wore leather gloves and smelled strongly of smoke, with a hint of garlic and wine, perhaps from their evening meal. Suddenly one big, firm hand shoved me against a cold metal surface. My ankles and wrists were chained to the wall. I could barely move. Trembling with fear, I lost the ability to hold the sex toys in my pussy and rectum. The beads slid out, a fact not lost on one member of this frightening number. He tugged the end and they all fell out, giving me a jolt of sexual stimulation I hardly needed, while letting loose a trickle of pussy juice that was as obvious to him as it was to me. It tickled my inner thigh as it slithered down my leg. 
Moments later, I felt the warmth from a spotlight bearing down on my back with a powerful heat. The strange combination of cold metal and hot light had me wriggling thoughtlessly inside my bonds. I’d begun to sweat and my pussy was nearly orgasmic now and threatening to explode any second as it ground lewdly against the metal wall. 
But any climax was stopped short moments later when I felt the first of many teasing and terrible strikes of a leather whip against my backside. With this threatening menace and a new experience of pain for me, my fear ran rampant through my being—my mind and body were on overload. “Oh, God, please!” I cried. 
The whipping stopped and someone grabbed my hair, jerking my head back. 
“You been a bad girl,” the fellow scowled. I know only that it was not Garrison speaking. Not his manner, not his voice. “Say it!” he ordered, gruffly. 
“S-say what?” 
He slapped my butt real hard. “I’ve been a bad girl, say it!” 
I panted heavily, hardly able to talk. “I-I’ve b-been a bad girl,” I finally repeated, in a voice so shaky, I could hardly be heard. 
The man was not pleased. “I’ve been a bad girl! Say it again, louder!” 
“I’ve been a bad girl,” I tried to raise my voice, but I’m not sure that I was capable of anything more than a frightened squawk. 
“Yeah, that’s better. Tell me you want it, want it hard, really hard. You want to get hurt, right?” 
“Yes, that’s right,” I said, my voice a breathless but unwavering whisper. 
“Then say it, slut! You want it hard. Tell me that.” 
“I want it hard!” I practically shouted now. I so wanted to please him—for lord knows what reason. None of this made sense. “I want it really hard, please!” I practically pleaded to be punished. 
“Yeah, and what else?” 
The desire seemed to ignite from my own words and I began to clip them off hardly thinking about what I said, but feeling every word. “I want you to hurt me, please, hurt me really bad, whip me hard.” I don’t think I ever felt anything so true as that. From deep in my gut, as far as my hungering spirit could travel I needed to be hurt. I wanted him to take me where I didn’t matter anymore. “Please! Please punish me!” 
I could sense him scowl with pleasure as I gave him all the consent he needed. 
“You heard that, boys? You got that on tape, huh? Miss Richbitch, hoity-toity Eleanor Rule wants us to punish her.” 
Yes, yes I did. 
The play of the whip resumed as the man backed away from me. All across my upper shoulders, across my back and my ass and the back of my thighs, the painful strikes scorched my skin. It hurt, just as I desired it to and I screamed. Still I wanted more, something meaner and more ruthless, to absolve me of my guilt. To balance some internal scale by which I judged myself a worthy woman or a contemptible slut. 
Hurt me harder! I felt my soul yearning from its depths. I wanted to feel the pain, hard, vicious, agonizing pain. 
Yet as the pain came on me, as the torment of my body became almost too much to bear, my endorphins suddenly kicked in and took me flying to that magical place where pain morphed into pleasure and the ghastly whipping became pure joy. 
When the whipping ended, I slumped in my bonds exhausted, thinking how much I was ready to be sexually taken. I wanted them to use me, all of them to use me. 
I might well have been ready for sex, however, my torturers were not. 
There was more pain to heap on me. 
Following the whipping, several of the men swarmed my body. The filleted flesh across my shoulders was pinched at least a dozen times with clothespins, forming what felt like two ribbons of pinched flesh. Surprisingly the pins hardly hurt at all, though they did feel dangerous and wonderfully wicked. 
“You know what happens when I tug on these handles and pull the clothespins free?” The man’s fingers danced along the pins and I felt each one tug my skin. 
I shook my head; I didn’t know. 
“I pull this string and they’ll all rip off, every last one of them in a split second.” 
I didn’t know what that meant, but I knew enough to be afraid, to have my dripping cunt seize up in fear, and more tears dampen the scarf until it was soaking wet. The man heard my sob. 
“Ah, slut, you’re just starting to weep,” that ugly voice spat at me. 
The man stood back and I felt a tug. Then something sudden and swift roared through me like a bolt of lightning. I saw lights and colors; I tasted my own blood as I bit down on my lips. I smelled heat and sex like I never had before. All this happened within the same small second, then everything was gone. 
I fainted. 
I revived when a hand slapped hard against my ass and I woke up feeling woosy and yet strangely at peace. 
Yes, yes, now they’d lay me down and fuck me. 
But they didn’t lay me down to rest. 
True, the bonds were undone and a pair of supportive hands pulled me from the metal wall. But it was only to turn me around and push me back against the hard surface, where my wounded skin felt the sensation of being rubbed against the wall. I was anchored again, face forward this time, my breasts, belly and cunt made vulnerable to their attack. 
A different kind of pain followed. Weights were dangled from both the rings in my crotch. Clothespins were clamped on my nipples and breasts. Others were attached to my labia until I felt like a gigantic pincushion. 
Then the action of the whip began again. The delicate end jumped off my body in strike after strike, sometimes biting the flesh like the devil; at other times just grazing the skin teasingly, as if to remind me for a moment what pleasure felt like. I seemed a glutton for this kind of punishment; the sensation felt dangerous, frightening and resplendent at the same time. 
Sometimes, when the next strike hit with a viscous bite, the pleasure vanished and was replaced by a persistent, piercing pain. I cried again, and then again, when with razor sharp precision, each of the clothespins were one-by-one snapped off my flesh. Some expert wielded the awful implement. My body battled back and forth from pain to pleasure until I was completely drained. 
Again, when the torture was over, I slumped limply against the metal wall. I was nearly dangling by my wrists, about to faint again. 
Once I was removed from the restraints, a pair of large hands shoved me to my knees and then dragged me by my hair. Some mean hand slapped my face back and forth, until I was delirious. That hand hardly stung, but I cried as I endured this humiliating show of the man’s contemptuous brutality. 
Jerked upright on my knees, I felt several bodies move in close; one directly in front of me, a cock pressed to my mouth. That first cock gagged me; though it wouldn’t let me refuse it. Grabbed by the ears, my face was shoved forward, my throat impaled. I was forced to submit and give the man what he wanted. 
“Suck it, rich slut!” 
I sucked. I had no choice. 
“And use your hands,” he ordered. 
This was all new to me. I’d never been taught how to satisfy a man this way. I tentatively reached for the organ I serviced with my mouth. Then at the same time, someone guided my other hand to my side where it found another impatient erection. I stroked that one while I sucked the other, pouring my energy into both in hopes that I could please both men. 
What a ghastly pleasure this was! 
I was faced-fucked by who knows how many turgid erections. I sucked in, ran my tongue about their cock-heads, let my saliva slather the meaty stalks and took one spewing member after another to climax. This was a first for me in my young sexual life. I had no idea what to make of it, how to feel or think about what must have looked like a porn video, repugnant, slutty but definitely arousing. 
“All the way down, rich girl!” 
I gulped fiercely, trying to keep up with the cum that splashed in my mouth, on my face, against my hair, jetting in streams that bathed me with the pungent smells and sticky substance. I drank as much as I could, the rest I wore. 
Afterwards, they batted their slowly diminishing erections against my face. 
“Lick them clean!” 
“Yeah, just look at our little society girl now,” someone jeeringly exclaimed. 
Strange irony that was: I’d never been the society girl in my mind. But maybe I couldn’t run away from the truth of how the world thought of me. 
“Poor little rich slut!” My face got slapped again. 
“String her up!” 
I went from my knees to the air. With thick supportive cuffs strapped around my ankles, I was dangled from some apparatus that pulled me upside-down into the air. My fingertips just barely grazed the hardwood floor. My legs had been spread and fixed to either end of a wide bar so it was impossible to close them. 
Someone slapped my ass with the palm of his hand. 
“You’re right, she likes pain,” the man exclaimed. He had his hand in my crotch finding my cunt juicy. 
“And she’ll take a little more before we’re through,” another voice chimed in. 
“Goddam right!” 
More? I couldn’t imagine more. 
I hadn’t realized until then that the butt-plug Garrison had me insert in my ass during dinner was still in place. Someone touched it—more like pushed it deeper into my anal cleft and my memory returned. A warning of things to come. A few moments later, I felt someone prying the thing from me, which was no easy task after it had been in me so long. When it finally slurped from my body with a popping sound, I felt empty without it. Even after all this torture, there remained a gnawing sexual ache in my belly that had not yet been satisfied. Perhaps the desire went away when the pain crashed through me, but it never fled altogether. 
“This will widen her ass if anything will.” I imagined the man holding up another, larger butt-plug for his friends to see. 
Within moments, there were hands roughly mauling my ass and massaging that nether gateway. I felt the opening stretch as they stuffed fingers into my ass. Despite the way I’d been mercilessly worked over and should have been ready to pass out, the invasive activity awakened my body again. Before long, I sensed the end of the thick plug pressing the opening of my rectum and moving inside. 
“Go ahead and shove it!” For the first time since the warehouse door opened, it was Garrison’s voice speaking. His voice was gritty and stern—no comfort at all. A whole lot of misery followed as whoever did the shoving took him literally. I may have been well-greased but the fat thing didn’t go in easily. 
My scream rose angrily at first, then I felt hands stroking my back and Garrison’s soothing voice trying to calm me down. 
“Yes, you can do this, Ellie,” he said softly. “It’s going to happen. You tell yourself it’ll fit and it will. I know you.” 
But I didn’t want it to fit, I felt like screaming back. Hadn’t I had enough?
Garrison kept on. “If not for yourself, then for me, slut,” he sounded a little less soothing and more demanding this time. The prick slowly inched its way inside and my clenching muscles started to relax. In the same way that all of the other crude and painful things I endured that night transformed into pleasure, I felt a strange sensation of wonderment with my rear channel opening to allow the intruder inside. While the terrible pressure did not stop, the rigid stalk moved ever deeper until I felt my body swallow the entire length of the enormous thing. 
The experience of being filled up in the restaurant was nothing compared to this. 
“See, I knew you could.” Garrison again. 
I seemed to float for a time, detached from everything but the consuming sensation of being totally breached. My body swayed so I couldn’t tell what was up or down, left or right. Then suddenly I was on the ground, lying against the hard wooden floor of the old warehouse with Garrison at my side. The others appeared to have left us. With the blindfold gone, I returned again to the dismal darkness and stared into Garrison’s eyes. 
Although I treasured the intimacy we shared in that brief moment, I hated the prick that remained lodged inside my rectum. “Oh please, do I have to keep this in?” I asked him. 
“You do until I fuck you,” he said. 
“Why are you being so hard?” 
“Would you want me to be a wuss? Some pansy-ass guy who would cave in to every little thing you ask?” 
We both knew that answer. 
“So I have to suffer?” 
“Whether you suffer or not is your choice, Ellie. But you will wear the dildo until I fuck you.” 
“Then fuck me now, please!” I cried. 
He shook his head. “You little conniver. You think I’m going to fall for that?” 
No he wouldn’t fall for that. 
Garrison pulled me to my feet—no easy task with my body aching and sore. I was a little dizzy and the anal plug made it difficult to stand. 
“You’re going to be fine,” Garrison assured me. 
I looked around, trying to find my clothes in the dark. 
“Here, he said, handing me a pile of clothes I recognized, although some were noticeably missing. I found my blouse, my skirt and my new red high heels. But no bra, no panties, no slip, no jacket were anywhere to be found. I did have a massive cock stuck up my butt and straps to hold the thing in place. Although I was thankful for those straps, I felt awkward and exposed, as if even with my clothes on these people could see the dildo sticking in my ass. My body was still sticky with cum, my hair no doubt a mess. 
Home. I prayed we were going home. 
Outside the warehouse, the air was foggy; a mist from the ocean had settled in around the city. Though we walked in the direction of Garrison’s car, I was surprised when we stopped at the city bus stop and waited for the next bus. 
“Why not drive?” I asked him, bewildered. 
“I’m not sure you’re good to walk the distance. This will get us to the penthouse faster. 
“The penthouse? Daddy’s penthouse?” 
“I have the key.” 
“And how did you get that?” 
“Asked him.” 
“Does he know…I mean, know I’m going to be with you?” 
“I have no idea. But don’t worry; he won’t be there.” 
My apartment would have worked just fine with me. Maybe this was some symbolic gesture, or Garrison’s twisted sense of humor. Any particular meaning escaped me, although by that time I couldn’t care less. I wasn’t even sure I wanted to fuck him anymore. The raging sexual desire seemed to quit me sometime during the moments after I was released, put on my clothes, and then retreated down that bleak stairwell. 
Numb best describes my state of being when Garrison helped me onto the city bus and we roared off in the direction of my Daddy’s downtown penthouse. Another of many new worlds greeted me, as we walked toward the back of the bus and I stared at each passenger we passed by. Most gazed at me briefly then averted their eyes. No one seemed to recognize my face, or if they did, they didn’t care. All so blank, expressionless and remote. And here was I, looking like a used-up whore, I imagine, hair filled with cum, and under my skirt a fat dildo plugging my ass. I don’t suppose they wanted me in their world any more than I wanted to be in theirs. 
Still feeling numb, I entered the hotel lobby hanging onto Garrison’s arm. We passed the concierge, who noted our arrival with a raised eyebrow, then we took the penthouse elevator to our own private world. 
*** 
Garrison laid me down to fuck me in the big broad bed of the guest suite. I spread my legs wide, letting him loosen the straps that held the huge anal plug in place, although it didn’t budge an inch even without the straps. 
I felt suddenly brought back to life from the numbness that overwhelmed me as we left the warehouse. Now I was in awe of everything—the way the bed sounded, the feel of soft cotton against my skin, the experience of Garrison breathing close by and how he touched me gently. Even the sour taste in my mouth and the hurt that made my muscles ache and my raw, wounded skin seemed to bless me now. I viewed the room around me, the beauty of the familiar surroundings and half-recoiled, half-rejoiced, knowing that I’d be defiling this place, just as I defiled Daddy’s country house. While this was no sacred shrine, it was my father’s house. I couldn’t imagine a more delightfully wicked thing to do than fuck Garrison in this place. 
But there was even more emotion bubbling up inside me—the strangest sensation gripped me, a tickle at the base of my heart. Yes. I think it was love in the middle of all of my overloaded senses. Was that possible—or appropriate or wise with this outrageous, despicable scoundrel? Did I dare risk loving him? 
I had only seconds to reflect on this, as Garrison’s fingers were seeking the opening of my vagina. From that brief touch, that small start, he drove me mad. 
He moved on me quickly. With his body hovering over me, his cock dangled against my pussy. 
“Look at me, Ellie,” he said. His voice and eyes were filled with lust. 
I could do nothing else but watch his face and its changing expression. 
He prodded me lightly, his cock-head slipping inside my vagina, then withdrawing, then pushing in again, deeper. A dozen times he did this until he dropped down to my breasts and sucked on a nipple. 
I gasped and my head fell back as waves of pleasure poured through my languorous body. Then my arms went around his torso and I drew him into me; there were no spaces between us now. His erection fit tight in the small space of my pussy. It lodged against the impaling dildo, so once again that night, I was filled and forcibly stretched beyond what I believed possible. 
I gasped again and let out a tiny scream of joy. 
Garrison grabbed my hair, his mouth covered my lips with kisses, his tongue searched my mouth, then his cock thrust in a brisk fucking rhythm. It was impossible for me to believe that more wild and savage things could happen on that night. And yet, again, my body responded as eagerly as it had when our long night began. 
Could it be possible that I’d not cum while I was in the warehouse? I wondered. I couldn’t remember exactly what the end result of the beatings, the pain, the mouth fucks and the impalement had been. Perhaps that was just foreplay. Now in the pretty penthouse bed, with the comfort of down and cotton surrounding me like a cloud, aggressive spasms wracked my groin. The fullness from the dildo and the raw power of Garrison’s hammering cock made everything in me explode. 
“GAWD YES! Fuck me, fuck me, harder, harder,” I screamed now without restraint. “YES, YES, YES!” 
Garrison’s low voice rumbled as he kept jabbing me. Our bodies banged hard against the mattress and the bed rocked with our erratic rhythm. My thighs quivered with heat, my belly wrenched with spasms over and over again. More screams. More heavy groaning. More grasping, mauling, nails digging into flesh, more mouths wide in passionate screams, more fanatical kisses as the lovemaking crescendoed for a long while and our climax seemed to go on forever, and then all the delirious sensation ebbed away like a receding tide. 
“Yes, yes!” I sensed my heart crying happily. 
Garrison finally collapsed on top of me. Our sweat-soaked skins fused and neither one of us seemed anxious to break away. 
In time, Garrison dropped to my side and stretched out next to my listless body. I think I dozed for a while, because when I revived we were in this new position. While Garrison still slept beside me, I remained awake, wondering what could happen next. How much further could I go than what I’d gone that night? And what of the night I’d just spent? It seemed more like a dream than real now; on the one hand ugly and frightening, on the other hand a magical, perhaps impossible farce. Something far beyond the world I knew where the rules of engagement were clearly defined and looked quite civil, the warehouse was a den of unimaginable vices that to any ordinary person would look vulgar and repugnant. What a hideous night; but what a glorified end. Then, of course, there were those stirrings in my heart that I called love—what could that mean? Was it possible to love in midst of such chaotic sex? I’m sure it would take some time for me to understand what this night meant. These deep thoughts were all something to ponder as I had the time and will. Eventually I passed out again and slept until morning. 
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A long string of days followed where nothing particularly remarkable happened in my sexual life. Not that Garrison didn’t govern me; our agreement remained in place—I had no desire to end it. He was so omnipresent, so close to me almost every hour of my work day, that I felt a constant tickle of excitement. I liked the idea of the sleazy secret life we lived, fucking, punishment and sexual submission going on inside the office, while the rest of the busy magazine world was oblivious to it all. 
Nearly every day, he’d call me into his office or appear in mine and demand a sexual exhibition or sex. The juxtaposition of these sexual interludes during the working hours was scandalously indecent! He fucked me on his desk; I gave him blowjobs beneath it. He often stripped me of my panties and fingered me, or insisted I wear some hidden device to arouse my pussy or my anal channel. He wanted me ready for him any time of the day, although that was never a problem. In those crazy weeks of my sexual initiation, I was always ‘on’ for him. 
Shortly after the warehouse scene, he brought me into his office, had me sit on his desk with my legs spread and he added the final piece of my sexual jewelry—a chain that connected the two genital rings. First, he replaced the original rings with permanent ones that snapped together so tightly that they could only be cut off. Then he attached a chain with thick heavy links that hung down about a half inch below my pubis and weighted my entire crotch. The effect expanded the natural ache that was so often present from the mind game we constantly played. The attaching rings were locked in place with tiny keys that he kept himself so there was no way I could remove the chain on my own. I thought that I might get used to the pressure of the dangling weight, but that never happened. The chain would graze my legs, or rub against my clit, or slip deep into the valley between my labia if I was sitting down. In so many tiny ways it became a jailer, a friend and a constant torment, all very much depending on my mood and what I was doing. 
Only when Garrison fucked my cunt would it be necessary for him to remove it. 
Sometimes, if he was feeling particularly evil, he would shorten the chain so that rather than dangle free with space enough to move about, it fit into my crevice snuggly, running right across my opening and to one side of my clitoris where it rubbed in a way that had me continuously at an orgasmic edge. 
“It takes your freedom, doesn’t it?” he suggested as he gazed at the sight of my pussy splayed by the thick links. 
“It does,” I had to agree. 
“You like it tight or loose better?” he asked. 
“It’s hard to say,” I answered. On this particular day, Garrison shortened the chain right after lunch and it had been annoying me all afternoon. I’d gone into a board meeting with all the principle players of Country Manor present, having to wade through a good deal of important information, staying focused on the work and not the increasing arousal and discomfort the chain produced. 
Garrison was in the boardroom across the table. As he sometimes did, just to taunt me even more, he was especially brusque, focusing in on my plans critically. Nothing I proposed was right in his eyes and he came as close as he ever would to publicly rebuking me. 
With the chain pulled up short, I took the criticism differently than I might have if he’d leveled it while I was free of his chain and thinking more independently. It allowed him to shame me freely in a way that I would submissively accept and not argue. I think he was devious enough to consider this before we went into the meeting. He had legitimate points to make and didn’t want flak from me. By the look on the faces of our associates, his plan worked. They were amazed that I rolled over so easily when Garrison suggested some sweeping changes in personnel he’d been harping at me about for several weeks. 
By then, it was clear that I wasn’t just a sexual initiate he mentored. I was his sex slave, bound by our unwritten law to follow his every command and whim. 
In addition to the chain I wore constantly, he punished me nearly every day. Sex and punishment were my twin vices, he said. He’d be sure I had enough of each. Garrison particularly liked to cane me during the busiest times of the day; caning being a silent but treacherous punishment, which made it perfect for the office. If there was no reason to punish me, the caning became a graphic reminder of my lowly status. I don’t think he actually believed I was in any way lowly—it was, after all, just a game—but he certainly acted as if I was, especially when it benefited him. Strange as it seemed, for all the power I wielded otherwise, I enjoyed the game of being his ‘poor little rich slut’—another name he commonly called me in private, when the contemptuous ‘heiress’ just wasn’t enough to convey his mocking disdain. 
While he promised discretion, there were those few exceptions, and I had to trust him on these. There was in particular the anonymous man who attended the after hours office scene the night Garrison returned from Japan . I learned the man’s identity soon after that remarkable night. Robert Harrington was on the board, an influential member of the design and marketing teams. He was also a good friend of my father, though I didn’t know him well. Although he was in his late fifties, he was not some sleazy old geezer who enjoyed leering at young women. He was handsome, a little rugged, but very elegant in his manner and dress—much more than the more casual Garrison Tate. He had a distinct, authoritative presence few would challenge. While he was pleasant, I was always a little fearful of him, as I assumed he knew a whole lot more about the publishing world than I did. I believed the same could be said for Garrison when it came to his business experience, though I never quite gave my sexual mentor the same kind of reverence that I gave Robert Harrington. 
Soon after the warehouse scene established the kind of intensity I could expect in our relationship, Bob was outed to me as the man who punished me in Garrison’s office. What one pair of eyes could do to rattle me through my workday, Garrison thought two pairs could do even better. He was right, especially because it was Robert Harrington. 
Garrison had been out of town for a couple of days and called me shortly after I arrived at the office that day. I’d been feeling especially free of his influence, glad for a bit of a break, when he told me that I needed to meet with Harrington, pronto. 
“Why?” I asked. 
“I’d like you to present yourself as a submissive to him. Show him the piercing; he hasn’t seen the final result.” 
“What?” I was confused and immediately jittery over the order. 
“He was the man in my office with me.” 
“No! You don’t mean that!” 
“Oh, yes I do. Who better?” 
I was speechless. 
“Go on, go now. Just do what he says.” He hung up the phone leaving me flustered and in doubt. 
I took a deep breath, trying to gather my courage to cross through the office and knock on Bob’s door. I felt like a kid going to see the principal, or the dean of students in college, or even my father, with some terrible admission of guilt. What would I say? How could I present myself as a submissive to him? 
But could I ignore the order? I thought this through and decided that I’d better do as he said. Already, the stirrings in my crotch were making the idea a subtle turn-on. Garrison was the most devious man I’d ever met, but he did know exactly how to push my buttons. He ordered, I reacted… and most often acted like a brazen slut. 
I finally gathered my courage and moved decisively toward Robert Harrington’s office. I knocked on the door. 
A firm “Come in,” followed and moved inside. 
“Garrison said I needed to see you,” I said, trying to sound calm and poised when I was nothing but a bundle of jittery nerves. 
The man sat back in his chair. His dark, wavy hair was perfectly groomed, not one hair out of place. The suit was signature Harrington, nearly black, very elegantly styled. A cranberry-colored silk handkerchief was neatly sticking from one pocket. His gold rings and cufflinks gleamed. 
After all I’d done in my business life to conquer my fear of men like Robert Harrington, I now felt like a pile of mush. 
“Why don’t you sit, Eleanor,” he motioned to me warmly. “Gar thought it would be wise for my identity to be disclosed. I agreed. I was in his office Friday night two weeks ago when he returned from Japan . I’m sure you remember the occasion?” 
“I could hardly forget,” I said, as I took a seat in front of him. 
He smiled, then went on. “This is a unique situation. You’re in charge of Country Manor, while at the same time you’re a sworn sexual submissive to Garrison Tate, and now to me. It may seem a little odd, but I see no reason why this can’t work. I thought it best if the truth was out in the open.” 
“Open?” I said panicked. 
“Between us,” he corrected. 
“Yes, of course.” 
“You know, these arrangements are more common that you think.” 
I was a little confused. “By arrangement, you mean?” 
“I mean Dominant/submissive relationship. Most relationships like yours with Garrison couldn’t exist in this working environment.” 
“Yes, I see. But I think so far we’ve managed well.” 
“Indeed, you have. I can already see the changes.” 
“Changes?” 
“In your demeanor, Eleanor. You’ve softened considerably. You’re less shrill and more open-minded. Less aggressive in the way you attack a problem.” 
“And you think this is because of my ‘arrangement’ with Garrison?” 
“I’m sure it is.” 
We exchanged a meaningful glance as he let me chew on that thought in silence. 
“So, about the chain,” he finally jumped in. “Let’s see it.” 
“Right. Yes.” I jumped from my seat. 
With a guiding hand he escorted me to the coffee table that sat in front of his leather sofa at the far end of the room. 
“Up.” He lifted my hand to indicate what he wanted me to do. 
I could hardly keep my balance as I climbed up that step of nearly eighteen inches in my high heels. Facing him, I shuddered miserably. Any poise I might have clung to was out the window, vanished. I was that bad kid again paying for some unknown crime, feeling diminished and very small and most certainly aroused in a way I hoped he would not see. What I was learning to deal with comfortably in Garrison’s presence was downright embarrassing with a man like Robert Harrington. 
I shuddered again, as Robert carefully raised my skirt above my knees. He pushed it further up my hips until he exposed my cleanly shaved pubic mound. The chain was obvious in the front, but it required I spread my legs for him to see and feel its full length, in particular where it connected to the ring on the backside of my vagina. 
“Spread,” he said. Unlike the men in the warehouse, he used his normal voice, no put-on intonation, no gruff air of command. He was clearly a natural in the sexually dominant role he played. In fact, it wasn’t so much a role but his very essence. 
He placed his one hand on my left thigh, steadying me, as I stepped to the side to unveil my secret. He tugged at the chain quite hard and I tried to muffle my gasping reaction. Then he fished around in my crotch, inspecting it as best he could, although I imagine it was still difficult to see the full effect. 
“Turn around,” he finally ordered. 
With my back to him, he bent me over, tapped on my inner thighs so I’d spread my legs again, then inspected the jewelry from the rear were it dangled in plain view. He tugged a little more. 
“Nicely done.” 
I had nothing to say to that. The humiliation made me blush as bright as his handkerchief. 
Finished with the inspection, he helped me down. 
“Over the back of the chair,” he pointed to the overstuffed club chair. I could guess what would happen next. Fuck me or punish me; I wasn’t sure. Bending over, I clutched the arms of the chair for support and gritted my teeth, waiting with uncertainty until Robert played his hand. When the awesome paddle first struck my ass, I was taken off guard. I’d never felt anything like it in my short sexual initiation. He didn’t stop with one blow to my buttocks—that damn paddle was big enough to cover both cheeks in one strike. Six fucking times that horrible thing hit my poor derriere. 
When he said, “That’s enough,” I couldn’t have been more grateful. I felt like one of those cartoon characters that has just been knocked out and is in a daze. My ass was blistering hot and, as usual, the pain only amplified the terrific ache of desire that always accompanies my punishment. 
“Stand up,” he ordered and so I did. I wanted to shove my skirt back down but I managed to stop the urge. He was a hands-on sort of man who seemed to like to do things like that himself. 
Once he was back behind his desk and I was standing in front of him, I listened to his following monologue, feeling both awed and, as his message sunk in, about two inches tall. 
“I can respect what you’re trying to do here and I think you might just be successful at it. However, I do have my reservations about your sticking with Country Manor. I’m not sure it’s your calling. But that is not my decision to make. I will enjoy the game, however. Call me a sadist if you will, but just figure, if you can survive in the publishing world under the situation you’ve created for yourself with Gar, then you’ll be one helluva force to be reckoned with. That is, of course, if you can survive it.” 
“You obviously have your doubts,” I said. 
He shrugged, his eyebrows raised tellingly. Then he cocked his head a bit while still considering the dilemma of Eleanor Rule. “I wonder, Ms. Rule, why you’d even enter into an agreement like the one you have with Garrison Tate, especially when you have not yet mastered your career.” 
The comment was sincere, even a bit intimate. “You know I sometimes wonder that too.” 
I could see he understood, but he had more to say. 
“Let me be blunt, Ms. Rule.” He leaned in on his desk with his hands clasped in front of him. He seemed even grimmer than before. “When it comes to sexual deviancy, I enjoy a good game as much as the next man with proclivities like mine. But one thing I will not allow you to do is compromise this magazine. There are a lot of good people working here, we put out the best product in the industry and I intend to make sure that nothing about this venture suffers because you have a driving passion for sexually aberrant behavior.” If that sentence didn’t stun me, nothing would. “Garrison Tate knows the publishing business and the game you’re playing with him very well; I trust him in both instances. But frankly, I don’t know you well enough yet to trust you. You’re young, you’re a little reckless and you certainly have a lot to learn. If you should harm this magazine in any way, you can be sure that I’ll personally come down on you harder than Gar ever will. And, because I happen to know you in this particular way, as a sexual submissive willing to submit to corporal punishment…” There was a glimmer of a smile now, though it seemed just as damning as the rest of his speech. “…I’ll have an arsenal of weapons at my disposal to deal with your mistakes that most men would never have permission to use. I’m told I’m a cruel man, but I do get my point across.” He finally sat back in his chair and I was able to breathe again. “Is all that clear to you?” He raised his eyebrows questioningly. 
“Yes, very much, sir.” 
“Good.” He nodded satisfied. “That’s all for now.” He smiled warmly. 
I think this may have been the most intimidating moment of my life. I practically wet my pants—of course, I wasn’t wearing any. Seeing this glimpse of his brutality was fair warning. I now had no clear idea of how I felt about the man, his subtle sexual intimations, or his out and out threat. I left his office shaken, but so terribly aroused that I returned to my office and masturbated before I did another thing. 
It was quite clear that Robert Harrington’s presence in my world had taken on new meaning, perhaps it was best if I allowed his great stirring presence to pleasure me as much 
Garrison’s did—while I hoped and prayed I did nothing to tick him off when it came to running the magazine. My secret had just become more deliciously sinful and dangerous. The sobering exchange gave me reason to be more careful. 
After that day, Robert Harrington’s intrusion into my life as another Dominant was rare, although I could not forget standing shivering on the coffee table exhibiting the chain, or bending over the chair and that awesome punishment, or the way he drilled me with a warning I had every reason to heed. If our eyes met during the course of my workday, a shiver of fear immediately coursed my body as the strong gaze of his deep-set eyes penetrated me to my core. I think, most times, I flushed a bit feeling as awkward as a clumsy schoolgirl. 
Nonetheless, Robert’s effect on my everyday life was fairly minimal. He backed off and allowed Garrison to handle me as his own, while he stood sentry, ready to act. 
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Some Months Later 
As I sat primly in the dining room of Daddy’s country estate carefully spooning in my lobster bisque, I could feel Garrison’s chain rubbing against my clit, even when I wasn’t moving in my chair. The executive dinner was an annual affair, but my first time at the lavish event. A company that produced the defining magazine in the arena of refined epicurean taste would certainly go all out to make their executive dinner one of the most gracious and elegant parties anywhere. 
I wore a dress of sequins in addition to the chain between my legs. Except for a pair of high heel sandals, that was it. But who would know I was so scandalously attired other than Garrison, Angelica and maybe Robert Harrington? At least this time I didn’t suffer a vicious caning because I was wearing the wrong dress—although having my bottom warmed before the dinner might have eased my nerves. The sparkling evening gown had been handpicked by my sexual mentor and I wore it with grace—so said Robert when he bowed and kissed my hand like an old-time suitor. His smile looked dangerously evil. 
While I sat at the head of the table, Daddy was at the other end and, oddly enough, Robert was on one side of me, Garrison on the other. No one thought anything of the way the place cards were arranged but me; apparently, I needed them both to keep their eye on me, lest I do something improper, as in failing to sit on my naked ass as Garrison instructed. It wasn’t a new instruction, but it was one that I regularly dismissed, or simply forgot, especially around the office. Not this night, however, not with two men looking at me with ghoulish delight. I was sure they had something planned for later, but so far they were acting perfectly normal for an occasion like this one. 
The table glittered with crystal; the flower centerpiece was spectacular; and the warm glow of candles and the chandelier above made everyone feel special. I felt sensuously aroused, and as the wine flowed, my nervousness began to fade and I became more comfortable with the conversation around me. For the most part I let the men do the talking since I had very little to say. Even when I was younger I clammed up on fancy occasions like this one. 
At the appropriate moment, the soup bowls were removed and the salads served. The entrée of roast duck with apricot glaze and another handpicked wine came next, followed sometime later by three desserts, after dinner liqueurs and coffee. I was just about to take a sip of Grand Mariner when Garrison leaned in next to me and whispered. His voice had an odd ring to it that I couldn’t quite make sense of with so much noisy conversation around us veiling his words. “I want to see you in your Daddy’s study.” 
I looked at him questioningly. “Now? Why?” 
“Don’t argue, just excuse yourself politely and meet me there.” 
My heart skipped that clichéd beat; my nerves suddenly on edge again. 
I made my excuses, which were hardly necessary since everyone was contently enjoying the fine glow that comes following such an elegant meal. 
I must have waited in Daddy’s study at least ten minutes before Garrison finally appeared, and by then, I was more than a little scared. Despite the gaiety of the event, it had not been a good week for the magazine. Sales reports were off and I knew that some looked to me as the reason why. 
I breathed a sigh of relief when Garrison finally entered the study. I noticed again how great he looked in his tux, so handsomely official, so chillingly dominant. 
While I wanted to greet him affectionately, he held me off, strolling into the room with an air of curt command; something was definitely on his mind. “So…” He inspected one of Daddy’s Chinese vases while he formed his words, then he finally looked up at me. “You certainly didn’t think I’d let the night go by without punishing you? Especially when it’s so obviously deserved.” 
“Who says I’m deserving punishment?” I immediately protested, although I can’t say I wasn’t already twittering with excitement realizing what he planned to do. At that moment, however, Robert Harrington slipped in the room. I looked his way, feeling myself thrilling to the picture of authority he made in his jet black tuxedo, however the memory of that dreadful meeting with him months before suddenly disturbed what I initially thought was just another scene in our sexual play. 
“Rich slut here is disputing my need to punish her,” Garrison complained to Robert as soon as the man closed the door. 
“No, no no no!” I hastened interject. 
“Were you asked to speak?” Robert instantly drilled me. 
I stepped back startled by the force the two poured out on me. This was bad! I shook my head, now too afraid to open my mouth. 
Robert went on. “If the man to whom you owe your allegiance says you need to be punished, your only response is to submit.” 
“Yes, of course, I understand that…” I blurted out…immediately regretting that I’d said anything when Robert barked right back, rebuking my effort: 
“Again, you were not asked to speak!” 
“I’m sorry.” I must have been a glutton for punishment. 
“You’re damn right you’re sorry.” 
My heart rushed on anxiously. I looked at the door, worried that the sound of our voices would travel further than the walls of the room. 
“Oh, don’t worry about anyone hearing us, Ellie,” Garrison read my mind. “I’ve cleared this with your Daddy.” 
My face must have gone white with alarm. 
“No, darling, he knows nothing about how we’re going to tend to this little downturn at the magazine. But I did ask him to keep his guests in the dining room until we returned.” 
“This is about the sales report?” 
“Oh, it very much is,” Robert answered coolly. “It would seem that against the very competent advice you were given, you started a little experiment in advertising a few months ago that you swore would succeed. It obviously hasn’t. The way you went into that campaign is exactly the kind of thing that worried me about you from the start. Your stubborn insistence cost us market share.” 
“Yes, that came as a complete surprise to me.” I had no defense but that, and it wasn’t much. “But I have already planned to implement some immediate changes. Last thing I did before I left the office today was send a memo about our Monday morning meeting.” 
“That’s good. We’ll be sure your changes closely reflect our previous and very successful advertising plan,” he said tersely. 
“Of course,” I said. I felt as if I’d already been beaten. 
I could see that brutal something smoldering in Robert that I’d seen in his office when he warned me, although I sensed there was more to this scene than just the sales figures. 
“It’s my guess that the last few months for you have been a thrill ride of sexual adventure,” the man continued. “You have your daily orders, your quickie sex breaks, the chain to keep you focused, I’m sure there’s more. What you haven’t had is a good dressing down. This advertising slip-up is just a symptom. It’s time you were pulled up short, Ms. Rule.” 
Was that true? I looked to Garrison. 
“It happens,” he said, casually shrugging, as if it was no big deal, though we both knew it was. “When you’re young, full of spunk and ideas, your sexual juices flowing as they are,” Unlike Robert’s crisp behavior, Garrison’s manner looked nonchalant on the surface, almost flippant, “you get a little too full of yourself,” he chirped. “I’ve been a little distracted the last month, country hopping. Whether you know it or not, Robert has been keeping an eye on you. Word is you’re difficult to work with, sometimes bossy and otherwise a little grim.” 
This was not what I expected to hear and his words stung. But it was true. There’d been a lot of tension over the last month, and I’d had fewer scenes with Garrison to ‘calm me down.’ I felt a little ashamed, but also betrayed. It was my guess that punishment as part of the sexual agreement with Garrison was one thing, punishment because I was failing in my job—which I didn’t believe I was—was quite another thing. I took it personally, was feeling defensive, and that short-circuited any submissive feelings I’d earlier had. Any sexual arousal I had was quickly transforming into a slow, boiling rage. 
“Reporting on me?” I said, leveling my first volley. 
“Your behavior has been discussed.” 
“Behind my back!” 
“Not behind your back right now,” Robert interjected crisply. “You’re planning to make this hard?” 
I was so confused and so terribly emotional, I was about to break down and cry, but I refused, absolutely refused to look that weak in their eyes. 
“I’m sorry,” was all that I could think of to say while I tried to calm myself. 
“Yes, we know you’re sorry,” Robert said, “now come here.” 
I looked to Garrison, who I swear had a self-satisfied smirk submerged under his righteously indignant expression. He had to be gloating inside—the devious bastard, but for the moment, he maintained the grimmest of guises. His eyes infected me like poison and I shriveled under their glare. 
Turning back to Robert, I reluctantly moved his way until I was standing a properly comfortable distance away. He reached out and pulled me closer so our chests actually touched. He was almost a head taller than me, which meant that I was looking directly at the tiny buttons on his starched white shirt. Although I could no longer see his eyes without looking up—which I did not—I could smell his pheromones; even they reeked of the substance and charm that were natural to him. More than that, I could feel him, his breath, his powerful essence, that tremendously dominant allure. My legs felt like jelly and my heart just kept up its rampant beating. 
His one hand moved around me and rested on the bare thigh exposed by the thigh-high slit in my evening gown. At one time, I would have thought the dress indecently risqué. I thought it merely sexy now, but at the moment, I almost regretted how accessible it made my bare flesh. 
“I warned you, Ms. Rule,” Robert said. As his hand glided lightly over my bare skin, I trembled so I’m sure both men noticed. My rage had fled. Robert had seen that. The sexual energy between the three of us seemed to be bouncing off the walls. My own body was so dementedly exhilarated that I almost came. 
“I know, sir,” I answered in a breathless whisper. 
“You understand why I have to punish you?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
His fingers just kept going round and round, slowly inserting themselves deeper under my gown. He could have clutched an ass cheek and squeezed it firmly, but he preferred to tease me instead. Behind me, I could feel Garrison’s eyes watching the scene and relishing every minute of my ‘dressing down.’ 
“Nuance, subtlety, Ms. Rule,” Robert spoke softly. “The very first thing you need to learn. Respect is the next. A quiet, thoughtful respect will earn you the respect you want. It’s good I can punish you physically, so much easier than the alternative. And so much more effective.” 
Effective. The word seemed to heap on more judgment. Did I really need this so badly? And what was the alternative to punishment? 
“If a good sound paddling can wipe away your arrogance and the bossy edge of agitation that leaves your co-workers a little bitter, I will have done my job.” 
Despite his continuing rebuke, I felt myself about to cum from the feel of his roving fingers. My lips were parted, my breath short, my ass unable to keep itself from moving against his hand. 
Suddenly, he pushed me over his arm, bared my ass and reached for the paddle that Garrison held out for him. I saw nothing else because I closed my eyes in terror. The next several minutes were pure agony. The same terrible wooden paddle he used on me in his office months before came crashing down on my behind with the same ruthless intensity. He struck my ass cheeks a dozen times and stopped, then for a moment ran the surface of the paddle over my flesh until the worst of the sting faded. Then he started spanking me again, letting the cruel paddle pepper my skin another dozen times without stopping. The brutal bite rose up again, faster this time. 
I shrieked in spite of my efforts to squelch my cries. 
“Gag her Gar,” Robert ordered, when it was clear that I could not be silent. “Although I’d suggest, Ms. Rule, that you do your damnedest to keep quiet, or you will have an audience watching.” 
Garrison came forward and shoved a large rubber ball into my mouth, one with straps that he quickly fastened at the back of my neck. I opened my eyes to see his devious expression. “Hurt, huh?” he said, then he stepped back and rested one ass cheek casually against the desk behind him, watching. 
The break in the spanking was enough for me to hope that the pain would become arousing as it often did. But as if Robert anticipated this, his next dozen smacks felt more vicious than the ones before. Even the gag didn’t completely muffle my horrified response. 
Again, the man paused to slowly caress my ass with the hard wood before he began another round. By then I just wished he’d get it over with! 
The man’s physical strength was amazing; holding me over his arm the entire time could not be easy. On the other hand, I think his clutching me close to him kept me calm. I had little will to struggle. It would seem that his powerful essence put my body under a spell I could not shake. 
I took at least another four dozen strikes after the gag was forced into my mouth, although I’m honestly not sure exactly how long the rebuke lasted. Somewhere amidst the pain, I lost all reason, my mind skipped out. As frantic as I was to have this terrible punishment end, I played no part in its finish. My cries, my whimpers fell on deaf ears. 
When Robert finally set me on my feet, I was honestly surprised. Garrison was there to take me from him since I could barely stand up. I wanted to turn into his warm body and sob, but that wasn’t going to happen. 
Never had my ass felt so hot, so blistered, so raw. 
“Let me warn you, there will be bruises,” Robert said, as he pushed the skirt back again and looked at my spanked behind. “But I’m sure you’ll be able to sit. Take care of her Gar and I’ll see you back in the dining room shortly?” 
“We’ll both be there,” he said. 
As Robert turned to leave, Garrison added, “He’ll be joining us later in the attic.” 
This was the first I’d heard of the attic that night. Although the memory from my first initiation was still quite clear, I hadn’t thought much about it that night; I’d been so busy. I couldn’t imagine what the two men had in mind, but by the lusty tone of Garrison’s voice and the lewd twinkle in Robert’s eye as he acknowledged Garrison’s announcement, I had the feeling that the scene would be more sexual than my last fifteen minutes.” 
Once Robert was out of the room, Garrison made me look him in the eye. He chuckled, seeing the gag still in my mouth. 
“I think you look better without this,” he said. He carefully undid the straps behind my head, then dropped the ball gag on a chair and massaged my sore mouth. 
“Do I really have to go back to the party?” I asked. 
“Of course, you do. You don’t and I’m sure Robert will repeat the last few minutes so you get the message. You have a job to do out there, a very important PR job.” 
“But I must look ghastly.” 
“You never look ghastly,” he said sweetly. 
“No?” 
“Never, Ellie. You’re so soft, so beautiful now.” He stroked my face. “I’d really like to skip the party and take you to bed for the rest of the night, forget your Daddy, forget the guests, forget Robert…just you and me.” 
“Then why not?” 
“You know why not.” 
I sighed. “Can I at least freshen-up? If you really don’t want everyone knowing what just happened, it might be a good idea.” 
“You don’t need it, but sure. Just be back in the dining room, five minutes tops.” He consulted his watch. “By the way,” he stopped as he reached the door, “this is just the start. We’re going to be turning up the heat a little, darling. I’ve been too lax lately.” 
“Well, then maybe you should be the one to have their butt beat,” I lightheartedly sassed. It was nice to know I still had it in me to joke, although I did feel limp as a rag. 
“In your dreams, dear,” he chuckled. “In your dreams.” 
It had been a terrible scene, a painful one, but it was not without the ensuing pleasure I always felt after a good hard paddling. 
I’m glad I went to the powder room to touch up my face and smooth my hair; I looked a mess. But I did look more relaxed than I had in some days, maybe weeks. I wasn’t yet ready to face Robert’s accusations, but I could easily admit that punishment was effective in wiping out the edge that often turned me into a difficult woman to work with. 
*** 
The party that followed Daddy’s elegant dinner included more of the magazine staff and the press, there for cocktails and hors d’oeuveres, a much more informal event than the one that just ended. This year Daddy even hired a DJ to play dance music. Half of the great room and the foyer were turned into dance floors. I’d never seen the house as wild and fun as it was that night. 
It was nearly midnight when Garrison pulled me from the foyer and we took the back stairs to the attic. I immediately noticed that there was a mattress on the old bed, no bare springs this time. 
“I’m dying to see the bruises,” he said. “Take off the dress.” 
He rested his ass against the edge of the table and stared at me as I pulled down the straps of my evening gown and let it drop in a pool at my feet. I turned around so he could see what remained of my punishment in Daddy’s office. I was more than curious about it myself. 
“Nice, really nice,” he moved forward and pressed his hand on my very sore rear end. “I suppose this is why you were on your feet all night, hum?” 
“Maybe,” I said. 
As he lightly massaged me, I felt his claiming hands fire up my smoldering, erotic flame. He turned me around and dove for my breasts, his lips covering them with kisses, his fingers pinching my nipples. His hand went between my legs, and I gasped as my head fell back and the first wave of orgasm swept through my body. 
“My, aren’t we horny?” he said. 
“Ohmygod!” I breathed in, panting, my crotch shaking against his hand as I felt the pulsing energy course through me. 
“You’re one…very…hot…woman!” He drawled, his voice sexy and slow. He slid his hands up my sides, then slid his nails down my back. 
“Oh, gawd, yessssssssss,” I hissed. 
I felt another pair of hands join Garrison’s, attacking me from behind. I smelled Robert’s scent, the aroma of liquor and tobacco as he pressed his face into the crook of my neck. His one hand was sliding down my anal crack, while from the front Garrison fingered my slit, parting my labia and tugging gently on the chain. 
“I suppose we need to take this off,” Robert said, regarding the chain. “Bend her over.” 
The man was as anxious as I was, as Garrison was. 
I bent over Robert’s arm again, so Garrison could unlock the chain from its rear anchor. Once that was done the full weight of the thick links dangled loose between my thighs. The heaviness only accentuated the ache deep inside my sex. Lifting me to the table, Garrison opened my thighs and removed the chain entirely; it had been nearly a month since I’d gone without it. I felt light as air, as if I’d float away, but rather than feel free, it seemed I’d lost my anchor. But I had little more than a split second to contemplate the bewildering feelings before I was swept from the table and deposited on the bed. 
“Show us what you have,” Garrison ordered me. He stood over me, stripping out of his tuxedo. 
I wasn’t exactly sure what he meant, but apparently my open thighs and my hands playing over my body in the way an exotic dancer might entice her customers seemed to keep my lover happy. I raised my tits inside my hands, leaned down and kissed them, then ran my tongue over the smooth, white surface. I’d never done anything so overtly lewd. The tease made me smile as much as it seemed to entice the two watching men. While Garrison shed his clothes, Robert stood by watching, waiting. With his penis fully erect, Garrison dropped to the bed and pulled me on top of him. 
I suppose if we’d been alone, I would have whispered nasty, dirty things in his ear. I might have laughed as I seductively wiggled my pussy against his throbbing member. I know I would have been more demonstrative. But with Robert ghoulishly looking on, I repressed my jubilation in favor of a more subdued and murmuring sexual play. 
Oddly enough, it was Robert who next spoke. 
“I don’t suppose you’ve seen your ass, Ms. Rule,” he said, just as he moved in and stroked my bottom with his hand, reminding me how sore it was. 
I stiffened at first, then relaxed, finding myself enjoying the hurt and the feel of his hand and the expert way his fingers moved across that delicate flesh. 
“Lovely bruises.” I shuddered as I felt a finger move again into my anal crack. 
I was more than a little curious about what those bruises looked like; however, by then Garrison needed my hovering cunt. After prodding me playfully for some minutes, he poised the thick head of his erection at the doorway, grabbed me by the hips and shoved me down on his cock. His manhood slid firmly to my cervix, arriving with an inner jolt I could feel throughout my body. Leaning further forward on his chest, the pressure eased and the fucking began. 
For a moment or so I forgot Robert altogether, but when he began spanking my ass again, the memory of his presence hit hard. I remember moaning and grimacing in response to the stinging smacks. I remember the feel of Garrison’s day’s growth of beard against my cheek, and how I kissed his face, how my tongue skirted his lips. 
As Robert’s hand came down on my bottom again and again, my ass began to burn. But what I couldn’t do earlier that evening—transform the pain of the spanking in Daddy’s study into something erotic—I could do now. Every smack on my ass produced a spasm in my belly. I fucked my lover harder. 
Soon Robert picked up speed with his spanking hand; pain tore through my body and great sweeping spasms of pleasure followed. When he stopped, his hand went straight for my rear cheeks. Parting them wide, he pressed a finger against the opening and pushed. 
“Ahhhhhhhhhhgh!” I lifted up a bit in pain. 
Garrison brought me right back down and used my hole even harder. 
Something wet and sticky dribbled over my ass and into the cleft, where Robert swathed the substance about my anus. 
“Oh! Dear God,” I panted in anticipation. 
Robert knelt behind me, his thighs pressed in tight and his erection thumping my bottom. He ran the head along the crevice, then pushed it deeper in-between my cheeks. I felt it prod against the opening and with every thrust move a little deeper inside. My body responded by opening for him. Despite the fact that it would be a tight fit, I knew I would adjust; I wanted this. My desire was to please them both, to make amends by doing what women do when they want to keep a man around. I was fitting into the age-old pattern, trading sexual favors for ones in the world beyond sex. Of course, it wouldn’t work with this pair, but I could imagine; I could pretend. I could be their whore, their one-night wonder. Let them use me. This was a high I’d never felt, a power I’d never wielded. 
Ready to fuck my ass, Robert suddenly shoved his entire prick into my bottom. I lunged into Garrison’s chest. We stayed in that position, motionless for several seconds, then the two men began to move at the same time. 
“OH GAWD!” I began to scream. 
Prodded, pulled, slapped, fucked…the screwing continued with its erratic beat, its jarring jolts, its crazy rhythms. 
“Yes, oooooo, yes…” seething, hissing, I became lost in the battling back and forth, giving in to the sex I could in no way control. I was at their mercy, wanting something for myself, but too strained, too tattered and beat up to worry about my own pleasure. 
When Robert kicked into high gear, he grabbed for my hips and pressed me back to him, making Garrison’s erection almost fall out. I bore down harder, squeezed all my inner muscles, while still trying to relax enough to play both men’s games. 
Robert came with a growling animal sound coming from deep in his gut. The spasming pulse of his cock in my ass ignited in me new waves of desire. For a moment when he pulled out and tapped his wet cock against my bruised skin, I felt deserted. But then I quickly diverted my attention, pouring my passion into Garrison. My randy cunt milked his erection, while I kissed his mouth and face and held on to him and loved him with a zeal I’d never felt before. I was about to explode as he exploded in me, and that hair-trigger went off as he jetted his seed at the door of my womb. I took his offering into me as if I could taste it with my cunt. 
“Oh, yes, oooohh, yess, more, more.” I wiggled into him feeling my cum begin to move through me in a subtle wave. Then it suddenly struck hard in one great, bright, clenching spasm. Soft spasms that matched his last thrusts followed, until we were both exhaustedly spent. 
When I finally collapsed on the creaky bed beside Garrison, Robert was moving toward the attic door. He was as perfectly dressed as before; his hair combed back; his polished manner restored. 
“I’ll be inspecting your ass in the office come Monday morning. Long as it won’t cause any damage, you will be punished daily to keep your attitude in check. Gar’s idea.” 
Leaving me with that thought to ponder, he nodded briskly and moved out the door. 
Garrison and I rested together in the heavy silence, too exhausted to speak. The air around us felt hot and close. 
“Was I really that bad?” I finally managed after some time. “I mean honestly, Garrison? Tell me the truth.” 
“Depends on who you talk to.” 
“Or was this all just part of your game?” 
“Does it matter?” 
“I suppose it doesn’t.” Although this was not the answer I wanted. 
“You didn’t seem to have any problem enjoying yourself.” 
I gathered my thoughts a moment and then couldn’t contain my amusement. 
Garrison looked at me, seeing my impish expression. “What’s in that randy little mind of yours, hum?” 
“Oh, you’re right. I did enjoy myself…all of it.” 
“You mean getting pulled away from the dining room, your butt blistered, the dressing down… all that?” 
“Uh huh.” I smirked playfully. “I don’t think there’s anything you could put me through that I couldn’t handle.” 
“Oh, I wouldn’t be so sure.” 
“You can take the kid-gloves off. I’m not going to balk. As long as you keep things discreet and my face out of the papers…” 
“That’s your only condition?” 
I gave the question some thought. “Well…I’m not sure…but when it comes to these kinky things, I’m a natural.” 
“Don’t speak too soon.” 
“Well, have I really ever balked? Hum?” 
“No so far.” 
“Then test me.” 
“Test you? Really test you?” 
“Yes. You can really test me…something really down and dirty and despicable.” The sexual tension in me was already rising. “I don’t want to stop Garrison. I want more. This makes me feel. Feel things I’ve never felt. Test me all you want.” 
Garrison laughed. “We’ll see about that, Heiress. You may regret ever challenging me.” 
“I don’t think so,” I sassed right back. 
For the two weeks following Daddy’s party, my ass was paddled, caned, spanked and bruised. My butt bore these daily beatings with little grace, but always a hushed mouth. I suppose the treatment made me less annoying, more submissive and friendly, but I was never completely sure of the effect, since I couldn’t get straight answers out of anyone. Was I so much of a bitch that I needed these daily sessions? 
Although I was required to suffer, the after-effect rarely failed me. I remained ‘at the edge,’ the raw and willing subject of my lover’s, my sexual mentor’s attentions. Though this fact seemed a little disturbing from a sane point of view, I couldn’t remember ever being happier. 
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The night began as a normal evening out with Garrison, one of many in a long string that benefited from my daily ritual punishments in Robert Harrington’s private office. I seemed to be a lot more at ease after a few good whacks on my butt; and if I was not already erotically charged, I always returned to my office after our brief scenes feeling the heat of my punished ass create a favorable feeling of sexual desire all through me. I’d have to say that the sessions put a smile on my face—which seemed to put an affable grin on Garrison’s face as well. 
On that particular night, I met him right after work at a small Italian restaurant. He was already seated and sipping wine with his order of bruchetta. A smile broadened on his face as he saw me arrive. I settled in beside him, gave him kiss and laid my hand on his thigh; I was feeling especially horny. 
“Good mood, I see,” he said. 
“Good sales figures,” I replied. 
“Ah yes. Things are coming around.” 
“I hate to say that you were right.” 
“I promise I won’t gloat. How’s your ass, by the way?” 
“My ass is just fine, Robert is very attentive to my needs.” 
“Good, my awakening little slut.” 
“Hum, I like the way you said that.” 
His eyes danced mirthfully. “It’s going to be a long night, my darling.” He said it so sweetly, with his hand fingering my brown pageboy a bit, that I felt a jolt of excitement make me flush all over. 
“Really?” 
“Private party,” he added. 
“Whose?” 
“You don’t know the host.” 
“But something special?” 
“My, you are inquisitive,” he said, a little put out. 
“I should quit asking questions then?” 
“I think so.” His voice lowered. “Just remember that I warned you.” 
I was obliged not to query him again, but I have to say the way he added this last statement had me worried. He went back to his bruchetta, offering me a bite and acting as if he’d never issued his forewarning. 
I sipped a glass of wine slowly, while Garrison looked at his watch several times, then finally rose from his seat and pulled me to my feet. We were on the street walking into a quiet residential neighborhood—nice part of town; I had no reason to fear, at least not at that moment. 
We stopped in front of one of several older homes on the block and Garrison turned to me. 
“Wait here, I have to deliver something, then we’ll be on our way.” He pulled an unmarked package from his pocket and showed it to me. Looked like a CD. “I’ll be right back.” 
This seemed a little unusual, but the night was warm, about twilight, and the wine had put me in a mellow mood, so I wasn’t going to object to being left by myself. After Garrison disappeared inside, I stood with my back to the street, my hand on a brick pillar that formally marked the walkway leading up to the stately home. I spent the next few minutes inspecting the grand old three-story house with its broad front porch and dignified architecture, trying to imagine who might live inside. I was so consumed with my own thoughts that I didn’t hear a car drive up, or a door open, or the footsteps behind me, until a split second before someone clamped a hand over my mouth and an arm around my waist. 
I let out a little scream, “What the fucking hell!” I tried to shout, but my voice was muffled by the gloved hand. My panic did nothing to prevent me from being dragged from the sidewalk to a long black car idling in the street behind me. I kicked at my captor for all I was worth but the capture was so swift that I was easily contained within a minute’s time. A gag went into my mouth and a blindfold over my eyes. My wrists were bound behind me and my legs were bound at both my ankles and my knees. I could barely move. I imagined myself pressed against the floor of the car, my nose shoved into a wet, soggy-smelling carpet. I suppose I might have struggled, but I sensed I’d been drugged and my physical reactions were compromised by whatever substance I inhaled. My heart thumped madly in my chest—I wanted out and I struggled against the ropes, but then quickly lost my will to fight. I had to be scared, but I could hardly feel the fear. 
As the car drove off, I drifted in a stupor, wishing that I’d been knocked out altogether so I could avoid the miserable process of trying to determine what had happened. 
Was this Garrison’s doing? That seemed the most likely possibility since he’d deliberately left me on the street. 
Were these real thugs? The capture a real kidnap—tomorrow’s headlines: Rich heiress ransomed for millions? 
Was I just unlucky in this unfamiliar part of town? 
I had no answers to my questions for a long spell, although I had no idea how long it actually was since I seemed too intoxicated to tell. 
I did recall Garrison’s warning at the restaurant—yes, that was the most obvious explanation…or at least it seemed so. 
When the car finally stopped, a pair of great, muscled arms lifted me from my awkward position on the floor and carried me from the cooling night to some place warm. We must have gone indoors. I heard the murmur of voices all around me but couldn’t make out what they were saying. Nothing in my body seemed to be working right. 
When the man stopped, he plopped me down on a hard bed and there I stayed for some time. When I finally felt a human presence around me again, I realized that I was being unbound and stripped of my clothes. Again, I had no will to fight. Like some lazy rag doll, my lifeless, heavy arms and legs were lifted, moved, twisted, and my clothes were pulled at until I was completely naked. 
A metal collar suddenly clamped my throat, and for a moment the blindfold was removed. Before I could make out anything of my surroundings, the blindfold was quickly replaced by a hood that fit snugly over my face. I drank in the smell of leather and sensed the hood being fastened to the collar. Again, a feeling of panic started to rise within me, only to fizzle away as if I didn’t care. 
This had to be Garrison’s doing. Trust him, Eleanor , I repeated to myself again and again. 
No one would recognize me behind the hood… yes, that was good, I think. Surely this was what Garrison had planned—wasn’t it? It had to be, my fuzzy mind wandered on from thought to thought. I had to hope I was right. I prayed to God I was. I suppose I was anxious, but my emotions remained amazingly subdued, too unfocused to feel any dread or impending harm. 
The hood hid my hair, while leaving small eyeholes, breathing holes for my nose and an opening at my mouth. I could just barely see around me the distorted-looking bodies of two men, although I believe there were more people in the dimly lit room. The hood pressed against my cheeks creating an uncomfortable pressure 
Pulled to my feet, I found myself wobbly and hesitant to move. My captors didn’t care. After cuffing my wrists behind me and adding some sort of weight to the chain that hung in my crotch, they marched me down a cement corridor. Aging and yellowed, it smelled of mold and disinfectant. Thick, rough beams supported the dank passageway. A terrible heaviness pressed in all around me, while from some distance away, I could hear the beat of heavy metal rock music, beckoning us on. 
From behind me, I felt a hand rubbing the bruises on my ass—I imagined a female hand, as it seemed delicate and less invading than that of a man. I stumbled on, supported by the two men on either side of me, while the chain dangled ominously as I was walked, swaying with the weight as it tugged at my piercings. I feared the rings would rip out, but hadn’t the will to say so. 
Even with all this happening to me, I felt a strange but familiar sexual warmth settling in my body. A fluttering feeling occurred as the humid air grazed my naked privates. Unlike the rest of my physical responses, which were muted and vague, these feelings seemed more tangible and understood. My sensual hunger was quite clear to me. But I shouldn’t have been surprised; I was a slut for these crude things. Yes, certainly, this was Garrison’s doing. 
We moved through a door and stepped up three steps onto a platform that was roughly eight feet square. Everything was surrounded with black drapes; the light was dim and it was difficult to see. Between the hood and the low lighting I could make out blurred shapes and little more. Everyone was dressed in black. 
I was placed standing in the center of the platform and left alone for several minutes. One gruff voice, I could plainly hear, whispered to me, “Stay put.” 
Yes, of course. I could barely stand on my own let alone move. While left to myself for several minutes, I realized an ever-increasing excitement turning my apprehensions into a rush of desire. I could see myself suspended on the platform before a hundred leering eyes. The curtain would open; a block and tackle would drop from the ceiling; my hands and legs would be bound and the punishment would begin. I wanted that sweet pain so badly that my belly heaved at the thought of it. Rich pangs of sexual want came crashing through my midsection and descended into my crotch. Endorphins kicked off in the writhing, imaginary me. If someone had pressed their hand to my crotch at that moment, or pinched a nipple or pulled on my nether chain, my body would have spontaneously erupted into orgasm. It all played out in my head, a vivid wonder, the best damned show on earth. Elation bubbled up in me so I was almost giddy. 
I heard a commotion beyond the surrounding drapes. Any minute now, I expected to become the anonymous centerpiece of an obscene sex show. I would perform before a gawking mass of sadists and masochists like me in an ultimate dungeon scene sure to take me to places I could never fathom on my own. What I began with Garrison seemed to have no limits. And this was exactly what I wanted. My years of repression required an answer this extreme. 
Masochist… the word kept coming back to me. Is that what I honestly was? Was that the truth I’d been hiding from myself all this time? Had I shunned sex because I was so afraid of this? The questions came on me fast, but the answers would have to wait. 
Someone moved in behind me, while another someone appeared in front of me. Then the hardwood floor at my feet vibrated as the horrible screeching sound of wood scraping wood blocked out even the music. 
I suddenly felt socked in the belly and pushed to a chair behind me…although this was no ordinary chair. I sat with my back flush to a flat, straight board while my upper legs rested on slats. My ass hung out the back unsupported, however there were leather straps that secured me about the waist and legs. My legs were spread wide, my pussy exposed and my chest stuck out proud and high. My wrists—for a brief time uncuffed—were locked again, this time into new cuffs that were embedded in the board behind me. I could barely move a muscle. 
The shuffle of feet and bodies around me ended and the drapes began to rise. My bewildered horror and physical excitement increased. I realized only now that I was in the center of a cage of heavy steel bars about eight-feet square. Beyond the cage was the audience I imagined, although I could just barely make them out. A series of bright lights blinded my eyes and forced me to look down, so all I could see were shifting shapes. 
My heart thumped hard in my chest and my naked body was already sweating; I could feel my sexual juices leaking from my crotch in plain sight. A blush of shame heated my neck and cheeks even more. This was not what I imagined in my mind; this was something much more horrifying than that simple dungeon picture. And yet, the intensely sexual position of my physical body produced a volcanic heat in my cunt that could easily erupt with no more stimulation than I was getting now. 
“Ms. Slut, you in the chains, strapped to my bench, are you listening to me?” The voice came out of the blue while the rest of my surroundings, once a dull roar of music and voices, quieted. 
Was it proper to speak? I wondered, baffled. I gazed around, looking for a face; there was none. 
“Yes, it’s right to answer,” I quickly had my answer from that unseen someone. 
“Yes, I am listening,” I called out. My own rasping voice sounded strange and distant. 
“You can call me Master, slut!” the voice demanded. 
“Yes, Master,” I said. The word seemed odd inside my mind, odder still when I spoke it aloud. 
“Give her the nose ring,” the next command was for someone else, though the message only intensified my arousal. Moments later, someone clamped a silver-dollar-sized ring into my nose above the soft tissue at the base of my nostrils. 
“And clamp her nipples.” 
The nipple-clamps bit, but the greatest pain was at the start. Within a few minutes, the intensity eased enough for me to bear. 
“Thirsty, huh? Lips parched and dry?” The master spoke again. 
What was this—talking to God, or some bodiless spirit? 
I wasn’t sure whether to laugh or cry. 
“Yes, Master,” I answered. 
“Yes, Master what?” 
“Yes, Master, my lips are parched and dry. I’m thirsty.” 
“Give the slut a beer.” 
Someone moved in close to me, shoved a long-necked beer bottle into the opening in the hood and began to pour. I gulped as fast as I could, but some of the beer spilled out, dribbling down my chest. I wanted to stop—enough was enough—but I was forced to take the entire thing, or let it flow out of my mouth. 
Another body moved from the shadows to a spot just beyond the blinding lights. I could see a hulking form and make out a large and muscled man, but that was all. The harsh glare hurt my eyes. 
“Spank her breasts and that pretty pink cunt.” 
With the order given, two people moved in closer. The first stood directly in front of me and began hand-slapping my tits. First one breast then the other, back and forth, again and again; the pain was sharp and stinging. My cries hit the air, raising a turbulent sound until the spanking stopped. My breathing quickened, but I had no time to relax. Seconds later, my pussy felt the harsh sting of a wooden ruler smacking my pubic mound and the valley below. The strikes were leveled directly on the tenderest part of my flesh. I was so aroused that for a time, the spanking hardly hurt. I felt the sensation as pleasure and began to vent the feeling, moaning and writhing against the slat behind me as if I might cum. I was just that close. 
But then the strikes of the hard wood took a sudden painful turn, coming on faster and more viciously. My erotic feelings fled me and I began to cry. Fear and pain ripped through my body as I sensed there was no Garrison Tate looking on. No one to rescue me. Irrational as it was, I was certain that I’d been abandoned by my sexual mentor and was cast to a vicious pack of wolves. Even Robert Harrington’s presence at that point would have assured me that I’d be all right. But with each strike of wood again my exposed pubis, I feared for my life and my sanity. My emotions were out of control, one minute high with sexual excitement, the next overtaken by the frightening terror swarming my mind like an invading army. 
Then, suddenly, all was silent but for a faint echo of the previous minutes. I breathed a little easier and tried to feel the sexual fire in me again. I know it hovered close by waiting to reappear. 
Another beer bottle was forced into my mouth and upturned. I gulped hungrily, not realizing until then how thirsty I was. 
“Tell me what you want, bitch!” the belligerent man came on me again; this time he was crouched at my feet and I could see his face plain as day. The hard-set jaw, the remote and fearsome light in his eyes—his threatening visage had me worried. But it was a face now, a human connection, something to hang on to. Surely, he could see in my eyes the hurt and fear that settled there. His hand was in my crotch, caressing the soft, wounded flesh with surprising tenderness. 
I moved against it, unthinkingly, gasping inwardly as the fact of my arousal became clear to me and to him. 
“Tell me!” The command was no less intense than the previous one, but he did speak more softly, as if to me alone, as if to be kind. “What do you want from me?” 
“I want to cum,” I told him hopefully. 
His face broke into a terribly scowl and he pulled his hand away. 
“Bitch, you get nothing so sweet from me!” 
He stood up, towering above me. 
“You sorry, miserable, slut!” 
I quaked, terrified, as his venom poured out on me. Tears threatened in my eyes. Why was he saying this? 
“You want to cum, bitch? You want pleasure? Well, you give me mine first.” He took my leather-covered chin in his hand. “Look at me.” 
I didn’t dare not. He pinned me with his eyes. 
“Sluts like you disgust me. You play at this game, thinking you’re so good but you aren’t worth a lick. You lowly little shit.” 
I couldn’t help staring into those dark, demented, evil-looking eyes. A shuddering thrill coursed my body as if I actually liked being treated this way. 
“Your mentor tells me that you’re some rich slut.” He laughed at that. “But you know what I think? I think it’s all just a sham. You’re nothing but a worthless nobody. That true?” 
I shook my head no, not knowing what to say—and that was the wrong thing to do. 
“No? You think you’re somebody, somebody special, like we should be grateful that your sorry bitch ass is here to perform? You think that, slut?” 
Still speechless, I shook my head again. 
“What?” he laughed scornfully. “You don’t know anything, do you?” 
I stared expressionless, feeling weary and unsure. 
“Well, Heiress, you know what we do to filthy rich sluts like you? We take ‘em down, all the way down so they are groveling for everything they get. We make them suffer and we sure as hell don’t let them cum. You’ll be pleading for mercy before this night is out; I promise you that.” 
He shook his head and snickered. 
“Yeah, you come to my house, you play in my world, you’re going to get a dose of everything you’re owed, little heiress. And it ain’t gonna be pretty.” 
Now I knew it was Garrison behind this, but I had more reason to worry… the man called me heiress, he knew who I was. Did he know my name, too? 
“Madeleine, you come here and get the little rich girl roused?” He motioned to the sidelines and a waifish, blonde girl with short, feathery hair appeared, moving directly to my side. She fondled my privates with her fingers and almost instantly, I could feel my juices flowing out over her hand. 
“See what she is? Nothing but another lousy cum-slut,” he spoke to the audience beyond the lights, then he whipped back around and spoke to the girl, “don’t you dare let her cum.” 
“No, sir,” she sweetly answered. She peered up at me with an impish grin. 
Other hands reached in from behind and began to play with my breasts. Responding to the glorious feel of their hands caressing my flesh, I quickly drifted into a delirious and pleasurable stupor. The slow build brought me within seconds of a crashing orgasm. But those fondling hands suddenly withdrew. After that, my exposed and dangling bottom became the object of attack as several fingers began a sensuous massage of my back door, poking carefully at first, then those invading fingers sunk ever deep, opening me wide. Again my body felt the crescendoing swell of arousal and need colliding, and my orgasm threatened to explode despite the master’s vow. But just before that happened, the invading hand withdrew. I’d been denied again. 
“Oh, gawd, no, no, no,” I shook my head, groaning inside the hood. 
“What was that you said?” the master confronted me. 
I froze and looked up into his eyes pleadingly. 
He laughed a full belly laugh and turned to those behind me. “Bring her closer to the front of the cage. The slut’s had enough for now.” 
Over the next several minutes, two large men lifted the chair with me in it and repositioned me so that my open thighs were no more than inches from the bars of the cage. The spotlights were turned off and everything around me dimmed. I was blinded for several minutes as my eyes adjusted to the setting and I could peer at the room outside of my cage. The commotion died behind me, the master left, and to my left, I heard the sound of a padlock clicking shut. I turned just enough to see that I’d been locked alone inside the cage. I didn’t panic since the room beyond me crawled with people—some quite literally crawling—as the scene of an erotic masquerade ball played out before me. Most of those attending were dressed in some sort of fetish fashions, leather, lace, kinky costumes, slutty off the rack attire. Many were masked, while others wore heavy make-up, which disguised appearances as much. Some wore hoods like mine. Some were naked like me. 
As far as I could tell, I was the only caged submissive in the large room—which seemed to be an aging vacant warehouse. Perhaps it was a nightclub; there were spotlights and colored light arrays shining down from the ceiling. Above the music, I could hear the sounds of whips, of paddles, of screaming, sobs and laughter. Still delirious from whatever I’d been drugged with, my mind reeled on without focus, darting from one picture to the next. As the mind-numbing daze continued, my arousal abated into a slow, gentle roar, nothing as noxious as it had once been. 
I was relieved, at least for a time, that I was left to myself; I needed to catch my breath. It didn’t take long, however, before I realized how much my body ached. My arms cramped, my legs were sore and the two beers I’d quickly downed were now settled annoyingly on my bladder. I had to piss. 
When the attention in the room turned back to me, those outside the cage reached in and played with my body again, bringing back the rush of sexual feeling I momentarily lost. But my distress grew as my arousal climbed. Even with the hood on, it must have been possible to see the way I grimaced. Now outside the cage with the others, the cruel master peered at me, gloatingly. 
“What’s the matter, princess slut?” 
I refused to speak. 
He reached in with his large hand and began to fondle me as he had before. I rode his hand, straining against the ropes. The crowd around the cage grew bigger and more rowdy. They came with canes and prods, leather slappers and wooden slats. They might as well have spat on me. The master poked my belly with a billy club. “How’s that feel?” 
I breathed in sharply. 
“I think you like it.” He kept on poking my belly. Then he reached in a little further and shoved the blunt, rounded end of the club up my ass. I thought then I’d lose everything in my bladder; I could barely hold on. “What’s the matter, Heiress, don’t you like it?”
I shook my head. 
“Tell Master why you fret so,” he said, as if he were talking to a child, mocking me. I shuddered deeply, again feeling as if I was about to explode my body fluids, my cum and piss, all over the cage. 
He pressed my bladder with his hand. 
“Bet she has to piss,” someone else said. 
“Is that so?” he asked. 
I nodded yes. 
“Not good enough. You tell me you have to piss, I’ll let you.” 
I took a deep breath while trying to decide if I should give in. But his jibes and his prodding became too intense and I finally blurted out: 
“Please, Master, may I piss?” 
“What was that?” Of course he’d heard me. 
“Master, may I piss, please?” 
“Hum? I didn’t hear you?” 
The game was cruel but I had no choice but to play. 
“Please, Master, I need to pee!” My voice rose up. 
He turned to the crowd around me. “Did you hear that?” 
The crowd loved the game. 
“I’m afraid we can’t hear you, slut.” He started to walk away. 
“Master, Sir, please, I beg you,” I shouted, “may I please pee?” 
He turned back slowly and smiled. 
“Why of course. Go ahead and piss.” 
There? Piss right there. My eyes questioned him though I didn’t open my mouth. 
He laughed seeing my distress, then scowled. “Someone get a bucket for the bitch. I don’t want her dirtying my cage.” 
He turned away, while those behind him stayed. A bucket appeared in the hand of the blonde waif-girl and was set between my legs and under my crotch. “It’s the only way you’ll get out of there,” she whispered to me. “Trust me, I know.” 
Madeleine exited the cage, locking it again, while I contemplated my dilemma. The only way I’d relieve myself was to piss right there before the dozens who looked on. While I could barely hold my bladder, something stronger, some will, some tattered pride remained and when I actually tried to pee, I couldn’t force myself. 
More jeered at me, more reached in to torment me. My horniness waned as my discomfort grew desperate. I kept telling myself that I had to go… and finally, little by little, the tight clench in my body weakened. A drizzle of warm piss leaked. Then I closed my eyes and breathed deep and everything let go. My pee splashed against the metal bucket in a long, steady, noisy stream. I could see them jeering at me even with my eyes closed. 
All that I could think at that moment: if only they could see my face! 
With the hood on, I was a non-person, nobody, just a body, just a cunt and ass and a pair of tits. Yes, of course, master could call me an heiress and claim I was some rich-bitch society girl, but no one would know for sure. 
Inside my brain, this little voice kept screaming from afar— If only they could see your face, Eleanor. I heard that slutty, self-destructive submissive calling to me, shouting at me to reveal myself as the pissing little cum-slut. I wanted to expose myself! 
But, just as clearly as I heard that rebellious woman, my sane self called back to me, Dear God, Eleanor, what have you become? 
I became so lost in my thoughts that I didn’t realize I was no longer alone in the cage. The bucket had been taken away and someone pulled the chair back from the bars. Master crouched in front of me again. 
“So, does humiliation feed your lust, too?” he asked, as again he tickled my privates with his fingers. I thought for a moment that my sex had gone numb. The heavy weight still hung annoyingly from the chain and the sexual ache in me had been so great that I couldn’t feel much of anything. But then his human hand, the simple touch brought all the sweet sexual feelings back again and I wanted to cum. The need rose up angrily and I thought I’d explode, permission granted or not I’d explode and get it over with no matter what the consequences might be. 
I thought that one instant, but then the next a terrible pain rifled through my body. The clamps on my nipples were tightened down and the screaming anguish rushed through every nerve. 
“You want to cum?” the master asked me. 
“Oh, dear God, yes,” I cried. 
“Yes, I suppose you do, dear girl. I might even let you, if you can find me.” 
He stood up and walked toward the barred door of the cage, saying to the others, “Let her go. If she wants me, let her find me, long as she belly-crawls across the floor. Alex, you’ll hold the leash.” 
He strode off the platform where the cage sat and disappeared into the crowd. 
I was then released from the bondage chair, then the nipple clamps and the chain were removed. The ring in my nose remained however and so did the hood. 
With a leash snapped onto a large ring in the collar, the tall, gangly Alex pulled me off the seat. I collapsed in a heap and stayed there for several minutes trying to get my body working again. 
Alex finally tugged on the chain, “On your belly, slut,” he said. “Crawl on your belly and quick. The cage gets hosed down. Mistress Rita’s going to butt-fuck her bitch.” 
I tried to crawl on hands and knees, only to have Alex smack my ass with a long-handled paddle. “I said, on your belly!” 
I dropped to the floor and began to slither along the hard wood toward the stairs, then down the stairs to the floor of the makeshift ballroom and into the crowd. I felt as if he were leading me, when, in fact, I was navigating and Alex only kept me on the move. The crowd refused to part, so I had to wriggle my way around stiletto heels and jackboots and barefoot slaves as I searched for the master. Several times I was briefly stepped on; twice I was used as a footstool to help some female balance on her spike-heeled shoes. I worried that my fingers or toes would get stomped on by some a heavy-footed male, but at least to start, I managed to effectively dodge the feet. 
Although my groveling crawl became deeply degrading, the anonymity tempered the humiliation. Even though a hundred people feasted on my debasement, I played my part in secret. No one knew who I was. 
I belly-crawled my way around the room, sliding against the dirty floor, my nose picking up foul body scents and my lips practically tasting the scum the others walked on. Disgusting. Depraved. Still, I pressed on. Regardless of this degradation, I was as turned-on as I was when the master fondled me. Even as I crawled, the floor caressed my naked mound and reminded me every second that my arousal had not been satisfied, and was now only increased as I slithered on with Alex behind me, smacking my butt whenever he felt like it. I desperately wanted to find the man who held me in his power, but Alex liked to stop my progress, pulling on my leash and ordering me to present my butt. 
“Raise it up! I want a good whack at it,” he’d say. 
I raised my poor bottom as high as it would go without lifting my chest and felt not only his wooden paddle, but also the sting of whips, canes and even the rude smacking of a hand or two from those around me. When he decided I’d had enough, he pushed me down with his boot and tugged me forward. I slithered on. 
When I recognized one particular pair of boots in the crowd, my heart leapt anxiously. I was almost certain that they were Garrison’s. Like his, these were made of fine Italian leather in deep mahogany color and perfectly shined. 
I wasn’t sure Garrison noticed me at first, then I felt a sudden tugging at the back of my neck. He pulled me back and upright on my knees. I craned my neck looking into his face. He gazed back into my eyes but didn’t say a word. Any small encouragement now would have been welcome, but there was none. He pushed me back down and kicked me along with the toe of his boot; the feeling of abandonment was crushing. 
Another ten minutes of this horror followed until I finally recognized the master’s boots. I grabbed at his ankles frantically and held on. 
“What’s this?” he looked down. 
I peered up at him from the floor. 
He shook off my hands and lifted my chin with his boot. 
“What a dirty bitch you are now,” he laughed. 
Hot tears burned my eyes. 
“You seek me out. What do you want?” 
The words were caught in my throat. I could feel the desire welling inside me, but for some reason, I felt the humiliation more keenly at that moment than I had before. The degrading behavior seemed like a dream up until that moment; now it was real and repugnant. I disgusted myself, even as an anxious, grinding lust made my belly wrench with spasms. 
He shook me off. “If you fucking can’t speak, how the hell am I supposed to know what you want?” He turned away, almost stepping on my fingers. I reached out for him again and he turned back. 
“Master, please!” I voiced as loudly as I could to be heard over the sound of the heavy metal music. 
“Out with it, slut!” 
“Master, please, please may I please cum? Please…” I began to sob. “Please, Master, please.” I pulled in closer clutching his legs in my arms, even when Alex tried to jerk me back. 
“Cum? You want to cum?” he said looking down at me. 
He reached low and pulled me up. I could see the dust and dirt clinging to my body but I didn’t care. I was on my feet. Damn! The man was tall. A good foot or more above me, so I still had to crane my neck to see his face—to have him see my pleading one, half-hidden behind the hood. 
His hand reached in-between my legs and he toyed with the opening of my vagina. A finger delicately ran along my slit, then slid inside where it located that sweet bud of my “G” spot. I panted breathlessly, while my pheromones wafted upward. I could smell my own arousal along with the heady perfume of the master’s body. 
“Oh, please, Master,” I gasped. My body convulsed with fiery, burning spasms. I sank against his leather-clad body, sobbing, cumming, moaning as I clutched him to me. His hand was soaked with my juices but he kept on playing with me. He moved his attention toward my anus where another bright climax of feeling burst from me. “Oh, gawd, gawd, yes,” I hissed, while breathing in sharply. 
Finally, I collapsed against him and he held me. 
The crowd had seen it all and I didn’t care. Garrison had no doubt seen me, too, and I was glad of that, even proud of what I’d done. If this was his test, certainly I’d shown him that I could go as deep and far as a woman could go. If he thought me weak before, he certainly would not now. 
The master held me until at last he bent down and pressed his lips to mine for a long, slow kiss. Then we parted. 
“So, girl, you’ve had your night in hell.” 
“Thank you, Master.” I bowed my head respectfully. 
“That’s it, isn’t it?” he said. The crowd was still gathered around us, listening intently. 
I looked up. “I don’t know what you’re asking, Master.” 
“This is damn, fucking easy for you, rich girl, making your big show.” 
“No, Master, it is not easy.” I protested. 
“Oh, but I say it is. You know it’s easy, you have that hood to hide behind. How about we take it off and see what kind groveling you do then. Huh?” 
I shrunk back in fear. 
He laughed. “Got you on that, didn’t I?” 
“Please no,” I said, begging. 
“Oh, but how can you really know humiliation if you don’t show your face, let us know who you are? How can it get inside your gut and rattle around there if you play it safe?” 
My vanquished body heard his words and trembled with fear. The master saw my terrified response and grinned again. 
“Oh, you don’t want to play it safe, do you?” he said. “I think you want people to know. You want to share it… oh, yeah, I can feel that arouse you. I feel your desire blooming just hearing me talk about it.” He placed his hand on my belly. “Alex, unlock the locks.” Alex moved in behind me and began fiddling with the collar and hood. “Go on, unmask yourself, girl. Expose yourself. You think this world is going to judge you, huh? Do it. What happens in this place doesn’t leave here. You can trust that.” 
I shook my head, aghast, feeling as if I’d just been slapped in the face. “Please, I-I can’t.” I began to cry. 
He slapped me lightly. “No tears, girl. We don’t really care.” 
“I’m sorry, I can’t.” 
He viewed me critically a moment more, then shook his head. 
“Go home, slut, clean up,” he said. “You’ve had enough of this place tonight and we’ve had enough of you. And while you’re thinking about what happened here tonight, you might realize that you don’t belong here. Rich bitch, this is not your world. You can go back to yours thinking you conquered ours, but if you want to come again, if you want to do it right, you’ll show us some respect and let us see your face. The masks come off at midnight around here, if not before. You’ve seen my face the entire night. You keep yours hidden.” He shook his head. “It’s time for you to leave.” 
After all he’d earlier said to me that was scowling and cynical, these last words were free of bitterness. Just plainly stated facts. This was his world, his rules, and I didn’t belong here. 
Once the master said his peace, Alex walked me through the crowd toward the far end of the building and led me into a washroom. He removed the ring that was still lodged in my nostrils, then left, closing the door behind him. 
I looked around at the small room seeing my clothes hanging on a nearby hook. I reached behind my head and removed the locks from the rings and pulled the headgear off. I stared in the mirror. My face seemed misshapen and my sweaty hair was plastered to my head. I shook it out and tried to comb it, but that was a wasted effort. I gave up, deciding that I deserved my ragged appearance after what I’d been through. I managed to wash most of the loose dirt from my body; the rest would have to wait until I was home and I could shower. My simple, brown work suit seemed strange to me and not at all how I wanted to dress. I wanted to go back into that great, big, pulsing dungeon, but when I tried to peek out for one last glimpse of the alluring sight, I discovered that the door was locked from the outside. There was no way back. 
There was another door in the washroom that opened into a hallway. At one end of the hall a husky, leather-clad doorman stood guard. At the other end was the exit to the street. I guessed that I had no choice but to leave alone even though this lonely act seemed an absurd way to end a night of such savage and far-reaching extremes. 
After I dressed, I walked out feeling a little scared, wondering, hoping for Garrison. I had no idea where I was at first; the sky was pitch black and I could hardly see. I finally determined that I was in an alley behind the old brick monstrosity where a few cars were parked. 
“You looked wasted.” The voice stopped me short. I’d heard Garrison before I saw him. I turned to my right seeing him walk toward me, hands in pockets, strolling. 
“So, how do you feel now, Heiress?” he asked as he collected me. 
“I don’t know.” That was the truth. 
But he pressed. “Liberated? Revived? Ashamed? Used? Demeaned? What is it?” He seemed oddly cold. 
“Maybe all of those things?” I looked at him quizzically, wondering now what he was thinking. “How do you feel?” 
“How do I feel? Humph.” He still looked a little odd. “Funny you should say that.” 
“I mean you did set me up.” 
“You doubt that?” 
“I have to assume that.” 
“You’re right. I gave you to a friend who has a better understanding of these dark and dangerously sadistic things.” He seemed to be mocking the whole scene. “He put you through stuff I never could have.” 
Really? “Yes, and I followed every order… I did.” I felt strangely in need of defending myself. 
“I saw that.” 
Still, he seemed unlike himself. What was he not saying? 
“What’s going on?” I asked. 
“Nothing much. Just time to take you home, princess.” 
“Please don’t call me princess.” 
“Ooo, the treatment wearing off so soon, I’m surprised.” 
Yes, I was becoming riled and very scared. “Garrison, what is going on!” 
He refused to say a word as we walked to the car. The silence continued until we reached my apartment where he pulled up tight to the curb and waited for me to get out. 
I turned to him. “Tell me, please, Garrison, what’s going on with you? I did what I was told and now you’re… you’re…” 
“I’m not feeling so great about it.” 
“Why? This was your doing.” 
“Are you ashamed of yourself anymore? Does that figure into anything?” 
“I don’t know. I don’t feel ashamed now. Is that what you want me to feel? Are you ashamed of what I did? You want to punish me?” I wished he would! 
He thought a moment. “Naw.” 
“Well, then what do you want me to say? Say it, goddammit!” 
“I think you’ve proven your point, Heiress. I think you’ve awakened every bit of slut in that slutty body of yours. You can’t have any more fantasy in that raunchy mind.” He got a big grin on his face and said, bitterly, “You’re fixed!” 
“I’m fixed?” I was totally baffled. “What is your point?” 
“The point is, I think I’ve mentored you enough. It’s time for you to move on to someone else, if that’s what you want to do. Maybe Robert… maybe my master friend if you like.” 
“No.” I shook my head. “That’s not what I want.” 
He shrugged. “Too bad, hon. That’s what I want.” 
“So you’re breaking off our agreement?” 
“I didn’t know there was anything to break.” 
I knew there was more he wasn’t saying, but I was too exhausted to pry it out of him. 
“You know, I think I’ll go in, if you don’t mind.” 
“That’s the idea.” 
Oh, why so cold? I wanted to cry. 
I opened the car door, grabbed my purse and fled, running inside the building and up five flights of stairs to my floor. Why all the physical exertion now when I was so exhausted, I don’t know, but it’s what I had to do. 
I entered my picture-perfect apartment, with all its elegance and fine taste and stared around blankly. There was nothing out of place anywhere, the whole of it had been expertly decorated; its beauty like a fine jewel. I suddenly felt angry and very ashamed of myself as I compared the picture of my night with the reality of my life. Picking up the first thing my hand reached, I poured all my anger into the object and smashed the antique vase into the picture on the wall. The glass that covered the picture splintered and the vase broke in a million pieces. How ironic! The affair, or whatever it was we had, began with shattered glass. I laughed bitterly. Making my way down the hall to my room, I fell into bed and slept. 
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The office seemed cold the next Monday morning, although nothing had changed there. 
I guess I had changed, and probably Garrison too, but I wouldn’t know because I didn’t see him at work. He’d flown to Japan , an emergency, he informed me in my voice mail, which would take several weeks to resolve. Hum? Wasn’t that convenient. Did he have that planned too when he decided to dispense with me? When I didn’t go to Robert’s office for our regular morning appointment, he came to me about ten o’clock . 
“Ms. Rule?” His tone said everything as he opened the door and looked in, questioningly. 
“Didn’t Garrison tell you?” I asked him. 
“Tell me what?” 
He didn’t know. 
“Let’s just say that my agreement with Garrison fell apart. I think it’s time for us to end our morning ritual as well.” 
“Good enough,” he nodded, not even a hint of disappointment. “I’ll see you in the board meeting this afternoon.” 
Well, that was neat and tidy. Everything had unraveled so easily, one would wonder what had held the fantasy together so long. And what had I done to end it? That was the hardest thing of all to understand. Had I failed to read something in Garrison’s character? What did I miss? Of all the things that I stood to lose as our agreement collapsed, Garrison himself was the one thing I valued most. A strange empty ache resided now where I once enjoyed his special presence. I felt deflated, as if the last nine months had been some alternate reality and I’d finally awakened sane. Ashamed, sad, lonely, a hundred adjectives could apply, but none was quite as descriptive as empty. Just empty. 
I had my job, the bustling office, the premiere magazine, the perks, the satisfaction of my accomplishment—and I had accomplished much in the last few months. I’d even learned a bit more about what it took to be a good corporate executive. I suppose I’d had it spanked into me. But now that part, the hands-on discipline, was over too. 
I sat at my desk reviewing options and realized that in the cold light of day, the truth was obvious. Without Garrison, without the presence of his sexual force, I didn’t give a wit about my job. Not one fucking wit! Wasn’t that the cruelest irony of all? I had everything I ever wanted in my life, and now, with one small—well, maybe not so small—change, I didn’t care about any of it anymore. 
I let that truth dwell inside me for the next several minutes, then the ringing telephone suddenly jarred me loose. Within the next ten minutes, the action of the magazine swirled in around me: the dozen deadlines, a crisis in the mailroom, the accounting meeting later that afternoon and appointments with my editors. I didn’t have time to dwell on my discontent. There was work to do. Now was not the time for rash decisions, like quitting. I’d come around. I always had before when I felt my self-doubts creep in and shake me. Now, more than ever, I needed to prove to myself that I was worthy of this position. With or without Garrison’s help, I’d succeed. 
The three weeks after my night at the Dungeon Master’s masked ball were non-sexual. I’d spent the rest of that weekend obsessively masturbating to the memories of the extraordinary night. But after that, my sexual self seemed to close down tighter than a miser’s fist. I didn’t want to think about kinky sex, or sex in any form, and I particularly didn’t want to think about Garrison Tate. I was glad he was away. His presence in the office would only have been a bitter reminder. 
I was in for one hard jolt however, when three weeks into my celibacy, Garrison returned without warning. 
He popped his head in the door to stay hi, and at least sounded friendlier than the last time we were together. 
“Hi there!” Same sunny grin. 
“Hi, yourself,” I tried to stay cool. I hated that my body responded to just that small stimulation and was determined to stop the feeling in its tracks. 
“I understand things are going well here,” he said, moving into my office and plopping down in the chair in front of me. He looked as if nothing had changed between us. 
“I guess everything is okay. And I have plenty of people to remind me when they’re not.” 
All this sounded very pleasant, but were we going to say anything about that night? I wondered. 
“That’s good,” he said with a shrug. “My meetings in Japan were brutal, but I think the problems have been resolved.” 
“That’s good,” I returned. 
He took a deep breath and jumped from his seat. “So, I’d better take a look at what’s waiting for me here.” He turned to leave. 
“About the…” I started to interrupt his exit, but immediately thought better of it. I knew that it was Garrison’s affection I missed, but how could I mention that when he dumped me so abruptly? I had to assume that our affair was a game to him and nothing more. 
“You had something else?” he asked, looking back. 
“No, no,” I shook my head, “not really.” 
“Oh. Hum. Nothing about that night, huh?” 
Rather than fall at his feet and plead with him, as part of me desperately wanted to do, I cringed, a little afraid, a little angry. “What about that night?” I suddenly felt as if I’d been attacked but a swarm of angry bees. My stomach was souring, my face heating, my hands beginning to sweat. 
“You’ve had time to think it over?” 
“Of course. It’s over and done, Garrison,” I managed evenly. 
“Really? I wasn’t sure. I know I was abrupt. But, well…” 
“But well what?” I snapped. “Don’t worry. No need to apologize. If I need more sexual mentoring, which I don’t think I will, I’ll find someone who won’t pull out on me when I need them most. I certainly wouldn’t count on you.” The blast of emotion came totally unexpected—and it felt damn good! I realized that I never allowed myself to feel the rage after our abrupt parting. But it was real, very real. I could have said a whole lot more, but I stopped. 
Garrison looked at me worriedly, then said, “Don’t go doing anything foolish, Ellie.”
Now I was enraged, but was still able to keep some semblance of poise. “Stop, Garrison, stop right there. Not another word. Not another.” I wanted to scream at him, but I didn’t. “I have work to do and so do you.” 
That one small confrontation was all it took to unravel the tense knot that had bound me up those three weeks. I hadn’t lost my sex drive or my desire for kinky sex. I’d just put it on hold until I faced the hurt that Garrison caused me. That night when I went home, I hit a few pillows, sobbed until I exhausted myself, and then swore that I would not let the man’s judgments hold me back. 
Yes! Oh, yes! The truth hit me squarely in the face. That’s exactly what I felt that night, judged…judged, by Garrison Tate of all people. He’d been the one who set up the entire dungeon show and he had the gall to judge me afterwards and throw me away. The bastard! The friggin’ bastard! 
The next night I began to masturbate again. I bought a dildo; I experimented with a little self-bondage; I even wore a butt-plug to work one day, enjoying the freedom to make my own choices about what I’d do sexually and how I’d act. 
I did miss some things, like the feel of a paddle, or hand or cane on my bare bottom. I dearly wanted to feel that kind of punishment again. I even recalled the groveling spectacle in the dungeon, knowing it was something I’d do again…though maybe not so publicly. The master was right; that was not a sensible place for me to show off my kinky side. But there were things I could do on my own. And I would have another sex partner; I was ready. 
I had a particularly powerful fantasy about picking up a guy in a bar. Yes, it could be dangerous, but that didn’t seem to make an impact on my behavior. That Friday night, I left my apartment dressed as slutty as I ever got, wearing more make-up than usual, a tight-fitting, low-cut, green sweater, a snug leather skirt and a garter-belt and stockings—no panties. 
That was the night I picked up Casey Ingram, the night we fucked on the bridge and I made a date for a naked ride on his merry-go-round. His rough and unseemly world was the perfect tonic to put me back in an erotic frame of mind. I needed something wild. My body cried out for something new, something outrageous, but very different. Stumbling on my cowboy would be my salvation. 
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I dressed for him. I bought a denim skirt and wore another very tight, body-hugging sweater. My breasts spilled out almost to my nipple, though I made sure they wouldn’t. 
Casey and I slowed danced in a tavern, while those around us played pool and drank until they passed out or were on the verge of a bar brawl that would send everyone stumbling into the night outside. Casey had his arms around me with his hands on my ass, drawing my skirt up enough so he could feel the bare flesh of my upper thighs. My arms were around his neck, my mouth on his, open and searching. 
“Hey, take it to bed!” One obnoxious guy bellowed. 
We danced on ignoring him, until Casey finally broke away. “You said you wanted to see my sex machines?” 
“Yeah, I want to see your sex machines.” I was a little drunk, too. 
It was a short walk from the tavern to the carnival and the carousel building that he’d made his home. 
I took note of it, this time being far less disoriented; at least sane enough to see his modest surroundings for what they were. His bed was in the corner; there was a sofa, an easy chair and a kitchenette in the opposite corner with a small table and two chairs nearby. A place just big enough for two, I thought. Casey moved around the room and lit candles that seemed to be sitting everywhere. They made the place feel like a romantic bordello—or at least what I imagined one would feel like. 
“The candlelight changes things, doesn’t it?” he said. 
“Sure does.” 
I nursed the scotch and soda he handed me. Even though I hated the taste of scotch, it soothed me going down smooth as ice cream. 
Casey had gone into another room—I gathered looking for this sex machine—then appeared a couple minutes later with a strange device that I could see would take some explanation. 
“Down here,” he said. He was on the floor working with the moving parts. 
I joined him, feeling a sensuous glow warming my entire body. 
“Take off your clothes,” he said, sounding business-like and not at all seductive. 
I responded thoughtlessly, as if this was the way it would always be with my lovers. They command, I act. Piece by piece, I shed my clothes, becoming as naked as I’d been on the merry-go-round. I sort of missed that thrilling exposure, but I was intrigued by the strange machine. Casey took great care to see that it was positioned correctly on the floor. He looked at the ceiling several times, as though there was a map there he was following. Finally, his attention returned to me. 
“You straddle it,” he said, and he pulled me closer. 
While Casey held the fixed dildo, I mounted the box-like toy and sat down, letting the eight-inch prick slide inside my body. 
“This is different,” I said a little dreamily. It was already affecting me. 
“Let’s do the rear one too,” he said. 
He fiddled with his machine, then played with my rear opening, massaging the tight door with lubricant. Finally deciding I was ready, he had me lift my ass enough so that a second dildo could slide inside. I’d been this filled before by two real erections and that was an awesome experience. I sensed this would be the same, but a far different sensation. 
Once I settled in place, he turned on the device and I felt the dildos begin to vibrate. They began to move in me, slowly thrusting, but in opposing rhythms. When one went in, the other pulled out—though not enough to fall out completely. While I was getting used to the feeling, Casey moved to his feet and pulled out a square of the ceiling tile above me. A small hook dropped down which attached to a pair of cuffs. 
“Give me your hands,” he said. I again obeyed almost thoughtlessly. It had been nearly four weeks since I’d been bound in any way and I was more than ready to be put in bondage—and abused. 
My hands were secured inside the cuffs, then he yanked on the hook and pulley, lifting my torso into a tight stretch, all this while the two dildos moved in and out of my pussy and rectum. 
My arousal grew stronger by the minute; while the strangeness of the mechanical device no longer affected my ability to feel the erotic stirring it excited. I was turned on in every sense of the word! 
“Humm.” I moved gracefully with the pulsing beat in my crotch, feeling the rhythms take me toward a pleasurable climax. Before I reached that gratifying zenith, however, Casey upped the intensity. The dildos moved faster and more erratically. I can’t imagine they actually did this, but they seemed to expand inside my body. 
“Oh, dear gawd!” I started to scream as I began to cum. The intense feelings only amplified the more my nether regions gyrated on the fucking machine. More and more, the surges of energy seemed forced through me. I wanted to stop, but couldn’t. Then I wanted to go on and never stop. My mind was totally strung out and unable to think, and I experienced the most amazing feeling of being cognizant but out of control, delirious and sane at the same time. The machine went on grinding beneath my body after the first swell of climax came and went. I felt another climax building with no effort at all. But when Casey cranked the power up another level, the sensation in me soared almost painfully. My body feverishly gyrated; it turned and tossed about, pounded hard by the fucking dildos. I had little control of myself anymore. My cuffed hands actually kept me from spilling off the wild machine. 
I began to cum again, screaming now with no thought of anything but the surging energy. I felt an electric current sizzle through me. Not just pleasure, but pain seemed to explode through every nerve. 
“I can’t anymore! Please! Stop!” I finally screamed. 
Casey didn’t respond. He watched me writhe and pressed his hand to my face, which seemed to calm me for a time, but I still moved in the terrible erratic motion. When another hard spasming climax jolted my system, Casey finally reduced the action of the two fucking pricks until the machine came to a stop. While my body stopped moving, it seemed as if it continued to jerk and spasm for a long time afterwards. 
Casey released my hands and carried me to his bed, setting me on my hands and knees so he could mount me from behind. He entered my cunt first, riding it hard, but not to the finish; for that, he used my ass. I felt as if my entire crotch had been split in two and burned inside and out. I feared it would never be the same again. 
“It’s going to ache a lot for the next few days. In fact, you’ll probably get a little obsessed with riding my machine again.” 
I couldn’t believe that was possible in the hour after this first thrill ride, but I wasn’t objecting to anything. I was too exhausted for anything but sleep. 
*** 
Casey was right. When I woke up the morning following the amazing ride on his sex machine, I realized that I’d dreamt of it all night long. My body was already at the edge and I had to masturbate before I even got out of bed. 
The next few days were filled with not only the mental but also the physical memory of the fucking machine. Just once and I was addicted? I wanted another reckless ride. I dreamt of it being harder, faster, more intense. I wanted Casey to crank it up full blast. The thing did something to my psyche and my sense of being that rattled me, but was so wonderful that I had to have that feeling again. 
I went back that next weekend and rode the wild pony to the same delirious conclusion. Again, Casey cranked up the power, again I came, putting myself on an intense high until Casey decided that I’d had enough and pulled me off. This time, I stayed with him the night and in the wee hours of the next day, I took a second ride on the fucking machine. My body responded almost instantly to the powerful surges of energy, and my demented mind screamed at him, “Beat me!” 
I saw him staring at me wonderingly. 
“Yes! Beat me!” I repeated. My eyes must have glowed like those of a feral beast. 
He got the message and left for a moment, returning with a doubled leather belt in his fist. He smacked my ass first, burnishing the skin, and I screamed over and over in my cumming ecstasy. He moved to my front side and pelted my breasts back and forth with slashing, hard strikes, taking cues from the way I begged for more. Yes, this was the heaven I needed. The punishment, the pleasure. Everything worked together creating a feeling that afterwards I could only describe as bliss. Bliss—it seemed too weak a word, but it perfectly described the sensuous glow that settled in around me when the session ended. 
The act was perfectly selfish—of course, Casey got to use me afterwards any way he wanted. By then, I was pretty adept at giving head and taking it in any portal. 
All this seemed enough. For three weeks it seemed enough. But it was like a fix; my addiction; I had to go back. The fucking machine was all I wanted, all I thought I needed. 
The fourth Friday arrived and I went directly from the office to the carnival. I was particularly anxious this time. Just my mounting sexual energy I thought. But there was something creepy about the way I felt as I stopped my car at the curb. I couldn’t pinpoint the feeling, and at the same time, it didn’t stop me from making my way to Casey’s little den of sexual wonders. 
We ate pizza—his idea. Then I waited for my food to settle before I climbed on the machine. 
“You mind? I have someone who wants to see this in action.” 
“What?” 
“Just for a minute or two.” 
“No.” I shook my head, “I can’t do that!” He still had no idea who I was. He didn’t have at TV; nor did he read the papers or any magazine where my picture would appear. He didn’t seem to do anything much but fiddle with his machines; the fucking machine was just one of his many inventions. 
“Why not? The guy needs to see it demonstrated.” 
“Who is this guy?” 
“Name’s John. John Westerhouse. I first met him at one of those kinky sex conventions; he’s from back East. Looked me up and wanted to buy one. But he’s only seen the prototype; he needs to see the final version before he’ll part with his cash.” 
I wanted to believe this was a safe move, but even in my aroused state, filled with the obsessive desire to have my weekly fix, I couldn’t allow it. “Only if my face is hidden,” I said. 
“What?” Casey looked at me strangely. “Why’s that?” 
“I can’t…” 
“What you’re some bigwig in your other life?” 
This was dangerous territory. What if…no; I didn’t want to go down that road thinking Casey was capable of blackmail. 
“I’m no bigwig, Case, I’m just shy. I mean, I’d be so embarrassed if I met this guy somewhere. You know, it’s kinda private, between us.” I sidled up to him affectionately. “Please.” 
“Okay,” he chucked. “Would a latex mask do?” 
“You have one?” 
“Yeah, I just happen to have one. I wanted to take pictures of one of my girlfriends riding one of my early machines. She insisted on the mask.” 
“See, other women are modest too.” 
He laughed as he went into his back room and after some time finally emerged with a red latex mask. 
“Oh, how pretty!” I liked the bold red color. 
Casey fitted the mask over my head and I was immediately taken back to the dungeon and the leather hood. This fit even more snugly than that one, but it was more comfortable, more like real skin. There were no holes for eyes, just a place to breathe and a small hole for my mouth. 
“Just big enough for a cock to fit,” Casey explained, looking very much as though he planned to use that mouth hole and very soon. 
I climbed on the machine moments later while Casey fixed the wrists cuffs above me. Soon as he started the motor, I began to fly again and was lost in my erotic stupor. If anything, the mask turned me more inward. I forgot that there was even a man in the room—two men for that matter. By the time I heard the muffled voices, they sounded far away. As my body fed on one orgasm after the next, I wasn’t even curious about who was watching. Casey adjusted the power higher than I’d ever gone before. My breasts were bouncing before their eyes. My wet pussy slathered the machine with my juices, my muted cries still rose in the air beyond me, and I came and came again, and for the third, maybe fourth time came at the highest setting so far. I didn’t want him to stop it and almost cried when the machine abruptly halted. 
“I’ll take him outside to talk. You stay right here,” Casey whispered to me. 
Stay right there. I couldn’t go anywhere as long as I was still bound. 
For a few minutes I heard the sounds of distant voices. A solemn silence followed, then Casey opened the door and moved back inside. 
After he peeled the hood over my head and released the cuffs, I serviced his cock on my knees. 
“I shoulda just used that hole in the latex,” he said, laughing thinly. His eyes looked darker, and were filled with a terrible lust I’d never seen in him. But I understood. He’d gone where I’d seen other men go, Garrison and Robert to be exact…into a sadistic place. Any pleasure I derived from the brutal mouth-fuck that followed would be a masochistic one for me. But I could feel our relationship staring to take new turns I longed for. The fucking machine was good, but I still wanted more. 
After fucking my mouth until I gagged on his cum and I gulped it down, we lay on his bed and rested. 
“You know, I’m working on another machine,” he told me. He’d rolled onto his side and ran a single finger along my sweaty side. It tickled. 
“Really? Another one like this one?” 
“Nope. On this model you’ll be flat on your back, stretched out, legs open, knees bent, two dildos again, but also suction cups for your tits.” 
“Wow.” I turned his way, my interest piqued. Already my breasts ached. 
“You don’t mind pain, do you?” he asked. 
“Sometimes it’s all I want to feel.” 
“Hum? Maybe I should make you a spanking machine?” 
“Maybe.” My eyes lit a little devilishly. 
“How about I just spank you?” he asked. 
“That would do, too. But I’ve got to feel that it’s justified, not just for fun.” 
“Justified? As in you earned it?” 
“Yeah.” 
“What’s more justified than your coming down here and behaving like a tramp, huh? Dirty little whore that you are.” 
I love dirty talk when I’m horny. 
“Okay, I guess that means I deserve it.” 
“Damn right.” 
I didn’t have to prompt him more. He sat up, pulled me over his lap and began spanking me hard and fast with the palm of his hand. I don’t ever remember any plain old-fashioned spanking that was that long and that hard. 
Maybe I’d get everything again, I wondered afterwards. As I drove away from the carnival, my ass still burned as it wiggled on the leather car seat. Maybe. 
It didn’t occur to me at the time that I was going home to a faraway part of the city, alone. No man would be snuggling in my bed, or drinking coffee over scrambled eggs and muffins in the morning. My sexual adventure still lacked some important things, like basic honesty and a deeper intimacy. I guess I wasn’t ready for anything more either way. 
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I lay down on the bench of Casey’s new toy—the demo model we were all told, all meaning myself and several others in the room that I couldn’t see. We used the latex hood again since it perfectly hid my identity. 
I reflected back on the words of the dungeon master who challenged me to reveal myself on the night of his exotic ball. Some days, in fact, on many days, that was exactly what I wanted to do. I wanted to give up my fancy, corporate life, give up everything for the pleasure, the risk, the danger, and I didn’t care who knew what a slut I was. It was a good thought, but I wasn’t that brave. My conscience always kicked in—or maybe it was the words of Robert Harrington, who’d warned that he wouldn’t let me take the company down with my risky behavior. Despite the fact that he no longer disciplined me, I had the feeling he’d still be there to set me straight at the first sign of any careless act that would compromise the magazine. 
The latex mask was fine…I needed its protection. 
It was another Friday evening and I was prepared to adore another mechanical lover, while forgetting everything in my life that troubled me. Casey buckled my arms to the horizontal struts above my head. He wrapped a thick strap about my torso, then he strapped my knees and feet into stirrups that looked somewhat like those on a medical examination table—in fact, the machine’s design started with a used exam table. My crotch was splayed, exposing both my ass and my steamy, dripping cunt. I breathed heavily, feeling the weight and tightness of the straps remind me of how well I was bound. My breasts were placed inside a pair of rubber-coated metal cups, which would tighten down; their mechanical action designed to erotically massage my breasts. The more restraint, the more my gnawing arousal expanded. 
The mechanical part of the machine was similar to his original floor model. But if that one sent me to nirvana, this new one did the trick much faster, better and more completely. It wasn’t just my pussy and my bowels fully exercised; now my breasts felt a pulsing, erotic stimulation. I was powerless to control anything; my mind vacated while my voice, my screams rose unconsciously from the anguish and the pleasure. My psyche battled back and forth, not knowing what to feel or what to desire. I became lost in the endorphic high and remember little until I realized that Casey was ratcheting down the intensity to a point were I became conscious again. 
While returning from that incredible high, I felt someone tugging on the latex hood. I instinctively struggled against the action, but could do nothing to prevent the mask from being removed from my head. Seconds later, as I became aware of who stripped me of that protection, Casey revved the machine up again. I was cumming more, but this time staring into Garrison Tate’s eyes. I tried to scream. I wanted the fucking thing off! I wanted out of the room! Off the planet! Anywhere but in that room with that damned bastard hovering above me, lust, judgment and disgust pouring from his eyes. 
I tried to speak, but I couldn’t say a blessed thing! 
All I could do was close my eyes and try to prevent my body from feeling the intensity of the machine. I’d already been on it longer than I was ever on the other one. I could feel myself beginning to cry out. Apparently, Casey finally sensed my mounting distress and he slowly geared the machine down until it stopped. 
He leaned over me, lightly tapping my face. “Ellie, it’s done, girl. I’m sorry you’re upset here. I told him that you didn’t want your face seen. He shouldn’t have done that.” 
I didn’t want Casey to know any more than he had to about the other man in the room—it seemed as though the rest of his guests had left. 
“I just couldn’t take any more,” I said. “I want to go home.” 
“You don’t have to leave.” He looked worried as he began undoing the straps that bound me to the bench. 
“Yes, I do. It’s just too much.” 
He lifted me from the machine and helped to the bed, giving me a robe to cover my body. I lay silently while the two men talked—I didn’t dare look their way. Then Garrison left and I was alone with Casey again. 
“I don’t think I like the other men here,” I told Casey later. “They distract me. Make me feel all wrong.” 
“Okay. No problem. I’ll find some other demo girl. I will.” I could see that he was scared. 
Demo girl? What? Was he planning an infomercial? It all seemed pretty absurd for a time, but I eventually revived. He was very kind and more attentive to me than he’d been before. I suppose he realized what he had to lose. 
But why Garrison? Why was he there? 
“Why did he take off the mask?” 
“I don’t know. I never saw the guy until today. He was John’s friend, John Westerhouse. The guy I told you about.” 
“So, what happened to John?” 
“He stepped out for a smoke, along with the other two guys.” 
Which gave Garrison Tate the perfect opportunity to expose me. 
I managed to calm down enough to stay another hour. But we didn’t have sex; I think Casey was more worried that I was going to stop coming. We talked and he gave my shoulders a decent massage. He even walked me to my car when I decided to leave. Although I couldn’t wait to get home and ground myself in my own environment, I also knew I would return. 
I hadn’t gone a block when I realized that there was a car tailing me—a car I knew well. I pulled over and hopped out. Oh, I had a lot to say! 
“What the fuck are you doing tailing me here?” I cried as I charged toward Garrison Tate. We practically slammed together from the force of our collective anger and stood just inches apart. 
Yes, he was angry too, but that cold, distant anger. A judgmental anger. 
“Protecting you, slut girl,” he spat back at me coolly. 
“Protecting me? You lousy asshole. I don’t need your protection.” 
“And I beg to differ with you.” 
“Well, aren’t you Mr. High and Mighty. You pushed me into this sexual gutter, now you want to watch me grovel there, just so you can have the satisfaction of pulling me out.” 
He laughed. I hated that. “Well, that is a fine picture, isn’t it?” 
“Stay away from me.” I turned away and moved toward my car. 
“You keep this up, Ellie, you’re gonna get fired.” 
I turned back, seething. “What I do in my private life, as long as it remains discreet, has no impact on my job.” 
“You’re treading in dangerous waters.” 
“Maybe I like it dangerous.” 
“It’s time to stop, Ellie.” 
“You stay away from me, Garrison. I’ll do anything I want and I don’t really care what you think about it.” 
*** 
I returned to see Casey on the next Friday as I usually did; I needed another fix. He greeted me at the door but wouldn’t let me in. 
“Not tonight. I’m sorry.” 
“What do you mean not tonight? I thought we had a date.” 
“We did. But it got canceled.” 
“Canceled?” 
“Yeah, canceled, like it’s not going to work out.” He couldn’t look me in the eye. 
“You could have called.” 
“Yeah, I know. I’m bad about that.” He was strange; much the same as Garrison was strange weeks ago. 
“What’s going on?” 
“I’m sorry. That guy…” 
“What guy?” Then it dawned on me. “The guy that pulled the hood off?” 
“Yeah, that guy.” 
“What about him?” 
“He came here earlier today and handed me a check. I’ve never seen that much money in my life. He said it was compensation for my time. I said, sure, I’d stay clear of you. Not that it wouldn’t be fun, but… I could really use the money.” 
I stared at him in disbelief. “He paid you off?” 
“I guess you could call it that.” 
My mouth must have dropped to my knees. “I can’t believe it.” I circled around in a daze. Garrison paid Casey off. What the fuck… 
Casey wasn’t going to budge on this one, that was clear. 
When I finally caught my breath, when I could finally think of something to say, it was pretty lame, a meager, “Well, I guess that’s it.” 
“Yep, I guess so.” 
I walked away, listening to the door close with a finality that tore at my heart. I could see from the glow in the windows that Casey had his romantic candles lit. Maybe he already had another girl, another victim for his machines. A big lump caught in my throat as I stopped and stared at the white building where he lived, next to his wildly majestic carousel. Dry leaves and bits of dirty paper danced and jumped around my feet, multiplying the feeling of desolation and despair. The yearning in my heart was rich and full of passion. Oh, for another ride on that merry-go-round, or another spin on his wonderful sex machines. All that was denied me now because I was Eleanor Rule. 
That was it, wasn’t it? The bottom of all things. 
It all made sense now. Garrison’s swift end to his sexual mentoring. 
It was so clear now; why hadn’t I seen it before? How stupid could I be? The man was on Daddy’s payroll; what did I expect but that his loyalty would eclipse his own lust? His first, most important allegiance was to my father. He’d been given a mission to watch over and protect me, which was why he paid off Casey. 
I gazed around. Was Garrison out there now, watching me? Waiting to see where my reckless, wayward ways would take me? 
I didn’t want to go home. Home was lonely, a pretty place I hated. I liked Casey’s humble cement block home. I was even beginning to like Casey. I had my feet in two worlds; belonging in one, but yearning for the other, simpler one. 
The nearest bar was only a few blocks away; I’d been there once with Casey. I walked in feeling confident and downed two double bourbons before I even looked around the place. I hate bourbon. It was like punishing myself, maybe challenging the urbane heiress to gulp it down. I did happily. The woozy feeling came on fast, my head was heavy and light at the same time. I bummed a cigarette from the guy next to me and smoked it without coughing. My split personality was on the rise; so too was the crushing desire that didn’t get its fix. No carousal, no machines, no penance, no sex, nothing. 
I ordered another double of the same rotgut stuff, while the bartender peered into my eyes, trying to decide whether I was too drunk to serve. 
“I’m just fine. I don’t plan on driving.” 
“Better not, lady,” he said as he poured the drink. 
This one went down smoother than the first two. 
By then it was time to cast my net. I looked around at the available options, wondering which man had the fattest dick. They all looked scrawny, except for one hulking brute of a black man sitting in the corner, slowly nursing a beer. His head was shaved, his skin was a coppery brown and he was dressed better than the other men in the bar. There was nothing fancy about his grey slacks and khaki sport coat, but he looked far better than his competition. 
I pulled from the barstool and swayed my hips as I made my way to his table. 
I stared down at him and said, “You want a blowjob?” 
He looked up at me, big question marks in his eyes. 
“What the hell you sayin’, girl?” 
“You didn’t hear me?” 
“Yeah, I heard you. But what’s a nice looking woman like you doing here, in this place, propositioning me? You a hooker?” 
“No, I’m not a hooker!” I exclaimed. But I thought it over and smiled at him. “Although, I’d kinda like to be one now. What I really, really need is sex and I don’t care how I get it.” 
“I guess not.” 
I’m not sure I’d ever been that close to a black man, certainly not in a bar, not in a sexual situation. I could see in his eyes both hesitation and lust. I hoped my eyes, my body, dressed in its tight slut clothes, communicated my arousal. I wanted to suck his cock, his black man’s cock. 
He finally snickered. He understood what I wanted and rose to his feet. “Let’s go to my car,” he said. 
I thought the car would be some nasty old beater, but once we moved out to the street, there sat a black and white squad car. 
“This yours?” 
“Yeah.” 
“You’re a cop?” 
“Yeah.” 
I trembled while he laughed. I had no idea where to go from there. 
“I see. So I suppose you’re on duty?” My words sounded strange, slurred and distant, as if I wasn’t even speaking. 
“No, just went off.” 
“But no uniform, huh?” 
“Not that kinda cop. Fact is, this isn’t my normal vehicle.” 
“But, you know, I’m outta line… I’ll just go back in the bar.” I turned away. 
“So, I don’t get my blowjob?” he asked. 
“It isn’t against the law?” 
“Not any law I know of.” 
My heart was hammering my chest. My cunt trembled with need. 
We just clicked after that. He took my hand and led me trailing him to the squad car where I sat in the passenger seat, he on the driver’s side. When he pulled out his erection, I stared at it for some time, trying to grasp the meaning of what I was doing and the stark reality of the organ that was getting firmer by the second. 
I finally dropped my head into his lap and opened my mouth, swallowing as much of the big thing as I could. I’d had practice giving head, but there were scents and textures I wasn’t used to, a whole culture seemed locked inside that steamy member. I knew that I wanted more of it, more of him. I wanted to strip my clothes away. I wanted him naked. I wanted to climb on a big, thick mattress with his black body and fuck his dick until I passed out. Maybe it was the drink telling me these things, but my desire leap-frogged over any previous hesitation. 
Still, I couldn’t have what I wanted, so I took what I could have. The organ slid deep into my throat, again and again. My mouth sucked the muscle hard; my spit made him wet. When he rested a hand on the back of my head and began to groan, I started to feel a deep roar of satisfaction bring my body to the brink of orgasm. 
Oh, God yes! my mind screamed, while my mouth kept working. My hands jacked the shaft, loving the feel of his uncircumcised skin—too bad his balls were still buried in his pants. Soon, he moved his hand from my head to between my legs and stuck several fingers inside my pussy. I exploded almost instantly, riding on his big hand. I came hard. 
“That’s it, you get off, baby,” he purred real nice. “Get off on the black man’s fingers.” 
I came as I kept sucking, harder, faster, wanting his cum to spurt inside my mouth. While still feeling strong spasms wrack my belly, I felt his body give way. His penis seemed to detonate inside my mouth, jetting one thick stringy stream of cum after another. Again and again my mouth filled with his cream, until there was finally nothing but a wet drop or two at the tiny hole. I kept lapping it afterwards, licking his receding tool dry. Then, finally, my nameless black man pulled my mouth off his prick and lifted my head by my hair. 
“You got what you wanted?” 
“Yeah, I got what I wanted.” His spunk still clung to my mouth; I could feel the sticky stuff drying on my face. 
“That’s good.” 
I sat back and took a deep breath. 
“Thanks. I mean, really, thanks,” I said. 
“First time?” he asked. 
I looked at him quizzically. 
“First time you’ve had a black man?” 
“Yes, oh yes…and I’d do it again.” 
“But not tonight, girl. You gotta go home now. So do I.” 
I opened the car door and stumbled out, moving in the direction of my car. While fumbling for my keys, I heard his car door open and shut. He was on my heels.” 
“You ain’t gonna be driving, lady.” 
“I’m fine now,” I said, the words still garbled in my mouth. 
He didn’t argue, just wrested my car keys from my hand and, taking me by the arm, led me back to the squad car. Opening the back door, he shoved me inside. “Safer this way.” 
“You’re not going to arrest me!” I cried to him as he slid back behind the wheel. 
“Nice as you were, I think you need a night in dry-out. Won’t hurt you at all.” 
“I’ll call a cab.” 
He wasn’t listening. Then, neither was I. I passed out on his backseat and remember nothing more until I came to when the car suddenly stopped with a jerk. We were in the parking lot behind the police station. 
I remember little about the next hour. No arrest, no prints, no mug shots. But a lot of confusion and cameras, and my sodden body being swept away from one place to the next. Phone calls were ringing in my ear as I tried to stay awake, but I was only conscious by a thin thread. I must have repeated a hundred times over, “But I just gave the man a blowjob—a really good blowjob.” 
For reasons I wouldn’t understand until much later, there was a whole contingent of the city’s late night Press-Corp in that police substation: a shooting in the neighborhood, I’d find out later. What a score they made that night, a shooting and a rich heiress dressed like a slut, drunk and shouting, ‘But I just gave the man a blowjob—a really good blowjob…’ over and over and over. 
I felt Garrison’s strong muscles lifting me and holding me against his chest even as the cameras were still clicking all around me. At the car, his car, he laid me in the back seat and sped off as soon as he could slide in behind the wheel and get the engine running. He’d taken care of everything after he intercepted the police call to my father’s penthouse. I suppose I was lucky it was the first number they called once someone at the station recognized who I was. Lucky too that Garrison answered the phone. 
As I feel asleep in a bed in Garrison’s townhouse, all I could think of was I sure wished I could have said goodbye to the black man. He had such a nice, hard cock. 
I was so adrift that I didn’t even notice that there were cuffs clamped around my ankles and chains leading to an eyehook in the floor, locked securely with a padlock. 
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“Garrison Tate, you asshole!” 
I woke with a splitting headache and I had to pee. But what happened while I tried to make it to the door—the chain attached to my ankle cuffs kicked in and I was thrown back, off balance. My queasy stomach might have heaved if I hadn’t forcibly held it back. 
I sank to the floor screaming. 
When the door finally opened and a cool-headed Garrison appeared, I started in with a full attack. 
“You fucking asshole. I have to pee. What do you think you’re doing?” 
He didn’t say a word, but marched right out and returned with an oval, metal waste-can. “Here. Use this.” 
“You’ve got to be kidding,” I said as I sat up. My head was spinning. 
“I’m not. You’ve done as much before,” he said pointedly. 
“What is this? You’re keeping me locked up?” 
“Just till it’s safe for you to go out again. Suffice it to say, you won’t be going to work for a while. I think your Daddy will explain it as a needed sabbatical.” 
I shook my head as I finally comprehended what he was saying. It didn’t take a lot of smarts to know that I’d blown it bad with my reputation. At last. Finally. It certainly didn’t surprise me. Whatever he said, or explained I just kept shaking my head. 
“Are you listening, Heiress?” he finally shouted at me. 
“Yeah, I’m listening, sort of.” 
“Well, you’d better listen more than sort of.” 
“Don’t have to.” 
His anger boiled to the surface. I thought he was going to slap my face. 
“Yeah, you just get mad. Get pissed,” I baited him. “Go ahead, punish me. That’s what you want to do.” 
“Is that what you want?” 
“Sure. Why not?” I sassed. 
He was livid, removing his belt, while I snickered, taunting the anger from him with my own emotion, my own need for a righteous reprimand—I’d just never get away from that! 
He picked me up; I was practically naked. With one swipe of his hand, he flung my skirt up over my bottom. He sat down on the bed and pulled me over his lap, then let the doubled belt fly against my behind. My bottom burned and I howled. I wriggled and cried and wrenched my body as hard as I possibly could. But the man held me fast and close to his body. I felt his beating heart and, even stronger, the emotion welling from his gut, and deeper, more powerful than that, his tumescent cock pulsing against my hip. 
Still, I did not stop the all out war, nor did Garrison the smacking slaps of the leather belt against my naked rear. The skin burned. But soon, the blistering heat traveled inside me and I couldn’t help the eroticism that moved through every nerve and vein of my body. 
Garrison was stronger, bigger, more focused than me. In time, I would lose; I think I knew that, even as I was still giving my protestations an all out effort. I battled him until I exhausted myself. I realized then that my stomach was so queasy that I was about to retch. Garrison seemed to sense the troubling chaos in me and slowed the spanking, until he gave me one final, blunt smack. 
His one hand lay heavily on my back to steady me, while the other drifted down between my legs. He didn’t fondle me, but let his hand rest where my sex pulsed angrily. 
I thought he would say something, give me the lecture I surely deserved, the dressing down, the talking to I honestly wanted. I had ammunition to spit right back at him and could already feel the words coming to my throat. 
Suddenly, I wasn’t over his lap any longer, but on the bed with my back to the mattress. He fell into me and we were back to making love as we did in the meanest, nastiest times, kissing, biting, scratching, scratching back, biting back, groveling over the bed, anxious and driven by the powerful emotion. 
The chains on my ankles clanged; my feet got tangled but we kept mauling each other with little thought of anything else. His dick was hard and in my ass, my mouth, my cunt, fucking me in every possible position. I felt like a rag doll one minute and an aggressive Amazon the next. But to every angry or defiant play of power on my part, he knocked me back down, forcing my submission. 
I finally relented. I could have fought more, but I wanted to relent. I wanted his arms to hold me now and kinder lips to kiss my mouth, gentler hands to hold me, softness, peace, anything but the war. For a time, however, Garrison kept fucking me, fucking me hard. I waited for words of love, but none came. He fucked me missionary at the end until he was ready to shoot and then he pulled out so he could spray his ejaculate all over my mouth and breasts. 
He said nothing as he lifted off me. 
For a minute or so he sat on the bed beside me, silent, catching his breath. Then he stood up and walked out. 
Funny, I still had to pee. 
*** 
“Do you have any idea what your night’s little escape has cost you—and the company?” 
The opening salvo wasn’t promising. 
When he threw the newspapers in my lap, I understood just from the pictures and captions exactly what he meant. I didn’t have to read the stories. It was nice to know the fallout, I guess. Since we had sex, I’d been pretty much ignored for three days, locked in that room, chained to the bed. I’m sure he was too pissed off to talk to me. The second day, he tossed in a few magazines and paperbacks to read, but I wasn’t much interested in anything but reframing my life in my mind. 
Now that he was actually willing to talk, I sat up and looked him straight in the eye. 
“I’m sure it wasn’t pretty,” I said. 
“Wasn’t pretty! Oh, that hardly describes how the press feasted on your debacle… especially that nasty blowjob comment.” 
I wanted to shrivel up and crawl away, but instead I took a deep breath and prepared to listen more. 
“It’s going to take some doing, but we’ll phase you back into the magazine… after a sabbatical, a few months, then you can start with a ground level position at first, just to keep your foot in the door. You can’t run the show since you’ve lost your credibility for now, but you’ll work industriously for a year or two, people will forget and finally you can move your way up the ladder again. I’m still trying to decide where this can start…” 
“I’m quitting, Garrison.” 
“You’ll have to give up the big office. You father isn’t sure if he’ll put you…” 
“I’m quitting.” I raised my voice as I cut him off. 
He hadn’t been looking at me, but he looked at me now and finally responded, shaking his head vehemently. “No, no, you can’t quit.” 
“I can. I have as far as I’m concerned.” 
“No, Ellie.” 
“I’ll write a note to Daddy as soon as you break me out of this jail. I’ll fly to Paris on the first available flight and stay in Daddy’s condo until I decide where to go next.” 
I think he finally got the fact that I was serious. 
“But you don’t have to do that.” 
“I want to do that. I really, honestly want to quit. I want to fly to Paris and put this all behind me. From there, I have no clue what I want to do, but I imagine I’ll stay clear of everything having to do with Daddy’s business empire for at least the next couple decades.” 
“Ellie, this is so…” 
“So necessary. It’s about time that I found out what I want for my life. What I’ve had so far certainly isn’t it.” 
He looked deflated, even sad. And for the first time since I met him, he seemed at a loss for words. 
The cuffs and chains came off. I could finally shower. The next day I was in Paris , standing on the balcony overlooking the Champs-Elysées, smiling. 
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Three weeks later… 
I brought the groceries up the stairs to the kitchen. I planned a feast for my friend Renee, a five course French dinner—I was learning to cook. After three weeks held up in the condo nursing my wounded psyche, I needed company. Renee had lived next door to me in California when I was in grad school; she’d been taking art classes at Berkeley . Just the person I needed. She’d understand and she wouldn’t judge. 
I was putting away the vegetables thinking of the pasta dish I planned, when I suddenly felt an eerie sensation of déjà vu—something from my recent past. Peering absently into the living room, I jumped back and shrieked, the bags of vegetables dropped to the floor. 
“What the…” 
Garrison. It was Garrison. He turned around at the sound of my voice, just as he had in my office the first day on the job. 
“What are you doing here?” I asked. For the first time since I can remember that beautiful mocking smile radiated from his face. I felt a huge pang of regret and longing roll through me. 
“I’m here to see you.” 
“See me, and what?” 
“Bring you back.” 
I stared dumbfounded. “What? The prodigal daughter? The shamed princess? You want to gloat?” 
“No gloating. I want you.” 
I was starting to shake all over. My head felt faint. 
“Me? What’s that supposed to mean?” Was this some dream—had to be. Wake up, Eleanor, it’s just a dream. 
“It means exactly what I said,” he said kindly, not the man who tore through my body in a rage when we were last together. “I miss you. I made some big mistakes; I should never have let you come here in the first place. But the truth is I want you.” 
I thought I’d just been transported to the Twilight Zone. But until I knew for sure, I couldn’t afford to let my feelings get away from me. 
“Right. You want me.” I didn’t believe him. “Are you forgetting that I’m the drunken, slutty, poor little rich girl who has just ruined her reputation, not to mention her father’s. I’m sure I’d only mess things up worse,” I spat bitterly. “I’m sure I’d end up being as much an embarrassment to you as I am to my father.” 
“No, Ellie, that’s not going to happen,” he came back right away. 
“Oh? You think not? Why’s that?” I shook my head, this was so absurd. 
“I won’t let you mess up.” 
“Really?” 
“Yes, Really.” 
“So, how’s that work. You keep me collared and leashed my whole life? Put me in a cage—that worked nicely once.” 
“If that’s what it takes, yes, I suppose so.” 
“Right,” I smiled wryly. “You’d have to marry me to do that, Garrison Tate.” 
“Okay, then that’s what I’ll do.” He said it so fast, my head was spinning. 
“You’ll what?” He certainly had my attention now. 
“I’ll marry you,” he said. 
“That’s ridiculous. You don’t mean that.” 
“But I do.” 
“No.” I shook my head. “This is absurd.” 
“Maybe so, but I love you, Ellie.” He moved closer, carefully. I felt like backing up. 
“How could you love me after you left me the way you did?” 
“I didn’t know what was going on then… but you know when you have time to think, lots of time to think, things come to you…” 
“Yeah, go on…” 
“I finally faced why I hated that night you spent in the dungeon. It turned my stomach and I now know why. If you’re going to grovel on any floor you’re going to be groveling for me, not the rest of the world. I was wrong to set you up with another man. I want you to be my groveling slut, Ellie, not someone else’s. That was my mistake.” 
“Yes. It was a mistake. You hurt me, Garrison,” I said. I still could not let my guard down. 
“I know and I’m sorry.” 
“And saying that, that’s it? It’s all fixed?” 
He looked a little vulnerable now, less self-assured. “It’s a place to start.” 
I couldn’t answer him; I felt frozen in my shoes, my tongue tied in a knot. 
We stood there facing each other saying nothing for a long time. Then I shook my head sadly. So much emotion, so much to be afraid of… 
“Don’t you realize that I loved you!” I finally cried out. “I fell in love with you, damn you, Garrison Tate. You lead me into the path of an unrighteous life and then what do you do? You sorry soul, you judged me.” I could feel my anger gathering steam. Although when I spoke, it was more tears than anger; they fell like a much needed rain on parched ground. “You ass. You fucking ass!” I bowed my head and cried. “Out, get out, please!” 
Garrison was never one to follow anyone’s orders. Despite my plea, he made up the distance between us and pulled me close. My head rested on his chest, where I immediately treasured the warmth that flowed from him to me. 
“Daddy sent you, didn’t he?” I said between sobs. 
“No, Ellie, your Daddy didn’t send me. I came on my own. I’m in love with you, Ellie. I honestly am.” 
I looked up at him through my tears. “So, tell me about that—about loving me.” 
He stroked my head; his fingers gently raking through my hair. 
“I fell in love with you the good old-fashioned way. Watching you. Watching you move and tease and smile. Even the way you eat turns me on. I love your eyes, your hair, your perky tits, your fabulous mind…the way you think… I may not have done any of the right things before, but I’m doing the best I can now. And I can’t, I won’t see you fall into the hands of anyone who’s out to hurt you.” 
This felt so much like love. 
“Why didn’t you say this before?” 
“I don’t know. I’m a scoundrel, huh? Rogue mentality. I guess I’m a regular ass… just as you said. I’m not supposed to feel these things, but I do. It’s been hell without you. That’s the short and long of it. That’s why I’m here.” 
“Oh, but go back there? I don’t know.” I pulled away a bit. 
“We’ll stay here then.” 
“What about your job?” 
“Fuck the job.” 
“Garrison, you love your job!” 
“I love you more. A job’s a job.” 
“You’ve lost your mind!” 
“Loving you is losing my mind? It’s what you want, isn’t it? My love.” 
I couldn’t speak. 
“We’ll get married today, soon as we can. Would that show you?” 
“Garrison I don’t know what the hell I want. I’m still mixed up. What if all I want to do is run on the beach and paint and read and shop at flea markets. What if I want nothing but jeans and baggy shirts to wear? What if I want to dye my hair red and paint my nails purple? Or make babies that I coo at all day long and I rock to sleep at night. What if I want to work as a waitress, or do porn movies, or never, ever work again? Could you still love me, no matter what?” 
“What is this? You trying to talk me out of it?” 
“I still want outrageous sex, Garrison. The nasty stuff you took great pains to end. It’s not out of my system, not yet. Maybe never. If you don’t like me groveling…” 
“I said you could grovel for me, just not anyone else. Stop making this hard, Ellie.” 
“You can’t judge me,” I spat out my last condition with a trace of bitterness. 
His face turned a little cool. “And you can’t throw that comment in my face again,” he said. “That’s my only condition. Besides, I wasn’t judging you; I was fighting my own feelings. It’s what men often do, at least this one.” 
I hadn’t any excuses left, used them all up. How could I have asked for anything more from him than what he so sincerely offered? He loved me, and I certainly loved him—I think I had from the moment we met. 
“Okay, then,” I finally said. I was in a daze, but it seemed like a good daze. And though my mind was a blank, I managed to add as if I said it every day, “So, let’s get married.” 
I got drunk on wine that night as we honeymooned in the Paris condo. Getting drunk was really an accident; the wine was good and I just kept drinking, putting myself in a pleasant, if not a bit nervous, stupor. After all, this was my wedding night. 
When it was very late, and I was very horny and very happy, I stood in front of my husband and played his humble slave. “I’m yours,” I said sexily. I was so ready for sex. 
Seeing me so in my erotic submissive space, his lip curled derisively. His eyes danced with the evil I love and he coldly barked his first command. “So, on the floor, slut!” His voice roared through me. 
I quaked to my core and dropped to my knees, shaking nervously. I couldn’t wait for more. 
“Strip!” 
I shed my clothes as quickly as I could, trembling all the while. 
He took my chin in his hand and squeezed it hard enough to hurt, but not hard enough to do damage. “Now you listen up, slut wife,” his voice was clear and cold, thrilling me to the bone. “Now that the sweet lovey-dovey lines have been said, now that you’re my wife, my chattel, let’s make a few things clear, crystal clear.” 
I quaked even more, if that were possible. 
“You’re not done paying for your crime, and you won’t be any time soon. I want to know all about you giving that blowjob to the black man. In fact, you’re going to blow a black man in front of me, so I can see exactly what you look like with your pretty pink-white mouth shoved full of a thick black dick. I’m going to beat you hard because you’re still crying out for punishment. And when I want you at my feet, you’ll come to me when I call you, groveling on your belly like you did that night in the dungeon. You’re going to submit, Mrs. Eleanor Rule Tate, because that’s what you want most, and that’s what turns me on. I hope that’s what you want for your life, Heiress, because it’s too late to turn back now.” 
Oh, his words so bathed me with their appalling message that I was breathing raggedly, gulping air as voraciously as my body spasmed in reply to his speech. 
“Yes,” I panted, practically hissing. “That’s what I want, exactly what I want.” My body moved for him, feeling feral and catlike. I couldn’t wait for him to grab me and use me hard. 
For just an instant, I saw a glint of the old, sexy scoundrel in Garrison’s eyes, which gave me comfort. But it would be a long wedding night of terror and pain before I’d see his scoundrel smile again. 
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