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Prologue

The most passionate of love affairs grow out of excruciating lust, that feverish throbbing that begins deep in the body and soon rises up to overtake the heart, and finally captures the soul in its furious embrace. Sometimes it’s just a single glance across a crowded bar, a smile of tender empathy between friends, the brush of a hand against a thigh or the exhilarating high of fantasy that starts that infernal beating of desire.

       This love affair began differently than most, born solely from raw physical need, coupled with a fervent psychological requirement so suppressed that even careful scrutiny would not have unearthed it in Madeleine’s psyche. Never in a million years would she have guessed what lay dormant within her—until the moment that the fire exploded in her body. Had their paths never crossed would she have uncovered this well of grave secrets? Or would her life have been less profound, drifting thoughtlessly onward through the usual activities of life, toward typical conclusions? Romance. Marriage. Children. Middle-age. Death, eventually.

       So many things hinged on that capricious moment of her indecision aboard the yacht. In that one-act drama decisions were made without her choosing, the course of her life irrevocably altered and something deep and troubling within exposed – if only for a fleeting moment. Awakened briefly, then left to softly slumber until another fortuitous moment years later when, shaking off that uneasy sleep, that strange something once again made its indisputable demands. This next time the passion would refuse to be suppressed.


Chapter One

Summer 1995…

He passed by her desk. A wisp of her brunette hair was caught at the edge of her mouth while she intensely scrutinized the computer screen before her eyes, unwavering in her dedication to duty always. She wiped the strand of hair away and went on working. Robbie McKellar saw her for the umpteenth time, but this time with more attention than usual, enough to make him stop suddenly and abruptly turn around.    

       “Madeleine, the yacht is going out this evening, why don’t you come along?”

       For several moments he waited for her response, maintaining a winsome air of amusement. He was young, nonchalant, unguarded in his admiration of her. She would always be like this—more serious than he. His was a doting love from afar that until that moment had been left ignored, shunned perhaps; after all, this was a working environment where overtures of a forward nature were discouraged.

       In time, Madeleine slowly looked up, a bit befuddled as if it were unclear if she’d even been addressed.

       “Robbie?”

       Her eyes were a bit glazed over. But she was beautiful: high cheek bones, lustrous waves of brunette hair, perfectly formed lips softly brushed with dark pink. He’d savored her breasts on many occasions. What twenty-two year old man wouldn’t have given the sensuous abundance tucked inside her lacy bras a second glance, and then a third? He was quite certain that Madeleine Danes was unaware of her effect on men, or more specifically how her thin pastel blouses were often so transparent that what lay beneath them would be clearly visualized by any red-blooded male. That bevy of breast flesh could stir a man’s libido from yards away. Even now as she sat back in her chair, her chest sumptuously heaving as she took a long breath, Robbie could feel a gentle stirring in his pants as he glimpsed that beautiful bounty once again. How much longer could this gone on—his brazen lust—before he was forced to acknowledge his desire? Or act on that desire? So what that she was nearly twenty eight and he six years younger. They were both free of relationships, Madeleine’s latest relationship having broken apart three months earlier; she should be ready to date again, Robbie concluded.

       “You just asked me to…to join you on the yacht?” She looked surprised. In fact, she was stunned by the invitation—not that she hadn’t secretly fantasized about such an invitation on more than one occasion.

       “Yes, and why not? It’s a glorious day, and who the hell wants to be cooped up here in the office?” His big smile beamed beyond himself.

       “But I do have reports to do,” she reminded him with a remorseful look.

       “Right. I’m sure you do. You’re one dedicated lady. But you can play hooky for once. Who’s going to fire you?”

       “I-I…uh…” Unaccustomed to the attention, Madeleine blushed.

       Which only made Robbie’s smile more desiring. “Please come.” He sat his left hip on the edge of her desk and leaned in. “You’re a girl who needs a little time away. You’ll have a great time on the cruise, I promise.”

       At twenty-two, Robbie McKellar was still boyish, a fresh-faced youth with a cocky smile, the sort that wealthy young men who haven’t a care in the world can dare exhibit for the world. Not to mention, he was damned good-looking: a scant 5’ 10”, with a well-built body and unruly dark brown hair that went along with his trouble-free charm. His life would be a breeze from beginning to end, as long as he kept that smile on his face and his feet out of landmines. Fresh out of Yale the year before, he had a choice of occupations within the McKellar Companies, and decided to work for the McKellar Endowment; something his youthful idealism found suitable. It was also a lot less stressful than the cutthroat world of finance, mergers and acquisitions that the other companies in his father’s conglomerate were known for. Malcolm McKellar had been disappointed that his son was not working in the adjoining office, where he could take the fledging businessman under his wing, but he had given his son a choice, and he refused to manipulate the decision into one of his liking. Robbie hadn’t known at the time that he’d find the working conditions in McKellar Endowment far superior to the rest of his father’s companies specifically because Madeleine Danes worked nowhere else.

       “Listen, I’m not taking no for an answer,” he said when she failed to reply. He abruptly stood up and swooped in beside her behind the desk, did a quick save on her computer screen then pulled her to her feet.

       “I guess I have no choice,” she laughed.

       “Long as I’m the boss.”

       He was not actually her boss, but his name carried great weight, not to mention the warmth and charm behind his grin that had her too captivated to raise another objection.

       “But I do need to change,” she said, looking down at her smartly cut navy-blue business suit. This would hardly work for an evening on the water.”

       “My thoughts exactly, Miss Danes,” he winked. “Tonight’s a pleasure cruise. No business, just some good old-fashioned fun.” He took her by the hand and led her out the door.

       For a brief instant, the mention of good old-fashioned fun brought images of charades, card-playing, maybe even a vigorous game of Wii golf, however Madeleine was quite certain that none of those things were what Robbie McKellar had in mind.

***

Slung low in the sky, the day’s lingering sun cast a glow across the sound and bathed the yacht ‘Lani’s Dream’—named for Robbie’s mother Melanie—in an iridescent radiance that seemed almost otherworldly. This was not Madeleine’s first trip on the McKellar yacht. Once two years before—before Robbie—there’d been a Saturday brunch on board with the executives of the Endowment celebrating their third successful year. Much of that success had been due to the efforts of Madeleine Danes growing expertise in charitable outreach. This evening, however, would be a far cry from the blushing moments of congratulations on that occasion. Robbie’s friends were already on board, drinking and growing restless as they waited for their host. With everyone ready to take off, it wasn’t but seconds after his arrival with Madeleine that the 120 foot boat pulled away from the dock. No one expected the ship to return until well after midnight; even then, those on board were likely to sleep the liquor off in one of the several staterooms before attempting to negotiate the new morning, or the mainland. Perhaps this was not clearly fixed in Madeleine’s head when she first accepted Robbie’s invitation. At the time, it had seemed like a capricious escapade, fun she’d deprived herself of for months after her break-up with long time boyfriend Trevor Bailey.

       Robbie had insisted on driving, and then stopped by her apartment first so she could change her clothes. A summer day as hot as this one didn’t require a lot of clothing. White shorts, sandals, and a pink tank top, a light hoodie for later, seemed enough and she was ready to go. On their way to the dock, Robbie chattered almost compulsively about the last time he’d sailed to Florida aboard the sailing ship, before venturing into a non-stop monologue about why the Yankees were going to take the pennant over the Tigers. While tuning into his favorite radio station, he answered a cell phone call, making Madeleine a little nervous with all this activity in the midst of driving through heavy afternoon traffic. Once on the road that led from the highway to the Yacht Club she breathed a little easier, and by the time Robbie pulled the Jag into the parking stall, he had calmed. Once again, his blue eyes were riveted on her enough to make her blush.

       He reached out, taking her hand in his and giving it a firm squeeze.

       “Don’t mind my friends if they should get a little wild,” he warned. “They have a tendency to party hard, if you know what I mean.”

       “Don’t worry, I’m sure I’ll be just fine,” she brushed off his concern.

       He’d followed a strict hands-off protocol in the office, which made his affectionate touching now seem foreign and strangely titillating.

       Madeleine heard the music before she could survey the scene—her sight had been momentarily blinded when she gazed into the dazzling sunset, and she needed Robbie to help her board the boat. The music was a funky reggae, the drinks filled with rum, and her head began to swim with her first sip. That demon rum was never her favorite drink but the one that transported her fastest to the brief nirvana of inebriation. A few minutes after she felt that delirious high her stomach would begin to sour—a fact she forget about until it actually happened.

       Robbie was like an attentive pup, which made every bit of the evening feel like a first date, all nerves and jitters and hopefulness rolled up together in a breeze of sexual ambience. He had a reputation for playing hard, so Madeleine shouldn’t have been surprised with the level of inebriation of his guests—friends Jason, Carly, Zack and Rachel were soon dancing on the aft deck, moving erotically in ways that left little room for the imagination. Arms were draped over shoulders, asses squeezed and body parts unveiled—not that there was much clothing in the first place. The girls were wearing skimpy bikinis; the buxom redhead Carly’s a bright aqua stripe, while the blonde Rachel wore triangular patches of red over a small portion of her abundant tits, centered at her nipples, and another red patch over her pubic mound. The back of her swimsuit bottom was a string that disappeared into her anal crack. It was impossible not to focus on her swaying behind as her hips moved in languorous rhythms to the sound of the erotic music. When Zack’s large hand smacked the perfectly rounded mound of her left ass cheek, she giggled and fell against him until he pushed her back upright. Where his hand had struck a bright red handprint appeared against her lightly tanned skin. Delirious in her drunken state, she twirled around with her head falling back, her face to the sky, open and exhilarated. Finally with a gale of laughter rising up between the raunchy quartet, the blonde slid down Zack’s muscled torso to her knees, where she jerked down his swim trunks and took his thickening erection into her mouth.

       Blushing, Madeleine turned her head, while Robbie whispered in her ear, “Don’t say I didn’t warn you.” They’d been sitting side-by-side in a pair of deck chairs watching the show. Until Rachel went down to her knees, Madeleine was about to jump from her chair and start dancing herself. But this made her seize up just enough to shelve that plan.

       The blow job went on in front of her face for several minutes—at intervals she stared back at the scene only to return her gaze to the waters of the Long Island Sound. Finally, she broke out laughing, though her stomach had chosen that moment to turn sour and she was unsure what to do next. It was not that she was embarrassed, which she was, but her eyes really wanted a different place to focus. Finally, Robbie turned toward her and smiled, then gently took her hand in his.

       “You okay?”

       “I’m fine.” Which was exactly what she believed at the moment, even with Rachel and Zack having moved to a nearby lounge, with Jason and Carly about to join them.

       “You’re quite a brat!” Zack was playing indignant to his date’s petulant pout and gave her a few more hard swats on her ass.

       “You ass!” she blared, though in trying to pull from Zack’s grasp, her breasts and nipples spilled free of the bright red patches, leaving her ample tits to sway free with all their voluminous bounty on display. The blonde didn’t seem to mind, and soon her angry retorts dissolved into a fit of giggling laughter. Even when Zack began to slap her breast flesh back and forth she didn’t object. Something about the stinging smacks was turning her on, and when Zack fell back against the lounge, she climbed on, straddling his hips, freeing his cock and climbing on for her first jubilant ride. “Yes, yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me baby, fuck me…” she cried. Her body twisted from one side to the other, her long bleached hair whipped back and forth, until Zack grabbed a hunk and pulled her down to his chest. It was impossible for Madeleine to hear all the seething comments whispered in her ear, but it sounded as if he was taking command of the naughty vixen. He reached for her ass cheeks and squeezed, which caused her to writhe more vigorously against him.

       Jason, meanwhile, had sat down on an adjacent lounge and pulled Carly toward him. Tugging the aqua bikini aside, he began to lick her. Soon, she had falling against him with one hand roaming through his dark hair, her other holding onto his shoulder for balance as her sexual arousal became more intense.

       “Damn, baby, I love you,” she kept on in a breathy whimper.

       Already, Madeleine’s crotch was burning with heat in a pleasant sort of way. The music, the rum and the motion of the gentle waters managed to crowd out the anxiety mounting beneath the surface of her inebriation. A light breeze tickled the skin. She wanted to come—but not like this, not like Robbie’s whorish friends—she was sober enough to know that much.

       For a while as they tried to avoid the sexual scene taking place just a few feet away, Robbie engaged her in small talk about matters that she wouldn’t remember minutes later but enough to fill a menacing void. Finally even he would decide that his fucking friends were a bit much for a first date with the sexy but refined Endowment Coordinator from the office. He had to thank the reggae, the rum and her good-natured spirit for not ruining the date he’d dreamed about since he first laid eyes on Madeleine Danes months before. At last, in an effort to distance them from the sexual tableau, he pulled Madeleine to her feet and drew her to the far side of the deck where they gazed out on the water and the lush Long Island shoreline.

       “I hope that’s not too much,” Robbie said. “I mean if you’d like, we can move into one of the salons.”

       “I’m fine,” she smiled with an air of kindness after noting the look of anxiety on his face. She was about to take him up on his suggestion when suddenly the sound of a woman’s voice made them both turn back toward the deck where a pretty redhead was waving at Robbie and approaching fast.  

       “Robbie, darling!” the woman fell into his arms. She was small, a bit plump with a vivacious smile and mischievous eyes. She turned briefly to acknowledge the four fucking friends, then turned back and looked at Madeleine briefly. “Hi there,” was all she’d said, before her eyes came to rest on Robbie’s windswept face.

       “You don’t mind if I grab this guy away for a while?” she gushed, “I haven’t seen him in ages.” Even given her own inebriation, Madeleine could smell the liquor on her breath.

       The bubbly female pulled Robbie from the deck railing, fully intent on taking charge. Falling against his chest, her navy blue bikini top became dislodged enough to show a bright pink nipple before she laughingly tucked it away. “Damn thing doesn’t want to stay put!” she joked.

       “Sally, really, I can’t abandon Madeleine here,” Robbie tried to object.

       “Oh, she’ll be just fine. We have catching up to do, darling.”

       “No, really, she’s with me tonight.”

       “Then she’ll have to get used to your other girlfriends, won’t she?” she glibly came back.

       “It’s okay. I’m fine,” Madeleine offered, “I’ll just have a look around while you two catch up.”

       “See? What did I tell you, Robbie dear. She’s not half as smitten with you as you are with her. Maybe I’ll make her jealous and that will work in your favor.” She winked at Madeleine then commandeered the boy and moved toward the forward deck.

       “I’ll be back soon,” Robbie mouthed. Dragged off by the irrepressible Sally, he left Madeleine uncomfortably alone on a deck with two fucking couples and another couple she hadn’t seen before who’d just emerged from the rear salon. That pair had begun to dance with their hips locked in a tango as mesmerizing as the night itself. For a good two minutes Madeleine stood hypnotized by their show until she looked away feeling dizzy. Robbie had disappeared and with her stomach turning somersaults, she grabbed the rail and made her way toward the small salon at the front of the yacht. Once the door closed behind her she leaned back against it and took a deep breath, letting the cooler air of the dark room close in on her heated body.

       Maybe if she just sat a while she’d be fine. Her mind was spinning, thoughts tumbling together in a confusing mess. Then suddenly a voice leapt out at her so fast that her entire body jumped in fright.

       “What is it? The wild goings-on have you fainting?”

       Her eyes shot open and she stared across the open space, passed the well-appointed luxury cabin and its fine furnishings to where a man was reclining comfortably in an easy chair, sipping a martini.

       “Oh my, I’m sorry, I had no idea anyone was here,” she stammered. “I was just…just looking for the restroom.” The back of her hand brushed against her brow while she tried to rally back from the brink of complete madness. She pulled herself up, standing straighter.

       “Relax, I’m not going to bite. The john’s through that door if that’s what you want.” He pointed to the closed door on the far side of the room.

       Madeleine remained unmoving, forcing back the urge to retch.

       Then as if reading the truth in her pale face, he said with a smile that only seemed to mock her more, “Or maybe you need a bucket to puke in.”

       “No, I’m fine, fine. I just needed a breath of air.”

       “A breath of air you can get on deck. A little less savagery, that’s what you’ll find in here.” He suddenly sprung from his chair and slowly walked her way with the Martini glass in hand. He was a fine looking man, perhaps in his late thirties, his short sandy colored hair with just a touch of grey at the temples. He’d be more distinguished the more he aged, but for the moment, he was doing enough to send Madeleine’s sexual angst into further turmoil.

       “Savagery?” she repeated the word, as if to do so might help her conquer the weird sensations rising up inside her body. It wasn’t so much that she was feeling sick as overwhelmed. And the man in the white trousers, green tropical shirt, casually toting his martini did nothing to quell the feeling. It would seem that savage was a very good word to describe the moment.

       “Must be getting crazy out there,” he added.

       “Yes, just a bit.”

       This made him laugh. “And our Robbie has abandoned you.”

       “Not abandoned, really. He took off with a woman, an old friend…Sally I think. I suppose you’re another of his good friends?” Something about the possibility seemed unlikely, as she couldn’t imagine Robbie hanging out with a man this… well, settled or this old.

       “I’m an old friend of the McKellar family, Daniel Prothero,” he introduced himself.

       She had heard of him. A writer and newspaper columnist with national recognition, known for his wit and biting satire. “Madeleine Danes. I work for the…”   

       “The McKellar Endowment. I’ve known your name for some time.” The way he spoke, the way he looked so intently into her eyes—as if he knew the inside of her thoughts and had intimate knowledge of who she was. This too left her shaken.

       She had not yet budged from her position at the back of the door, and Daniel Prothero was getting closer with his cool, dispassionate saunter, dangerously close.

       “If you don’t need to use the bathroom, maybe you’d like to sit down? A drink, perhaps?”

       “Oh no, the rum has already made me queasy enough. But that’s not unusual. I should never have accepted the drink in the first place.”

       “You’re sure it’s just the rum?” He lifted his martini glass to the window looking out on the aft deck where it was possible to see through the dark glass and the half-closed blinds that the three couples were still going at each other, their clothes now stripped away. They fucked in the nude against the backdrop of the rising moonlight, their youthful bodies gleaming and erotic.

       “Here.” Daniel Prothero reached out and took her hand, leading her further into the room, between the plush white linen couches. She thought he might offer her a chair, but instead they ended up facing the windows where on the deck the couples were screwing, and beyond the railing the Long Island Sound skirted by. He stood behind her. “There’s really nothing to be afraid of about them. It’s just sex. The raunchy sort.” He said this as the two watched Zack slapping his girlfriend’s ass until it was a toasty red hue.

       “Really, Mr. Prothero, they are not my problem. I just drank too fast.”

       “Call me Daniel, please.”

       She could feel him behind her, the powerful force of his solid body, heat emanating from his loins, his breath hot against the back of her neck. She wanted to turn around, but he would be too close if she did, their lips too near.

       “Excuse me, Madeleine, but I get the distinct impression that what you’re feeling right now is very much erotic, desire leaping on desire, and you have no way to let that go. You and Robbie McKellar are on a first date, and for that reason you’d never screw him. No, you’ll wait for the fourth or fifth date for that. That would be a lot more appropriate, more reasoned in your mind, even if Robbie will be avidly urging you to that end. He’s young and without much restraint. But when you do fuck him, and I’m sure you will eventually, it will be good. Rich young boys like Robbie have plenty of time to study the moves. They have plenty of time to practice, and lets say, well, I’ve seen him in the locker room and he’s well-endowed enough to please any female.”

       “Mr. Prothero!” she whipped around, finding him to be just as close as she imagined, although he did take one step back to relieve the tension—but just barely. “I beg your pardon. This is not something I choose to discuss, not with anyone, let alone a total stranger.”

       He laughed. “Oh, don’t look so incensed. Makes you sound like a priss. Or is this whole scene really shocking for you?”

       “Your comments are way over the line.”

       “I’m sure for you they are.”

       She trembled miserably as her anger grew. “In fact, you may be the most objectionable man I’ve ever met.”

       “That’s quite a compliment. Thank you.”

       Would anything she said faze the man? She wanted to slap his face so much that he picked up on her impulse. Suddenly, his face darkened and his eyes narrowed with a menacing glare. When she lifted her hand no more than an inch or two, he caught her wrist. “I wouldn’t advise you do that,” he bit off tersely.

       She shook him off and moved away. She should have run out the door, but that would only have put her back on the deck with Robbie’s raunchy friends. Rather than heading off into another part of the yacht, she stupidly moved further into the room, making herself a captive of this man. He was like poison to her and yet she could not bring herself to disentangle from his presence.

       “Obviously you like my company enough to stay,” he noted with a wry grin before he returned to his chair and sat down.

       “I don’t like your company at all.” She took a number of deep breaths to calm her emotions. “But let’s just forget this ever happened, shall we? As soon as my stomach settles, I’ll leave.”

       “Suit yourself. But as far as forgetting this ever happened,” he said with mocking amusement, “I certainly won’t forget a woman as vibrant and passionate as you are.”

       She stared at him unable to reply, then nervously turned away, looking again out through the windows, though this time she chose to close her eyes and shut out the scene before her. She breathed in softly, trying to be as nonchalant as the man behind her, though all the while, she felt Daniel Prothero’s eyes riveted to her back as if they were boring into her soul.

       What the hell was she to do now? Managing some kind of exit would certainly be a fine idea. Set off to find Robbie an even better one. No sooner had these thoughts crossed her mind, than a door on the far side of the salon burst open and Robbie’s bright face appeared. “There you are! I’ve been looking all over for you.”

       She was so happy to see him. “I’m sorry, I was feeling sort of…” she didn’t finish.

       He moved forward concerned. “Are you okay?”

       “Miss Danes is just fine, Rob,” Daniel Prothero chimed in, “just a little seasick, isn’t that right?”

       “Yes, a little seasick,” she said weakly.

       “How about something to eat? That might actually help. There’s a buffet at the back of the boat.” He put his arm around her waist and led her toward the door. “You coming, Daniel?”

       “I might.” He saluted them with his drink as Robbie escorted Madeleine from the room.

***

Everyone was clothed for dinner, though the six previously fucking guests aboard Lani’s Dream looked pretty wasted when they came to dinner. Their raucous laughter was more muted; in fact, they seemed to be in a dreamy state of sexual satiation; their occasional erotic bantering did little to disturb the other guests aboard the yacht. Dinner was a gourmet barbecue where everyone milled around with drinks in hand waiting for the chef in his crisp, starched whites to serve up another delicious item straight off the grill. Grilled mango and pineapple, Jamaican chicken, Oriental pork, Thai beef.

       Madeleine remained at Robbie’s side, which seemed like the only safe place. Robbie himself was more attentive, having realized that his earlier absence had left her uncomfortable and even a little miffed. Several times he apologized for being sidetracked by Sally—who now seemed more of an annoyance than a friend whose company he welcomed. They remained at opposite sides of the deck, Robbie’s jaw tensing every time the woman caught his eye. Madeleine had the feeling that there had been an argument between the two before Robbie came to rescue her from Daniel Prothero. Daniel himself joined them some minutes later looking vaguely bored with the party, though he was certainly interested in the food. He stood next to the grill talking to the chef as he ate, then was joined by a couple who’d come down from the top deck of the boat. After a brief conversation, Daniel excused himself and went back inside. Before he left, he nodded at Robbie, ignoring Madeleine completely. She’d cast a few furtive glances his way, finding even his presence on the deck disturbing, and she was much relieved when he was gone.

       Buoyed by a full stomach, and with the effects of the liquor fading, Madeleine’s emotions finally settled from their previous uproar and she could enjoy the moonlit cruise. Though the rest of Robbie’s guests were still drinking heavily and the sexual antics were starting up again, they seemed more private now, with couples taking off for staterooms and salons and quiet corners of the yacht where their erotic play would continue in a less obvious way.

       Although Madeleine feared that Robbie’s drinking would soon make him as amorous as his friends, he remained surprisingly restrained. Maybe Daniel Prothero was right; they’d wait to fuck on the fourth or fifth date—if there were a fourth or fifth date. If they fucked at all. In her mind, there was nothing fixed about a relationship with Robbie McKellar, and nothing to suggest that it continue. This was just a night aboard the family yacht. A date; that was all. She held a valuable position with the Endowment and she could not afford to jeopardize her job with a lapse in good behavior. The night had proven to be quite an experience; the blatant sex and the strange introduction to Daniel Prothero had made it one she’d not forget. She hoped that the rest of the evening would slip by uneventfully, and yet she had a long while to go. At nearly twelve o’clock the yacht had not yet turned back.

       When Robbie offered her a ‘light nightcap’ – his words – Madeleine readily accepted. By then, they were seated in the largest of the salons, with several other guests and some of the crew who were taking a moment to relax. Robbie was soon engaged in a conversation with the first mate about recent developments in yacht technology that had Robbie thoroughly interested and Madeleine totally bored. After about a half hour, she rose to stretch her legs and find the bathroom, and since she’d just seen Daniel going up the stairs to the top deck, she assumed the bathroom in the small salon would be empty. She took off with a brief explanation to Robbie that he pretty much ignored, and worked her way through the center of the boat. Not a soul was in the small salon and she went directly to the bathroom. When she was done, assuming that the activity on deck remained quiet, she planned to take a walk outside and watch the moon set over the gentle waters of the Sound.

       She washed up, ran a comb through her hair and freshened her lipstick, exiting the bathroom and making her way to the salon door that opened onto the deck. Before she even reached the door, however, she sensed a presence in the room and was abruptly halted by a now familiar voice.

       “I see you found the john this time,” his voice raced right up her back then sent a shower of chills down to her crotch.

       She turned to see Daniel standing by the bar in the far corner of the room pouring another drink.

       “I didn’t know you’d come in,” she blurted out in surprise.

       “Just did. Can I get you something?”

       “No, thank you. I was just going outside.”

       “Nice night, plenty of stars and I think the moon is almost full.”

       There was none of the mocking tone in his voice she’d earlier heard, but there was a mood about him, a certain bravado that made her quake deep inside. She found herself unwilling to leave, even though she had little desire to attempt another conversation with the man. In their brief acquaintance he’d proven to have an odd and unwanted effect on her that she had no desire to encourage. And still she could not make herself leave.

       There was laughter coming from that same aft deck where the sexy couples had earlier cavorted. It rose up, a strangely beautiful female noise, then subsided, leaving the salon strangely quiet. It was dark inside, the room lit solely by the deck lights from outside. Feeling awkward and restless, Madeleine finally moved toward the windows and looked out on the deck, standing in much the same place she’d earlier stood when Daniel Prothero had moved in behind her. She contemplatively gazed toward the water trying to conquer her uneasiness. She hoped that she could be settled in the man’s presence for he’d be less likely to upend her again with his rude remarks. Why she didn’t leave was a mystery. In her mind, she’d reasoned that a little innocuous banter might set things right between them, and for some reason she thought this was necessary. Maybe the fact that he was such a good friend of the McKellars made this imperative. Her position with the Endowment mattered greatly to her and it wasn’t her style to make enemies of her employer’s friends.

       But despite her efforts at self-control, Madeleine couldn’t stop the quaking feeling in her gut, or her growing anxiety. But the opportunity for a quick getaway was gone. He was there again behind her, this time making no pretense of keeping a safe distance. A matchless need had begun to spark between her quivering thighs and he sensed this intuitively, just as he knew a lot of things about her.

       His groin was close to her rear end, then closer still, snuggling in against the soft flesh of her ass. She jerked, her nerves at a dangerous edge.

       “If I don’t say a word, you won’t have to say a thing, Madeleine. No need to worry about virtue or propriety. I won’t tell a soul.” His lips were very close to her ear. His hands like a conquering warriors’ staking their claim, one landing directly on her ass, the other coming around to her side in a near embrace.

       She gasped, having a clear picture of what he planned to do. She could have pulled away. She could have screamed. She could have turned and slapped his face, like she was unable to do before. But for reasons of which she had no comprehension, she wanted him right where he was, with his body tucked against hers and his cock beating hard against her bottom. She groaned unconsciously under her breath as her hips moved against his groin.

       With deft command, he reached further around and undid the button on her shorts, stepping back enough to allow them to fall to the floor. For a while he gently fingered the waistband of her pale yellow panties with his thumb slipping under the elastic and his hand finally sliding down her quivering skin. As he tugged at the delicate material, she could feel little spasms set off inside her body, ones he surely felt. As soon as her panties dropped to the floor and her ass was completely bare, his moves became bolder and more forceful. A rough massage began, then his fingers slipped deep between her crack where he continued the vigorous play. Finally, he began slapping her right ass cheek with firm sharp smacks. Shocking as the spanking was, she leaned forward against the window frame and spread her legs wide so he could reach deeper to where her pussy was pulsating with arousal. She could barely hold back the groans of pleasure. Shame made her blush a red as bright as her spanked behind, although no one would know that. The indignity of her position, the disgraceful behavior was forgotten—this was a stolen moment, a verboten act of lust, and one she would surely regret. And still, she did nothing to stop Daniel Prothero’s bold attack.

       What if Robbie walked in on them? What could she possibly say that would explain her letting a total stranger use her? Her mind was as much adrift with worry as it was with desire, but there was no stopping what her body so feverishly craved.

       “This is what you want, isn’t it, Madeleine?” Daniel broke his vow of silence to point out that fact, though the stated truth only made her crave it more.

       “Yes, sir,” she whispered back and his hand came down with an even harder smack against her stinging ass cheek. Then he stepped back to deliver the punishment against both ass cheeks, producing a fiery heat on her wanting flesh that seemed to have no end. When his free hand reached around to finger her slit, to engage her throbbing clit with a painful squeeze, her insides began to spasm fiercely. Her body bucked hard, teeming with uncontrolled pleasure, and her mouth opening for a muted cry of anguished joy. Every smack of Daniel’s hand took her deeper into the savage wildness of a sexual need she never knew existed. His command of her was absolute. His uncanny knowledge of her defied all reason.

       Two, three, then four fingers jammed their way inside her spasming love hole; his thumb pressed against her tight anus where she was yet a virgin.

       “Oh, dear god!” her head fell back as she quietly gasped.

       He fucked her hard with his hand, bringing on spasm after spasm from one conclusion to the next. His hand finally slipped out only to be replaced moments later by his tumescent organ, driving deep where his fingers could not go. The large prick filled the tight valley and once nestled in, he began to fuck her with the full force of his body banging against her ass. He grabbed her tits from underneath her t-shirt and rode her hard, while she responded to the fierce assault, coming even harder than before and milking his erection with a furious passion. When at last he exploded, she was crying, her mind terrorized by her outrageous act, but her body satiated in a way she’d never known with any lover.

       Their bodies remained fused for several minutes while they recovered, then at last Daniel Prothero withdrew, his sated body falling into a nearby chair. Too stunned to move, but too weak to stay on her feet, Madeleine’s legs gave out and she slumped to the floor.

       With a blanket of silence descending around them, the only thought in her muddled brain was: “Dear God, what have I done!”

       “Don’t worry, I locked the doors,” were Daniel’s first words.

       It took a long while for the message to register, and once it did, she finally revived enough to look at him.

       “You locked them … because? Because you knew I was in the bathroom? Why?”

       “I thought it would be a good idea to protect you from the embarrassment of being discovered.”

       “You planned to fuck me?” The truth dawned like a vicious rumor.

       “I didn’t plan a thing, but I also don’t take chances.”

       She fidgeted nervously for several moments more, then awkwardly made it to her feet, only to realize that she was still naked from the waist down. She snatched her shorts and panties from the floor and fled to the bathroom. Several minutes later, she emerged, restored to some semblance of order.

       “I’m sorry. This should never have happened,” she stated in a hurried whisper, then she moved quickly to the door.

       “What? You’re going to pretend it didn’t?” the passive Daniel asked.

       She turned back. “Yes. Exactly.”

       “Suit yourself.” He barely smiled.

The night was huge; the stars looking as if they were about to land on earth and come to life… or fall into the waters of the Long Island Sound. She was aware that the yacht had finally turned back toward the marina, although it was still some distance away. She couldn’t escape the night fast enough, but her only choices were to jump in the water and swim to shore or stay on board until she was safely back on land.

       She chose to stay, though she remained a long while on deck, collecting herself, sorting through the strange events of the night and Daniel Prothero’s amazing assault. Never had she felt more sexually alive, but never so ashamed of herself, and there was no way of putting the incongruent feelings into something that she understood.

       She finally made her way back to the salon where Robbie was nearly passed out on one of the couches. A few minutes later, they were back on shore, a revived Robbie whisking her silently back home.


Chapter Two

“Madeleine!” Robbie McKellar came around her desk, a smile on his face, though it was a nervous one. “Can I see you in my office?”

       She trembled a bit when entering Robbie’s hallowed territory. She should have nothing to fear but then she had no idea what the young man wanted. It was Monday morning after a harrowing Friday evening on the yacht from which it took two days for her to recover. She wanted to put the whole night out of her mind, though that was proving difficult, and Robbie was apparently not going to be of much help.

       “I am so sorry,” he started right in as she closed the door behind her and moved inside. He sat behind a large executive desk made especially for him of polished mahogany. For a man as young and fresh as Robbie McKellar, it didn’t look quite right. Maybe in a few years he’d finally grow up enough to match its authoritative and solid style. “Friday night was just not what I planned,” he went on.

       “It’s okay. Things happen,” she said with a cheery smile. She really didn’t want to talk about the night, especially considering how it ended.

       “It must have been ghastly for you, Madeleine. I was a real asshole running off like that with Sally, you have no idea what the woman… well, I don’t want to go into that bad scene. But then I was such an ass later in the salon. All that ridiculous talk with Jeff. You couldn’t help but be bored. I don’t blame you for wanting to leave.”

       “Really, it’s nothing,” she tried to assure him.

       “So, how about I make it up to you? A no drinks allowed night out, dinner in Manhattan… and I have theatre tickets. What do you say?” His eyes brightened, and so did his smile, as if another night with him was exactly what she might want. The ever hopeful, ever optimistic Robbie wouldn’t think otherwise.

       Madeleine considered the invitation, letting him sweat out her answer, then noncommittally asked, “So what’s the show?”

       He smiled bigger than ever, eyes twinkling seductively. “Les Miz. What do you say?”

       “Really?” Her eyes lit excitedly.

       He actually pulled the tickets from his pocket and held them before her eyes.

       “How can I turn that down?”

       “You can’t,” he hopped on her answer, knowing that he had her now. “You absolutely can’t, Miss Danes. I really made a mess of things, but I swear, this coming Friday night will put that all in the past.”

       “Well then, I guess we have a date.”

Madeleine left the office with a smile on her face. She couldn’t understand why she felt so exuberant about this. Robbie McKellar was not a man she’d ever entertained any serious thoughts about—he was way too young for her she would insist, anytime she found herself thinking of him in a sexual or romantic way. She had to admit that during all the fucking on the yacht, she’d hoped that he’d have been just a little amorous. If it had been him, not Daniel Prothero, taking her in the small salon, the night would have taken on a much different quality in her mind. Of course, that incredible scene wasn’t one that would fit with Robbie’s personality. He would have seduced her differently, no spanking, no assumptions, nothing as troubling as the savagery of that brutally wonderful fuck.

***

After dinner, Les Miz and a nightcap at a small bistro where Madeleine and Robbie ate sweet pastries and drank liqueurs with strange flavors, the couple checked into a luxury suite at the St. Regis, where Robbie proved Daniel Prothero wrong. He didn’t wait four dates to bed her. A long slow seduction would have worked just as well to have Madeleine Danes thinking romantic thoughts, but a glittering night in Manhattan did just as well. By the time they were in the room, they were already kissing like lovers. There was little doubt that she would be slipping out of the pale green gown once they were alone in their room. Robbie certainly did know how to woo a woman. In front of the windows, he stood behind her and slowly pulled the thin straps down her shoulders until the gown finally dropped to the floor and settled into a puddle around her pale green stilettos. 

       “You have any idea how much in love I am with you?” Robbie made his first overture, whispering in her ear as he stood behind her, gazing at the lovely reflection of her nearly naked body.

       “No. I don’t believe you’re in love at all,” she replied, a feeling of giddiness made her feel a little light-headed—that and the liquor. “But maybe a little in lust,” she joked. She was in a far different mood than she’d been on the evening cruise. Showering her with champagne and affection had managed to wipe away the awful remains of Daniel Prothero from her mind, so he was just a distant memory now.

       “But I am in love. Madly,” he insisted. “I have been since I first laid eyes on you.”

       “Oh, c’mon,” she giggled.

       His arms were nestled around her, his lips making a line of delicate kisses along her pale white neck. She shuddered visibly and shrank back against the warmth of his muscled chest.

       “I’m being honest,” he said, lifting his lips from her shoulder, then he returned to a fragrant spot right behind her ear, the place she’d dabbed a little Chanel before she left for the evening. “You know you smell expensive?”

       “I should, that bottle cost me a fortune.”

       “I have a fortune, Maddy, how about I share it with you?”

       The implication was enough to make her start. “What do you mean?”

       “I mean, I can’t get enough of you…I swear, you’re on my mind all the time.”

       “But you haven’t had me at all,” she objected. “How could you possible know…?”

       “All right, then,” he didn’t let her finish, “I’ll take care of that. You say I haven’t had you…it won’t take long to change that.” She could see the reflection of his lascivious smile in the window glass. Then, suddenly, he swept her up in his arms like a dashing hero and after a quick retreat to the bedroom, she landed in bed. She’d never known a man to undress so quickly. She lay back, watching in awe of his eagerness, while Robbie unveiled the hard muscles of his tanned physique. They seemed to gleam in the low light of the bedroom. Once he was stripped of his clothes, he crawled on the mattress between her thighs and stuffed her pussy with his raging hard-on. The initial burst was savage, Madeleine shuddering from the weight of his body and his terrible urgency to have her.

       It would take just a few hard thrusts of his erection for her first climax. But before he got on with the serious fucking, he sat back straddling her hips. The mesmerized Madeleine could not take her eyes off his beautiful physique, and for Robbie, the sight of Madeleine’s sensuous breasts was even better than his mind could imagine. The flesh was soft, of an almost translucent color, now a pearly glow in the radiant candlelit room. He reached forward taking her nipples between his thumb and index fingers and squeezed them gently, feeling her velvety pussy react almost simultaneously with his own throbbing cock. Her nipples stiffened into tight knots when he let go, and now too tantalizing to ignore, he dropped down taking each one in his mouth and sucking it hard until her pussy spasmed around his cock again and he began to move inside her with long, thrusting strokes.

       “Oh, god, you are fantastic!” he cried out as the rhythmic fucking began in earnest. The two made love in a passionate frenzy that seemed to rise up from long suppressed desires. The first climax swept through them all too quickly and they limply fell away. They caught their breath, chests heaving side by side in undulating rhythms. They knew they were not done—this was just the start of their long evening of making love. Robbie quickly revived and maybe ten minutes later, they were at it again, the pair coupled in a tangled embrace and rocking back and forth across the bed. This second time was more like making love, when tender kisses and a warm caress were as important as what took place between their thighs.

Robbie’s cock was very good, the kind that stands up stiffly for hours with no chemical enhancement necessary. He had plenty of desire and stamina, and he was too turned on to quit making love to the girl of his dreams, not after the first, second or even the third time. Not until well after midnight did he even think about taking a break.

       Madeleine must have come a dozen times, Robbie maybe four or five, when he finally sat back sighing. She thought perhaps it was time to sleep, and her mind seemed to fall easily into a dreamy and satisfied slumber.

       “You ready for something unusual?” Robbie’s voice suddenly broke into her reverie.

       “Oh, Robbie, you’ll wear me out…” she moaned softly.

       “No, not yet, not until I’ve tied you up!”

       When that bit of news suddenly sank in, she turned toward him. “You are joking, aren’t you? Tied up?” Her look of alarm only made him grin. “What? Like a damsel in distress?”

       Playfully wicked, eyes gleaming, he zeroed in on her again. “Exactly like a damsel in distress. I want to take advantage of you, Madeleine Danes.”

       “My god, Rob, you’ve already taken advantage of me!”

       “But one more time. Trust me, if you’ve never been tied up you’ll love it.”

       She giggled, a little delirious by then.

       Room service had delivered a second bottle of champagne along with a plate of cheese and crackers about two am, just enough food to keep them going strong and enough alcohol to keep their inebriation level at an elated high. Unlike the night on the yacht, the liquor worked in Robbie’s favor by keeping Madeleine buzzed enough to agree to most anything. Even the mention of being tied up went down well. 

       She may have exclaimed, “Tied up!” with a degree of shock, but she had no strength to protest when he pulled off the bed, moved directly to the closet and began digging through the overnight bag he’d brought with him. He’d come prepared with scarves, and lord knows what else. Madeleine could only guess.

       There were four tall, gilded bedposts surrounding the soft feather mattress, to which Robbie tied his bright red and orange scarves. The loose ends went around her thin ankles and dainty wrists until she was stretched out like a butterfly and tightly tethered in place. Robbie stood back, seeing the bound Madeleine breathe with life, her naked body glowing with perspiration, her breasts and groin rising sensuously with every lungful of air. He drank in the scent of the heady pheromones. Her muted sighs were almost musical in their quality.

       “Oh my, you were serious!” she gasped, when she tugged at the bonds. Only then did her mind grasp her predicament. She lay securely tied to the bedposts, vulnerable to Robbie McKellar and whatever idea his fertile mind had dreamed up. “I guess I’d better be nice to you,” she said, barely disguising her concern.

       “Worry not, beautiful one, you’ll be just fine. In fact this will turn into one of the most amazing nights of your life.”

       “It already has, but I have to admit, this has me scared.” Though she was trembling inside, there was also a little rush of excitement every time she tugged on one of the scarves.

       “So enjoy your fear, you’ll see what fun a little kink can be. I figured if I like it, you will too.”

       Kinky fun? She never would have chosen this herself, but maybe Robbie was right, the defenseless Madeleine had to wonder. And there was the kinky incident just the week before with Daniel Prothero…she’d not been able to shake the effects of that vigorous spanking—although in this case, as soon as the thought of those painful moments swept into her mind, she sent them back into her memory where they belonged. Still, it seemed somewhat fated that a whole new world of sexuality lay before her. At least this time it was with a much less dangerous man than her mystifying lover on the boat.

       “So, what are you going to do?” she meekly asked.

       Robbie’s eyes began to glimmer darkly and she saw him in a way she’d never seen him before. He’d not lost the playful quality that made him so appealing, but was he as ‘safe’ as she believed? She had even more cause to be concerned when he asked:

       “Ever been whipped, Madeleine?”

       “Oh, my God, no!”

       He’d already pulled out a thin whip, and on holding it before her, her eyes widened in wonder. There was a tightening in her belly, her lips were parched and she was completely speechless as she waited for what he’d do next. She was prepared to object—the words almost dangling from her lips—and yet as he started working the whip over her body, the strikes of the leather were not the painful ones she feared, but caresses almost as sensuous as a massage. They grew in intensity as the whipping continued, but by that time, Madeleine felt little pain—if she felt any pain at all—and the frenzied state of arousal that followed brought her close to an earth-shaking climax.

       Then, just as she was about to surge over the edge of her desire, an especially nasty cut of the whip on her inner thigh ripped her from the pre-cum reverie and forced her to focus on the terrible pain. She grimaced, angrily shaking her limbs only to have Robbie caress her body back to that beautiful state of arousal. So overwrought by the dreadful and amazing experience, Madeleine had no idea what to think or feel, no ability to know if she loved or hated this strange kind of sex.

       Yes, it was sexual, but in the most peculiar way. As the whipping went on, so did the amazing sensations of pleasure and pain that danced wildly through her body. She rocked back and forth as much as her bondage would allow, struggling one minute against the tightening scarves, so consumed by utter pain that she could not stand another sharp sting of Robbie’s whip. A moment later, she was rapturous once again, groaning and about to explode into orgasm.

       Without warning, Robbie suddenly dropped the whip, climbed on the bed and fell against her body for the final fucking of the night. By then, his pistoning organ was banging against a very sore crotch and Madeleine’s exhaustion made it almost too much to bear. She’d never been screwed so long in one single night—nothing had even come close in her experience. At least there was nothing to stop her climax this time. As Robbie ejaculated into her spasming hole, she bore down to milk his erection once again, her joy complete this time as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her tired body.

       Once Robbie was done, he fell away from her as he had before and they lay side by side, mindless in their post-cum trance.

       “Could you please, Robbie—,” Madeleine finally broached the subject of her bound limbs.

       He could barely pull himself from the bed, but when he did, he smiled. “Damn, girl, you were perfect, absolutely perfect.” He moved around the bed, loosening the knots and releasing her. After tossing the scarves to the floor, he pulled back the covers and climbed inside, falling quickly to sleep.

       With the bondage still very much on her mind, it took Madeleine a little longer to fall asleep. Her mind was overwrought with questions. What had she done? What had she allowed him to do to her? How appalling was the bondage; how wonderful at the same time. She lay on her side facing Robbie as he slept, rubbing her wrists where the scarves had made deep indentations. The strangest feeling of desire and surrender seemed to have lodged itself inside that indented flesh. The feelings were almost orgasmic in nature and quite different from anything she’d ever felt.

       Watching Robbie, she saw his peaceful slumber as a sign that he was still the same, sane and fun-loving Robbie she knew. What exactly did this ‘kink’ in his character mean, she wasn’t sure, neither was she sure what to make of her own response. On another night, she might have lain awake for some time contemplating the unanswered questions. But after her initial deliberations, sleep soon grabbed her mind away and plunged her into wildly vivid and sexual dreams that she would only barely recall the next morning.

It was nearly noon before Robbie awakened after a scant six hours of sleep. Madeleine was still sleeping, which was fine with him; he had plans to make. When he finally awakened Madeleine at nearly one o’clock, it was to present her with a breakfast tray, a plate of steamy eggs, buttered muffins and a parfait glass filled with fresh summer berries. A tall bud vase held a single blush red rose, while the showy bouquet from which it had been plucked was sitting on the bedside table.

       “Robbie! This is so sweet of you!” She sat up, smiling like a new bride. Her hungry stomach took note as well.

       “Hey, I’m a sweet guy, what can I say?” His face darkened. “I didn’t forget what I did last night. I hope I didn’t hurt you too much. I got going…and well, you were so…”

       She remembered back to the scarves and the little whip, for a moment, massaging her wrists with the memories of her bondage returning, as fresh as that fragrant red rose. “Yes, that was quite an experience.” Her face was hot with a growing blush.

       “You are ‘quite an experience’, Madeleine Danes!”

       He sat down on the bed beside her and shared her breakfast, breaking off a piece of her muffin.

       “I hope you don’t mind, but I made plans for today. I thought we could take in a movie, maybe a walk through the city, a little shopping, then there’s this little bistro in the Village…” he looked at her hopefully. “I know we just planned the night. But who wants to stop now when we’re having such a good time?”

       She cocked her head, wonderingly. “What are you trying to do to me, Robbie McKellar?” she asked.

       “Make you fall in love with me,” he stated flatly.

       She stared deeply into his eyes, seeing so much life, adventure, purpose, a freedom she never allowed herself. Life had never been easy for her. Why would Robbie McKellar suddenly be so easy? What was the catch? What made him want her with such sincerity? He was so willing, so much fun and, if she were correctly reading what she saw in his every behavior, so obviously taken with her. “I think whatever plan you’ve hatched is working.” She offered up a winsome grin.

       “Is it?” After downing another bite of her blueberry muffin, he leaned over and kissed her cheek. “That’s because I’m so good and so much in love with you.”


Chapter Three

Sometimes their affair was as fresh and fun and adventurous as those first days in New York. Sometimes the sex was that easy and uninhibited. Then sometimes, adventure with Robbie meant a long and steamy weekend in the country with Robbie’s wealthy friends: the kids on the yacht, and others that came and went, all trust-fund babies like Robbie, most with little to do but cook up unusual ways to indulge their hedonistic lust. Like Robbie, they often veered toward kinky sex, sometimes leather, collars, leashes, dinners served by the redhead Carly and the blonde Rachel, while Zack and Jason teasingly whipped at their asses with whips much like the one Robbie used on Madeleine in New York. The girls would titter with complaints, though it was all in good fun, unless Zack was in an especially bad mood, in which case Madeleine learned that he had no reservations about giving his bratty girlfriend a good going over.

       Madeleine thought it was just play at first, one rainy afternoon in late October when the six were in the drawing room of the McKellar country house playing cards. Zack accused Rachel of cheating, a charge she avidly denied, though Zack wasn’t satisfied with her explanation or her attitude and he wouldn’t stop; he wouldn’t let up. He chastised her until she was fighting mad. The two were soon locked in a fierce confrontation, the rest of the room completely ignored while they verbally battled back and forth. Jason finally pushed his chair away and took a stroll around the room, obviously knowing what was about to take place. The redheaded Carly sat back and sighed and Robbie went to the bar to refill his drink. Madeleine, meanwhile, watched with the fixed fascination of the uninitiated as the scene unfolded before her. It was enough to have her shuddering all the way to her bones when Zack finally stood up, grabbed Rachel’s upper arm and pushed her toward the wall.

       “Put your hands behind your head, your nose to the wall,” he ordered as if he were her master and this was two centuries prior when this kind of behavior might be expected.

       “You fucking bastard! If you think I’ll do that, you’re crazy,” Rachel shot off, to which Zack’s hand came down, slapping her across the face. She stumbled back, momentarily shaken, though her eyes were still sparked with anger.

       Madeleine’s whole body became aroused and agitated, but she dared not move.

       “You want to test me, bitch?” Zack glared at the defiant Rachel. “You want to do that, I’ll take you down to the basement and tie you up for the night.” Their eyes met and didn’t waver. Something about the threat must have struck a familiar chord in Rachel because she finally backed down, her rebellion swept aside. Doing as Zack ordered in the first place, she turned toward the wall, and lacing her fingers behind her head she pressed her nose to the wall.

       The fierce spanking was accompanied by a series of questions that Zack barked off like a drill sergeant.

       “Tell me the truth!” his voice rang through the room.  

       “What truth?” Rachel came right back.

       “You lied to me,” he charged.

       “It’s just a card game, Zack!” she spit back, her nose briefly leaving the wall as she turned her head.

       Zack grabbed her by the neck and shoved her head to the paint. “You want to try that again?”

       “No, sir.”

       He pulled back and spanked her another dozen times before he paused. “It’s not a card game we’re talking about, and you know it. I want the truth.”

       “If it’s not about the game, I don’t know what to say.” She was practically in tears now, with his comment having taking her down another notch.

       “Oh, I think you do. Think about it, Rach…”

       He spanked her more, then pulled his leather belt from around his waist, doubled it in his hand and gave her rear a firm smack. When it was clear that the smacks were having little effect on her clothed behind, he grabbed the sides of her skirt and yanked it down to unveil her naked ass. He wasted little time in bringing a red blush to her cute round ass. She fumed and struggled, her feet dancing a fast tango, though her nose remained pressed to the wall and her hands behind her head.

       “So, out with it, bitch!” Zack finally roared.

       “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she practically shouted.

       “Oh, yeah, you do.” He laid on another barrage of smacks that had her twisting and turning in place, though not once did she drop the pose. The feat wasn’t easy, but Madeleine had to assume, considering her effort, that it was important that she maintain the stance. “Or is my money so easy to forget!”

       He let loose again with the spanking, giving Madeleine the strong impression that this was some long harbored grievance, although she had no desire to know what it was about. The awesome sight of a woman getting her bottom blistered was enough to have her quaking all over, and her legs like Jell-O. But the action was too close for comfort. She finally managed to carefully pull herself out of her chair and move to the far side of the room where Robbie was casually sipping on his gin and tonic, while engaged in a furtive conversation with Jason. Both were keeping one eye on the spanking, though when Robbie saw her approach, he opened his arm and pulled her close.

       She nervously bit her lip, whispering, “Do you really think…that we should be here?”   “It’s no big deal, happens all the time,” he whispered back. “But you were smart to move. If he starts using the big whip, you would have been in the way.”

       “So, you mind if I leave?”

       His head pulled back and he grimaced with annoyance as he stared her down. “Yeah, I do mind.” He bit off the remark with enough pique to have her standing back and observing the scene until it concluded. She realized then that she painted herself in a corner by asking Robbie permission to leave; she should have just inconspicuously taken off through the far door.

Robbie was right that this was not the first time the pair had come to ‘blows’. It seemed the blows were always coming down on Rachel. Sometimes when Zack would yank the blonde’s pretty hair, Madeleine thought he’d just haul her off like a caveman dragging his conquered female behind him.

       The spanking was just one of several spontaneous acts of barbarism perpetrated by Zack on his girlfriend that Madeleine had the opportunity to witness during her country weekends with Robbie and his friends. Each one seemed to begin with an angry and impulsive outburst from Zack, and led to an excessively nasty punishment. Though Rachel initially resisted Zack at the start of these episodes, something in her spirit would eventually give way to whatever painful punishment she was forced to suffer. It was not that she actually enjoyed the experience, but she seemed oddly satisfied by these ruthless acts. Normally on the following day, she was sweet as a lamb and hugging her brutish boyfriend as if he were her hero.

       Zack was known to have few restraints when it came to punishing his girlfriend; in fact, it seemed to spur him on to have an audience watching his grand show. It didn’t matter if it were one or ten people, as it was one Friday night when a scene erupted during what was to have been a fancy dinner party. In the midst of the pleasant meal and cheerful banter, sometime between the soup course and the entrée, an argument between Zack and Rachel rose in volume that finally caused Zack to haul his girlfriend from her seat and throw her against the back of a chair where he proceeded to lift her skirt off her ass—she never, ever wore panties—then smack her ass until it was glowing bright red. When he brought her back to the table, he shoved her in her chair, saying, “You don’t behave, you’ll be strung up all night.” Rachel looked around at the other guests a bit nervously, but hardly apologetic or shamed by what just happened. One could argue that she was secretly pleased. Of course, Zack never apologized for anything; he expected the world to conform to his needs, not he to theirs. When the table of guests failed to resume their jubilant dinner conversation, he looked up irritated.

       “What?” He stared from one guest to the next. “You have a problem?”

       No one said a word until Robbie finally chimed in, “You know, this is supposed to be a special night, Zack? You could have taken her into another room.”

       “Well, I didn’t,” he shot back almost viciously.

       “Obviously not,” Robbie grimaced in a playful way that finally had the table snickering. The icy silence seemed to lift, and they segued into a fluid discussion that took them through the rest of the meal. The incident was left forgotten—at least on the surface.

       What effect Rachel’s punishment might have had on the others in the room was unknown. For Madeleine, it was just another smack in the face of her own desires, which rose up unbidden and unaddressed, only to be stuffed back inside her once the immediate event was finally just a memory.

       But while these tense moments seemed to go down easily with this crowd of young people, causing hardly a blip in their weekend of sexual mischief, Madeleine found them dreadful. Every time Zack punished his girlfriend in one of these public venues, her body reacted in an intensely disturbing way. Her arousal climbed, at the same time, feelings of dread and painful anguish would unsettle her for hours. She tried to soothe these feelings over with little effect. She tried to sort them out but to no avail. Sometimes a long walk in the gardens would calm her agitation, or she’d spend an hour alone in a quiet corner of the house or their room just to get away from the furious battle inside. But that inner battle followed her wherever she went. Added to that, she could not be too obvious about her plight or Robbie would start asking questions, tough questions she had no desire to answer. She worked hard to submerge her physical reactions and pretend, like everyone else, that Zack’s rant and Rachel’s punishment meant nothing to her. No one would suspect otherwise.

       Secretly, she feared the worst: that deep in her psyche was a true fascination for the scenes she witnessed, and that maybe, perhaps, she wanted the same kind of confrontation—Oh! but that was impossible—despite the desires, the midnight ravings of her lunatic mind, despite where her naughty thoughts chose to venture. The only way to survive this was to shove the surfacing feelings as far away from her as she could.

       Even though she craved the dark reaches of her fantasies, she would not suggest that Robbie be more dominant with her. Even so, she wondered what it would be like to surrender in the same ways that Rachel did. At the heart of the matter she was unsure exactly where Robbie’s domination would lead. She had no desire to bring out the same sort of monster that Zack became when those awesome scenes took place. She had to assume that to ask for more could be a dangerous choice with unknown results.

       Madeleine was left to wonder about Zack’s threats, the times he warned Rachel of even worse punishments, like trips to the cellar, or being tied in the attic all night. As far as Madeleine knew he never followed through—as far as Madeleine knew. But did he do that? String her up in the basement? Tie her in the attic? Beat her senseless in private? Were there private times between them when he took their ‘play’ into such risky territory? There was little doubt the couple enjoyed their kink in private, everyone could hear the screams of sexual climax rising up from their bedrooms in those fine country houses. But exactly how far did they go?

       All this speculation was fuel for Madeleine’s imagination, which as time went on in the company of Robbie McKellar and his friends, became more vivid and more terrifying.

Nearing the end of their first year together, Robbie and Madeleine took off for a weekend trip to Zack’s family estate in Upstate New York. When they arrived at the compound, Madeline almost dropped her jaw. In addition to the ostentatious mansion there were a half dozen guest cottages sprinkled over a hundred and forty acres, plus an elaborate pool house and Olympic size swimming pool, a hunting lodge and a well-stocked fishing lake. She’d been in two of the McKellar’s grand homes, and a few others like them, owned by the parents of Robbie’s friends. But none were like the Timothy Estate. Not only did the sprawling mansion remind her of a 19th century English Manor House, the immediate impact of its vastness was augmented by the alarming and very unique ornamentation that greeted arriving guests.

       Standing to either side of the impressive oak front door were two human statues, Carly and Rachel dressed in nothing but wide brocade collars and thick matching wrists cuffs. Their nipples had been recently pierced, and between each pair of voluptuous tits there dangled a silver chain which was attached at the ends to the nipple rings that thread through their flesh. Joining their legs at the ankles were wooden hobbles that would have made it nearly impossible for them to walk; that apparently was their purpose. They stood facing either other before the door. A formal welcoming committee? Or just mere ornamentation?

       “Oh my!” Madeleine found herself grasping Robbie’s arm tighter than ever, lest he get any ideas about having her join the two. “Did you know about this?” she whispered in his ear.

       “I had no idea, but I’m hardly surprised,” he laughed. Like most of the antics of his imaginative friends, he found this just another cause for his amusement.

       “Just don’t go getting any ideas.”

       He squeezed her hand. “Any ideas I have for you I share with you in the bedroom.” Then he affectionately kissed her cheek.

       She hoped that was true, but by first impressions she had the feeling that this weekend would touch on things she’d not seen before, on feelings she’d not yet felt. It was hardly a surprise to see Rachel posed before the door. But Carly? This was unexpected. She was a party girl, but as far as Madeleine could tell, the woman easily dismissed efforts to cast her in a submissive role; her relationship with Jason was far different from Zack’s relationship with Rachel.

During the entire weekend, the two submissive females served the house-party of eight as sex slaves. Joining the regular six were Mary and Elliot, a couple with whom Madeleine and Robbie occasionally dined. Madeleine was glad to note that Mary was as surprised by the ornamental sex slaves as she was. Anymore, it seemed as if she was the only one who was shocked by their friends’ behavior. When she saw the couple having a heated discussion about the manner in which they were greeted, Madeleine almost thought they would leave without even entering the house. A very reasoned Elliot managed to assuage his wife’s fears and they joined the party.

       Once the shock of the arrival had passed, the house-party commenced with the usual card-playing, charades, skeet-shooting and boating that the young people were accustomed to. They ate and drank as usual. The only major difference were the pretty servants who served Zack’s guests wearing a variety of unique costumes, from sexy gowns to their almost totally nudity. They acted in tandem like a well-trained duo who’d suffered through this before. Despite some bruising insults, and good deal of impulsive punishment from Zack and Jason, they managed to keep their poise during the entire weekend.

       On Saturday night just after dinner, Zack strode into billiard room carrying a nasty whip in his hand. After cracking it against the polished parquet floor to rouse everyone’s attention, he called Rachel from the corner. The man only had to sneer to put a look of fear in his girlfriend’s eyes.

       “Robbie, will you string her up?” he called to his friend while keeping his eyes trained on his girlfriend.

       Madeleine shivered as she watched her lover stride forward purposefully and attend to Zack’s wishes. The room was already set with a pair of chains dangling from the ceiling as they simply dropped from small trap doors that had been cleverly disguised in the ceiling mural. When they were no longer needed, they would pop back in place, unseen without close examination. How convenient!

       Seeing Robbie work with such willful intent had a curiously erotic effect on the waiting crowd of seven, and especially on Madeleine. Her stomach must have somersaulted a dozen times as he led the victim to the center of the room and attached her wrists cuffs to the dangling chains. Her regular cuffs had been exchanged for a pair that were especially suited for the scene. Not only were they secured to the chains with embedded ringbolts, there were extensions of the leather that allowed her to grab them with her hands. Once Robbie had Rachel in place he stood back as Zack moved forward, however, much to Madeleine’s surprise, the scene did not unfold as she expected.

       “Time for a little penance, slave,” Zack tersely bit off his words, while sneering at his waiting girlfriend. Her face recorded no emotion, but her eyes were darting back and forth from one man to the next, as if she too were uncertain exactly what would take place. Instead of proceeding to whip Rachel in his usual ruthless way, he turned to Robbie, announcing to Madeleine’s amazement:

       “She’s yours to use and abuse. Knowing my Rachel, if you hold back you’ll be doing the bitch a disservice.” He scowled again, then went back to where he stood before.

       A shaken Madeleine watched as her lover strode to Zack’s side and retrieved the whip. Several times, he cracked the leather against the steamy air, leaving the room bristling with expectation.

       Mary gasped and pressed her face into Elliot’s shoulder; Madeleine clamped her hand over her mouth; and the naked Carly stood at attention, unmoving, looking very much as if she was trying to disappear into the ethers so no one would notice she was there. Would she be next? was one of many questions left unanswered for the moment.

       The once stoic Rachel bristled too, her body tightening, her head bowed, tears glistening in her eyes—perhaps the first she’d ever seen from the woman. As awesome as the picture of the submission was, however, it was not where Madeleine’s eyes were trained. Her gaze would remain firmly fixed on Robbie throughout the entire scene.

       He seemed to swagger differently, with a forthrightness about him that was difficult to describe and difficult to watch. She could sense a fury behind his moves, behind his determined stride as he circled his victim, in the way his eyes were set and how his jaw had tightened. She thought of him redressing an old wound, though if this were true, she had no knowledge of what that might be. Still, the longer he paced about the woman, the more his ire seemed to swell, and the more his actions confirmed what she believed. Everything about him felt dark and threatening. This was not the Robbie she knew and loved.

       Even Rachel’s mood was different on this occasion, and nothing like what she was when anticipating a punishment from Zack. The quivering blonde could hardly take her eyes from his impatient stalking; her being seemed to reflect his peculiar mood. When, after a thorough stalking of his victim, Robbie began to lash the whip against her body, she let out an unearthly howl—not Rachel’s normally controlled behavior in these circumstances. Did he strike harder than Zack? Was there some special power behind the cutting blows? Or was there something more, something particular between the pair that sparked such a dreadful show? She couldn’t imagine Robbie being more frightening than Zack in his delivery of the punishment, but he was. The punishment play continued for nearly thirty minutes of torturous theatre. Hardly a soul moved, not a word was said, all eyes in the room focused on the scene—most on the petrified girl who danced madly with every blow that laid a streak of red on her milky flesh. Through it all, Madeleine’s gaze did not waver from Robbie. She tried to square her knowledge of him with what she saw before her, but none of this made sense. At one point she became so disturbed by the strange synchronicity between the pair that she almost panicked and ran from the room. She ended her flight before it started when she noticed that she’d have to walk past Zack in order to leave the room. She had no plans to tangle with that man and make a scene of her own, and so she stayed to the very end.

       The peculiar end was as odd as the scene itself. For a few seconds, Robbie moved to Rachel’s side and spoke in her ear a message Madeleine could not hear. Whatever he said made the bound woman flinch, and when he laid his palm against her left ass cheek and squeezed, she seized up, grimacing, tears trickling from her eyes. Then she finally bowed her head as Robbie moved away.

       On the way out the door, the single-mined Robbie motioned to Madeleine, like he was summoning his horse. She dutifully followed him from the room, the door closing behind them, but when he decided to take off to the stables, Madeleine chose to remain at the house. “Suit yourself,” he said, without emotion—his mind was obviously preoccupied with the events of the last half hour. He offered no further explanation about his whipping Rachel, so Madeleine was left to wonder exactly what had just taken place.

In the kitchen later that day, she and Mary were preparing a tray of hors d’oeuvres for the cocktail hour, Mary mentioned in passing:

       “That was some scene, wasn’t it?”

       “You mean Robbie and Rachel?”

       “Who else?” she replied.

       “Yes, it was amazing,” Madeleine replied, realizing that she was still befuddled about the scene.

       “But then,” Mary’s eyebrows knitted in concentration, “she was owed that.”

       “Owed? Why would that be?”

       “You don’t know?”

       “Obviously not?”

       “No. I guess you weren’t around then, were you? Couple years ago. Rachel used to be Robbie’s lover. It’s common knowledge that she took his virginity. But then she started playing around on him, until Zack stepped in. Boy, that was a scene you wouldn’t have wanted to see. Probably the reason why Elliot and I have chosen to stay clear of this crowd and their nasty house-parties. But, it’s seemed to work out well. Zack seems to be the only one who can make the woman behave herself. I can’t see that she’s worth the trouble. Must be damned good in bed. After the nasty break-up, Zack always said that Robbie could tie her up and make her suffer any time he wanted, but it’s been so long now, I’m surprised Robbie still cares. I mean, especially when he’s dating you.”

       “Well, who can know a man’s mind?” Madeleine came back, trying hard to sound unperturbed by the entire scene. All the while she felt as if someone had just stuck a knife in her gut—not Mary but Robbie. Her Robbie. Her Robbie keeping something this important from her. If a summer shower hadn’t suddenly burst from the sky with pelting rain and fierce winds, she would have taken off in search of him and demanded an explanation. Instead, she was left to sit by the window and wonder until he returned.

An hour later, Robbie was dripping wet when he finally returned to the estate house through the kitchen door where he found Mary still in the kitchen thumbing through a cookbook. “Where’s Madeleine?”

       “I have no idea, maybe in your room,” she looked up only vaguely interested.

       “She didn’t say anything, did she?”

       “She says a lot of things, Rob, what in particular did you mean?”

       “About Rachel?”

       Mary shrugged, as she picked up the book and moved toward the study. “You might want to ask her yourself. That was some scene. Please tell me this is not going to repeat every time we join you at one of these parties.”

       “You know I can’t do that, Mary.” He was in as much a hurry to leave the kitchen as she was. “You’re just afraid it’ll be you next,” he said as if he really meant it, no joking in his voice this time. Though she might have been shaken by the comment, he didn’t wait to see her response or give her time to reply. He took the backstairs to his guest suite on the second floor.

       Robbie found Madeleine in the bedroom reading a book—or at least trying to read; she was barely able to concentrate. She looked up when Robbie entered and stared into his eyes. It was difficult to see if his menacing mood had eased off.

       “Why didn’t you tell me about you and Rachel?” Madeleine finally spoke. She made every effort to remain composed, but there was little doubt that her raw emotions were still roiling under her calm demeanor.

       Robbie shrugged as if he didn’t care, saying simply, “I didn’t think it was important.” Despite the fact that he’d quickly zeroed in on his girlfriend once he returned from a vigorous and soaking horseback ride, he left her still wondering exactly what had happened in the billiard room.

       “Well, at least someone decided it was important that I knew.”

       “What? You sound angry.”

       “And I should be. Unless you’ve been messing with me all this time, there’s something important between us, and you don’t even bother to clue me in when you take a whip in hand and flog the daylights out of the woman. I could see the way you looked at her.”

       “You sound jealous.”

       “Jealous? No. Totally confused, yes. You expect me to see something like that and not have an emotional response, not wonder what the hell is going on?”

       His face darkened at that comment, and now he looked very much like the man who’d earlier strode from the billiard room while beckoning her to follow, the same remote expression dominated his face. The same coldness ruled his behavior.

       “I don’t even know you now, Robbie.” She looked at him sincerely and he looked back, for a long while appearing unperturbed by what she said. But then as the minutes ticked by he began to connect with her, with the look of worry, confusion and mistrust written on her face. Her lovely figure loomed large before him, and soon his emotions stung him in the heart where the ache for her that initiated their relationship resided.  

       “I’m sorry.” He let out a weary sigh. “I should have said something, I know. But I was lost in the past. A bad place to be, but it was finally time to get things off my chest. Hurting Rachel like that had always been in my thoughts. I can’t count how many times Zack encouraged me—you know he’s not one to hold anything back. He doesn’t do grudges. You know how he says, ‘he’ll whip a bitchy broad first and decide later if it was justified.’

       “No, I haven’t heard him say that but that sounds just like him. And I’m very glad you’re not like that.”

       “But there is that side of me. You saw it today. Maybe it was a good thing that it came on unexpectedly—but I swear, it was not planned.”

       “No?”

       “No. Honest. Zack just suddenly turned her over to me. Sure, we talked about it once but not recently…then he hands me the whip… and I saw the same woman who used me and threw me away like a toy…it all came back like a bad nightmare, stirred up the worst in me.”

       He stared at his girlfriend wanting her to say something, but what could she say? This conversation was as astounding as the scene earlier.

       “Now you know that I’m not always a nice guy. Not inside. The big smile, the fun-loving me, sometimes it’s just an act.” He shrugged like this shouldn’t be big news, but it was news to Madeleine. He saw that in her befuddled expression and his own turned anxious in seconds. “Oh, but not with you… never with you, Maddy. I love you. You’ve never hurt me, used me, cheated on me, I know that.”

       “You’d better know that.”

       “I do. This was about Rachel and me, nothing else. It’s over now. Done. Never again. I swear to you.”

       She wanted to believe him, and while she couldn’t imagine him going after Rachel again, what about that dark side of his personality? Would that go back to where it had come from, curl up like a sleeping bear and stay put? Was that even reasonable to assume?

       Likely not. But what more could be said? This was dangerous territory for her—too close to her strange fixation for rough sex play and sexual domination. If she kept up the probing questions, she might end up confessing the darkness in her own psyche, and she was not ready to do that. She might never be.

***

A year later…

It had been a rough week, too much work, too many hassles with the Endowment to put Madeleine in the mood to party with Robbie and his friends.

       In two years their relationship had taken on a degree of normalcy like any good relationship might. On the good side, there were fewer house parties in the country—a positive change from Madeleine’s point of view. They had a way of making her uncomfortably edgy, bringing up the dark fantasies she’d just as soon forget. Zack would never stop demonstrating his ownership of Rachel and Rachel would never stop earning every nasty whipping she received.

       Madeleine wondered if the parties had lost some of their importance for Robbie after the scene with Rachel. Perhaps he’d just been waiting to wreak his revenge and once he did, he no longer needed that scene anymore—not when he had Madeleine in bed for the sex he loved.

       On the bad side—which was really not so bad—the dreamy days of being in love were no longer as seamless as they once had been. A few arguments, a few irritable battles developed when Robbie insisted on getting his way. Sometimes Madeleine just needed time to herself, a few days on her own, maybe a night with her old friends who she rarely saw anymore. Robbie didn’t like to share her, but he did give in, eventually. While the hubris of wealth and youth still triumphed, sometimes the power of a determined woman could trump even that.

       Their biggest row so far began the day Robbie announced they’d being going to the McKellar country house for the weekend. “The old crowd will be there,” he added in the next breath, which was when Madeleine objected. It had been nearly ten months since they’d been to one of the parties and she had no desire for one now.

       “If you don’t mind, I’ll pass on this one.”

       “What do you mean ‘pass’?”

       “You know, pass, as in not go, stay home and get some rest.”

       “This is rest. Why do you think the rich have country homes but to get away from the city, the grime, the nasty air, the cloying people?”

       Cloying people? Who exactly would that be? she wondered silently.

       Robbie went on, “You want to roll in the misery here or get some fresh air, sunshine and a little good old-fashioned fun?” He was only mildly charming, which should have been the first sign of real trouble.

       “Trust me, I won’t be much fun as tired as I am.”

       “But, Maddy, that is the point! Don’t you get it?” He was practically in her face—something he rarely did. Something she never liked. “You go to the country to unwind, or do I have to spell it out for you?”

       She stepped back.

       “Why are you being so…so…”

       “So, what?”

       “So aggressive about my going with you. Can’t we spend one weekend apart?”

       “Is that what you want…to be free of me?”   

       “Don’t you dare go getting ideas like that, damn you!”

       His eyes flashed. Hers flashed back. He was about to sputter on, but she stormed off to her bedroom and slammed the door.

       They had kept separate apartments since they started dating, even though they spent nearly every night together. Although Robbie’s apartment was much larger, they almost always stayed at hers because it was clean and generally tidy. His was not.

       The slammed door meant that he’d wait in the living room for Madeleine to calm down and come out apologizing, but he was too steamed to stay. Slamming the front door on the way out so she was certain to hear, he went back to his apartment two miles away and fumed the rest of the night.

       The next day at work, the two barely saw each other until afternoon, and what communication they had was frosty. When Madeleine finally popped her head in his office door, she saw Robbie staring out the window obviously deep in thought.

       “Hey, I’m sorry I got so pissed last night,” she said. “I was tired. I’m tired now and I’m going to be tired on the weekend, but if it matters so much to you, I’ll go.”

       It took a long time before he swiveled around in his chair and looked at her, and when he did, there was that signature Robbie McKellar smile beaming from his handsome face, not a wrinkle to suggest there was any more rancor between them. His sunny disposition had apparently returned.

       “You know you are a gem,” he said.

       “You really think that?” Her mood had lightened too.

       “You know I do. I was pissy too. This stuff with my dad… you know how it goes…” He shook his head in disgust.

       “Yes, I know how it goes,” she sighed. His father was always leaning on him to quit the Endowment and take his job with McKellar Corp. He laid the guilt on thick as molasses. It would ooze through him for weeks until he finally dispelled all but a few lingering traces. Charities were for females and sissies—that was his implication. After all the beating around the bush, this was what it finally came down to. Regardless, Robbie resisted, and Madeleine could do nothing but support his decision. She was rather proud that he’d taken such a firm stance in face of the continuing pressure.

       “We’ll just go, Robbie. Make the best of it. Maybe you’re right. Maybe the country is what we both need.” She candidly hated every word she said, she wasn’t even sure she sounded convincing, but he seemed to buy her change of heart and the war between them ended there.

*** 

Though Madeleine reluctantly agreed to the weekend, it was difficult to hide her lack of enthusiasm. She said little on the trip, though for that matter, Robbie seemed preoccupied himself. Was this just a remnant from their earlier battle, or was it a sign of something deeper? Was their relationship going down that predictable path of terse accommodations and frosty silences?

       Once they arrived at the estate, it seemed as if they’d turned back the clock, dumping themselves into the activities of the previous year when they regularly attended the naughty soirées. Same games. Same conversations. Same disagreements. Zack and Rachel were as predictable as ever, beginning their own sparring battles on Friday night, which would soon escalate until that fated punishment was played out for their captive audience. No longer was this a shock, and even its power to arouse and offend Madeleine was greatly diminished. Not to mention the fact that she was now wary of Rachel—knowing that the sexy blonde was Robbie’s former lover.

       Saturday morning, Madeleine spent by herself. Robbie didn’t even ask if she wanted to go riding. He took off early with Zack, Jason and Elliot and didn’t return until noon. By then, she could feel a certain feral energy about all four men, as if they had something on their minds, though if they did, they weren’t saying. An under current of disquiet, a ‘something stirring in the air’ seemed to affect the entire mood of the house—all eight attending the house party. Apparently, there was a ninth person somewhere in the mansion—a nameless guest who’d been referred to in passing, though it seemed he was only there to ride and shoot, and he had no interest in joining the four couples during their indoor party. As large as the home was, there could have been a half dozen people staying inside its walls and not a soul would know they even existed.

       After dinner was the usual banter on Saturday night, then an attempt at charades that failed flat. Zack quickly blamed Rachel for being uncooperative, and what? Big surprise, the young woman went over Zack’s lap for an old fashioned spanking—not unexpected but a surprisingly tame exhibition compared to the last punishment of Rachel that Madeleine had witnessed when Robbie took up the whip.

       However once Rachel’s spanking was over, Elliot suddenly stepped forward having decided that the timid Mary was going over his knee. Mary was as shocked as everyone else was by her husband’s bold move and she struggled like crazy before she was finally properly positioned. However, as soon as she was lying face down over his lap and the spanking began, her protesting turned into wildly orgasmic cries. By the time she was on her feet again, she was smiling sweetly, looking compliantly chagrinned by what had just taken place.

       Then, as if the second spanking was not enough, a small scuffle between Carly and Jason finally ended with the redhead backed against the drawing room wall getting tit slapped by a surprisingly pissed off Jason. Although he didn’t remove her thin sundress, he hardly needed to. The dress dropped so low in the cleavage that when he was finished giving her the punishment, everyone could plainly see the reddened flesh of Carly’s tits heaving lustfully before their eyes.

       During all this time, Robbie and Madeleine looked on as they usually did, interested but waiting for the antics to finally end. However, when Jason struck his last blow, Robbie turned to Madeleine saying: “Well, honey, I guess it’s your turn now.” All eyes turned their way.

       “My turn?” she gasped in shock.

       “You going to argue?” Robbie’s voice was hard and filled with spite, enough to have Madeleine backing off, worried.

       “What have I done?”

       “Like you don’t know. You pissed me off making such a big deal about coming here this weekend. You think I’m going to let that go?”

       She jumped up, alarmed. “Well, I’m sorry about that. But if you think you’re going to punish me in front of all these people, you’re wrong, Robbie McKellar!”

       Oh, that was the wrong thing to say!

       “Really?” he came back calmly, his emotions hardly ruffled though his lip had curled into a surly sneer. This was a Robbie Madeleine rarely saw, and she had every reason to be afraid. What the hell had gone wrong to turn all the men in the house into clones of Zack? “Or, maybe you’d rather we all go downstairs to the torture chamber,” his voice deepened as he spoke.

       “There is no torture chamber!” she declared.

       “You so sure?”

       “Yes, I checked.”

       “You checked?” he looked amusedly aghast. “And why would you do that?”

       “Curiosity.”

       “So what’s she been hiding from you all this time, Rob?” Zack’s voice rang out.

       “I’m beginning to wonder,” Robbie answered.

       “Nothing! I’m hiding nothing,” Madeleine fumed. “I’ll watch your little dramas, but I’m not about to submit to you in front of an audience. You want to spank me, we’ll go upstairs.”

       “Gee, Rob, the bitch has got you by the balls,” Zack again.

       Robbie only snickered. As Madeleine started to walk out, he grabbed her back before she was out of reach.

       He held her tightly by her upper arm, their faces just inches apart in the smoldering silence. Finally, he said: “You can fight or give it up, I really don’t care, but if I have to tie you up, I will.” The air was so prickly between them that their friends could almost see it visibly billowing with their mounting rage.

       Madeleine knew that she had to back down, but the angry fire in her would not ease off. “Well, I guess you’ll just have to tie me down,” she finally snapped.

       The next few minutes went by in a blur—being bodily lifted and flung over a chair with her hands and feet circled with rope and tethered to the feet of the small club chair. She struggled the entire time that Robbie and Zack were subduing her, finally venting a pissed off, “You fucking bastards!” Further outbursts were squelched with something stuffed inside her mouth.

       She heard Robbie’s triumphant voice saying: “If you can’t be nice, you get gagged.”

       Once her head was down and her bottom raised, her skirt was flipped up to bare her bottom for the entire room to see. Soon, her plump behind was bouncing up and down to the rhythm of Robbie’s hand bouncing off her reddening mounds. The idea that she was the target of Robbie’s wrath sent a raw shockwave of sensation through her. To feel the darker edges of his soul inflicting punishment was stirring in a way she’d never experienced. She recalled her feelings the first time she’d seen this baffling aspect of his character, and how she’d feared where it might lead. Now she was forced to surrender to this peculiar part of him. She’d been rendered completely helpless, prey to his dark aims. If she struggled against the rope it would only tighten, and if she tried to scream the muffled noise would have little effect.

       At first the pain produced by Robbie’s spanking hand was alarming and her inner struggle to submit enormous. But as her ass began to warm, what was once a dreadful sting became more arousing, more sensuous than painful. She groaned more than cried and writhed her crotch against the top of the chair more than strained against her tethers.

       “Damn it, Rob, this fucking turns her on!” Zack noted with some glee.

       The fact that he was even in the room, that all their friends were looking on, was unbelievably embarrassing. All the times she’d witnessed these scenes, she’d never, never imagined herself being subjected to one herself.

       “So, you’re turned on, Maddy? Is that so strange?” Robbie took time out from the blistering attack to massage her sore behind and confront her with the truth. “Tell them.”

       “Hmmm, uhmmph, mmmm…” she reminded him that she was still gagged.

       “Oh, right. I had to gag you,” he mocked. “I can take care of that.” He proceeded to fish the pair of soaked panties from her mouth, which was a relief in itself, until Robbie shot of his next order. “Now, tell our friends the truth. Tell them how you like to come.”

       When she refused to speak, the blistering spanking began again. Then again he paused and asked the question. “Tell them, Maddy. I think they deserve to know.”

       “Robbie, please! No!” she wailed at last.

       “Don’t you ‘Robbie please’ me, brat! You either say it now or I just keep going. It’s time you were finally initiated into this little circle of friends. Time to stop holding back. You sit on the fringes the way you do—everyone thinks you’re judging them. The truth is, you love this as much as they do. I think you even love the audience!” he chided. 
        Her entire body bristled, and she shot back: “I do not!”

       “What was that?”

       “I said, I don’t love the audience!”

       “Oh my, that was not the thing to say. You’re just not getting it. I guess you’ll just have to suffer through this until you finally admit the truth. I’m not stopping until you come clean.”

       He didn’t wait for her reply, and having accepted a wooden paddle from Zack, he began with another blistering attack to her already burning rear. She was fighting mad, though she did her best to squash her screams, knowing that would only make matters worse. She couldn’t believe how much her bottom hurt. Although that hurt sometimes transformed into something very different, she began to realize that this punishment would never lead to a sexual climax. As soon as the eroticism caught hold, Robbie smacked it away with a crack so hard that she was brought to tears. When it was clear that Robbie would live up to his threat to go on like this forever, she finally cried:

       “All right, please, please stop!”

       He paused with the paddle hovering just inches above her scarlet ass. “What was that you wanted to say?”

       “You win, Rob, I’ll tell them!”

       “Tell them what?”

       “I like it. I LIKE getting spanked when we have sex!”

       “It turns you on?”

       “Yes, it turns me on.”

       “And you hate to stop?”

       “Yes, I hate to stop…” she shouted. She let out a huge sigh, and as the heated air fell silent, the sound of her surrender was felt throughout the room.

       Madeleine’s revelation seemed almost more surprising to her than it was to the assembled guests—they had known all along that Robbie McKellar wouldn’t have a girlfriend that didn’t like kinky sex. And while Madeleine had known the truth about herself for a long time, as long as she kept her kink behind a closed bedroom door, revealed only to her boyfriend on rare occasions, she seemed safe from the further implications. What was most disturbing now was that Robbie seemed even closer now to unlocking the deeper truth about her submissive self, the one place in her that remained stringently guarded. At times, the larger fantasy loomed there like an agitated beast threatening to expose itself to the world. She could not allow that. Never would she allow that!

       Having finally heard what he wanted to hear confessed from her own lips, the satisfied Robbie backed away and handed the paddle back to Zack.

       Madeleine collapsed into the cushion beneath her, although her only real relief was knowing that the ordeal had finally seen its finish. She had only to wait for Robbie to untie her. With the tension in the room having eased, she turned her head and opened her eyes for the first time since the spanking began. She gazed, just absently, toward the door and where her eyes came to rest, she beheld a sight she thought must be her imagination gone wildly crazed. This was not possible! Absolutely not! But she could not shake the truth away. A feeling of utter horror grabbed her in the gut, as she saw standing in the shadowy light, the figure of Daniel Prothero, looking as if he’d seen the entire melodrama of her spanking. His serene and knowing expression could convey so much…a thousand words of dialogue, reams of tawdry prose, an exposé of her soul…all there, written in the set of his jaw, his firm mouth and his impenetrable and critical eyes.

       Never had embarrassment overwhelmed her so. She could not bear to look at him and see him judging her, but at the same time, she could not tear her eyes away.

Time seemed to stop, waiting for eternity to pass by. Picking up on Madeleine’s undisguised emotion, all eyes in the room had turned toward the door where Daniel stood. His appearance might have been a shock to Madeleine but it was certainly not a surprise to the men in the room. Earlier in the day, they’d been riding through the woods with Daniel Prothero, later shooting skeet on the far ridgeline.

       He struck quite a figure: that of a handsome, even stately gentleman in his tan jodhpurs, tall black riding boots and the open-collared cotton shirt stuffed inside his pants—like a throwback to another century. The fact that he was just a little ruffled having come in from a long day in the out-of-doors only made him more manly and alluring for a surrendering sort of female. The fact that he was toting a riding crop in his hand made his appearance there especially alarming—even though the crop was perfectly explainable under the circumstances.

       It was Daniel who moved first, shaking loose the immobilized room. Madeleine turned her head and closed her eyes, which only made the sound of his stalking boots more noticeable.

       “My, Robbie, I had no idea,” he said. He was very close to her now and Madeleine’s inner body trembled. Her sweaty palms had tightened into fists, her jaw had seized up entirely. She waited, motionless, praying that he’d just leave the room and put her out of her misery. Why the man had turned her world even further upside down was no secret to her, but it was not one she ever wanted the rest of the world to know. Please go away! she silently pleaded.

       “Aw, c’mon, I can’t imagine you’d be surprised,” Robbie answered his friend.

       “You plucked a fine one, far as I can see. I believe we met a couple years ago on the yacht.”

       “That would be our first date, we’ve come a long way since then.”

       “I see you have. May I?” He’d reached out with his palm above Madeleine’s warm rear end.

       “Sure.”

       As Madeleine felt Daniel’s rough hand caressing her rear cheeks, an enormous wave of desire swept through her body. It would have been impossible for those looking on not to see her quaking response. She remembered so clearly the feel of that hand, the sensation taking her back to the night on the boat. That incident had been so vividly imprinted in her memory that it was easy to draw on. So many times she’d replayed it in her mind and even now she recalled every nuanced move.

       Please, please, let me be! If he could only hear her pleas.

       “Nice job, Rob,” he commented on her well-spanked rear. “No better way to keep a bratty female in line than to give her butt a rosy glow.” He gave her left ass cheek a brusque squeeze, let go and smacked her ass as hard as she’d been smacked that day. The jolt nearly made her come.

       Madeleine feared that he’d start in where Robbie had left off, but he thankfully backed away.

       “You all enjoy yourselves. I’ll be taking my dinner in my room and turn in early.”

       “Well, try to keep the noise down,” Robbie called to him.

       “Don’t bother. It can be music to my ears.” The mockery in his voice was unmistakable.


Chapter Four

September 2001

Six years after their affair began, it had surrendered to predictable moments of affection, longing, consummation and ennui. Sometimes their faces looked as if their love affair was new. Sometimes not—although Robbie had a way of maintaining his congenial spirit even in the worst of times, which routinely interjected good humor into their days together. Sometimes, the darker edges of his character arose—but only rarely. Flashes of anger, a sharp remark, an especially nasty scene in bed; they were infrequent enough to keep Madeleine from fearing him. His good mood, and her reasoned composure kept them together.

       As time went by they saw less and less of their kinky friends. The house party where Madeleine was spanked in front of the audience seemed to be a definite turning point. It was the furthest Robbie had taken his girlfriend into kinky, public lust. Perhaps that was as far as he wanted to go. For whatever reason, only rarely did Robbie plan anything at the McKellar estate; even then, most occasions were as vanilla and unremarkable as vanilla ice cream.

       Madeleine approved without ever needing to say so in words. If he’d insisted that they continue with the parties who knows whether they would have stayed together. But as long as he remained fun and non-threatening, theirs was an easy relationship for her to enjoy, and count on.

Madeleine and Robbie were at the country estate with several family members as well as Rachel and Zack when the morning of September 11, 2001 brought the world to a standstill; the scene at the estate was as predictable as any American household on that day. All were gathered around the big screen television set in the den watching the reports from New York while the staff served a belated breakfast on trays. The day’s somber turn would last for a long time after that, but it didn’t take but three days for Robbie to deliver a shocking announcement.

       “I’m going to enlist.” His body seemed to tremble with a burning excitement that affected everyone around him. For the second time in three days, the entire household froze in stunned silence.

       “Are you mad?” Zack finally blurted out exactly what everyone was thinking.

       “No. I’m not mad,” he charged back—he knew there would be objections. “No one’s going to stop me. I’ve made up my mind.”

       Madeleine simply stood speechless in amazement, while Robbie’s father tried to reason with him calmly. “Son, please—”

       “Don’t bother,” Robbie cut him off before he could finish. “My mind’s made up.” He stalked out of the room and refused to talk about a decision that had already been written in his mind in indelible ink. Later in the day, he slipped into the old beater truck they kept around the estate for traveling its dirt roads and went into town to follow through with his plan.

A week later, Madeleine and Robbie were married in a breezy outdoor wedding ceremony with all their friends and family in attendance. Though a happy occasion on the surface, the under-riding feeling was one of fearful apprehension.

       Madeleine felt as if she was living a dream—or maybe nightmare was the better word. The highs and lows of emotion were almost too difficult to bear. Even though she’d said yes to the marriage, she harbored unspoken doubts about her love for Robbie, her motivations, and sometimes even her sanity. She loved him, yes. But was that love enough to see her through the next few months—or years—or however long this nightmare would last?

       A week later, Robbie was gone, as if that foreboding breeze that had swept through their wedding had simply taken him up and carried him away. Only then did Madeleine’s life settle down. She went back to work at the McKellar Endowment, the only difference being the wedding portrait on her desk and the garish set of rings on her left ring finger. Sometimes during the workday, she would gaze at those smiling faces, all the while knowing the pain and anxiety that was behind the radiant smiles. Though Robbie stuck fast to his need to serve his country all the way to his sad parting, she knew he was quaking inside as much as she was. The question that he never seemed to answer with any clarity was why it was so imperative for him to risk his life in this battle. But it had become obvious before he left that if his friends and family and even Madeleine didn’t understand, then it was not for him to explain.

       Sometimes at work, Madeleine found herself toying with her wedding ring wondering if marrying Robbie at his determined insistence was the most foolish thing she’d ever done.

***

A year later…

A year…twelve months…fifty-two weeks. It seemed like such a short period in an individual’s life. But so much can happen in that time. In fact, it only takes a matter of seconds for a life—for dozens of lives—to be altered. Just one misstep on the battlefield was all it took to alter life for the newlywed McKellars.

Given Robbie’s disability, it was decided that they would live permanently at the country house on his return home. The large rooms of the estate and the elevator to the second floor would more easily accommodate the wheelchair than an apartment in the city. There’d be plenty of space for them and the round-the-clock nurse his father hired for his care.

       “I’ve lost a leg. But other than that I’m alive!” he would shout at anyone who tried to pity him.

       In truth, there were other complications regarding his health, but he refused to make them matter. Instead, he set up an office at the house where both Madeleine and he could work for the Endowment from home.

       “It’s an easy commute,” he liked to joke. “Hop on the elevator and I’m at my office. I don’t even have to get out of my jammies.” His smile beamed as large as ever.      

       In the face of his physical tragedy, Robbie’s spirit remained vigorous and his determination to build a new life gave everyone reason to reflect. There seemed to be not one wrinkle in his steady manner. He’d made his choice to go to war and refused to regret that choice for even a second. Even Madeleine would sometimes feel a sweep of optimism when she was around her bright-hearted husband. However at night, she often lay awake and wondered about what would become of them. What kind of future could they have now that they were more business partners than lovers? How cheery would he continue to be when one of the driving forces of his life had been ripped away? And it wasn’t just sex. The immobility was certain to have an effect on him eventually. No riding, hunting, squash tournaments, vigorous games of tennis or cycling through the countryside. How could that not effect him? Perhaps what concerned her most was that for all his optimism, she knew that Robbie had a dark side lurking in the shadows of his good-natured character. That place she so rarely saw, but knew might explode on them all eventually.    

       For Madeleine, the year since her marriage had been horrible, and more than once she’d wondered what crazy turn of fate had made her the wife of a disabled veteran of a miserable war. What a strange sorority of women that was! Her life had been so reasoned, so ordered, so well-controlled and planned. How could she have foreseen this? The marriage had been as impulsive for her as it had been predictable from everyone else’s point of view: Of course she’d marry him—even if it was a rash decision. Now she was pitied as much as he was, and she hated that.

       She worried that she’d grow to regret the marriage—‘in sickness and health’ had taken on real meaning, and sometimes that was not a pretty one. Would she resent him? Lose herself in his care? Lose the very lust for life that he’d so enthusiastically cultivated during the six years of their affair? There was a darkness in her too, places she played in her fantasies, obsessions that she found difficult to shake; and what means she’d used in the past to deal with these strange demons were no longer available—not with Robbie unable to perform sexually as he had in the past. His interest in kinky sex died with this unfortunate circumstance.

       In the weeks that followed Robbie’s return home, what haunted Madeleine as much as these unanswerable questions was what happened the day they moved into the house. The disturbing incident was simply impossible to forget…

The renovations to the necessary rooms were still ongoing, the sound of hammers everywhere when they first arrived at the estate. Everyone had urged that they wait until the changes were completed, but Robbie insisted they move in as soon as possible. It was not a particularly good day and everyone was out of sorts that harried afternoon. Robbie’s mother had taken her second tranquilizer, his father, who preferred to escape the commotion, letting everyone else ‘sort it out’, had taken off to ride with his good friend Daniel Prothero, who he’d dragged in from town to keep him company. Robbie, meanwhile, had refused to rest, and was busy overseeing the renovations, giving orders to the crew and making sure that things were done the way he wanted. Madeleine felt in the way, when for what seemed like the hundredth time, he brushed off her suggestion that he ‘take it easy’.

       “You know, I think I’ll take a walk,” she finally announced to Robbie, trying her best to smile just before she fled the house. “In fact, I could take you out for some fresh air, if you’d like?” By this time, she counted on him to decline the offer.

       “Oh, for heavens sakes, Madeleine, you’re not going to treat me like an invalid!” he announced one more time. “If I want to go out I can wheel myself around.” Then he smiled. He’d been jumpy since his return from the hospital, quicker to vent his anger, but just as quick to make amends. “You go ahead, darling,” his tone softened, “take that walk. It would do you good. I’ll take care of things here. I want this done so we can get to work. We’ll both be a lot happier once we do.”

       “Yes, I suppose we will,” she agreed.

       She admired his fighting spirit, but at the moment, she was at a low point, and she dared not share this fact with him.

The brisk autumn day was fragrant with the smells of the changing season. Maple leaves rattled above her head as she strode down the walk path toward the woods. She’d headed directly to the secret garden—as she’d named that wonderful spot in the woods, where sometime in the 1920s, just after the estate house was built, someone had dug out a pond then built a stone gazebo at its edge. Over the years, the area had been planted with perennial flowers, roses and beautiful vines. At one time it had been the highlight of the McKellar gardens—so her mother-in-law had told her. Not so now. Gardens closer to the house were now the family’s favorites, and more recently, the ‘secret garden’ had become overgrown, a little wild, a little savage, which was probably the reason Madeleine loved it so. She often went there alone when she was at the estate, and she knew without having to give the idea much consideration that it would become her retreat from the pressures of her married life. So much to think about… so many thoughts consumed her days. But for now, she’d swear off the dreary speculations and enjoy the season.

       She took the rugged walk path past the water, stopping to pluck a sprig of chamomile from the bed of wildflowers then gaze across the tranquil pond with its lily pads gently rising on the rippling water. The sounds of croaking frogs and buzzing insects filled the air.

       Making her way up the old stone steps to the gazebo, Madeleine looked out over the water, viewing the scene from a completely different vantage point. She stared to the East across the short meadow that butted up against the woods, then her gaze returned to the water, until from the corner of her eye she noticed something or someone moving toward her. Recognizing the familiar man, she ducked behind one of the gazebo’s hefty stone pillars hoping that she hadn’t been seen.

       She waited, barely breathing, while her heart pounded in a furious rhythm. But the crunch of the undergrowth beneath the man’s feet suggested that he’d already seen her from a distance.

       “You’re hiding from me now?” she heard him speak as he moved inside the gazebo and stared her down.

       “I came here to be alone.”

       “Ah, then I’m intruding.”

       “You are,” she stated flatly, avoiding even the appearance of being friendly.

       Several times in the past year, Daniel Prothero had been at McKellar family events and never once was he anything but amiable. At the same time, it always seemed to Madeleine that he’d not forgotten the incident on the yacht—or that embarrassing scene when she was spanked before Robbie’s friends—and he was there to make sure that she’d not forgotten those remarkable moments either. What beat so hotly inside her now was a lust for Daniel Prothero. There was no use denying it. For seven years that lust had been nourished on the occasions when they were intermittently thrown together at a family party. But those times were always in the company of friends and family members, which made it easy to ignore the lewd way her body might react to his presence. This time was quite different. They were alone for the first time since that regrettable sexual incident, and now she’d been sideswiped, so taken off guard that any means to control her physical and emotional reaction would be nearly impossible.

       Unfortunately, her rude comeback had not been enough to deter the man. In fact, he moved several steps closer. “Sorry that my being here is so distressing for you, Madeleine. You might want to look at why.” He smiled thinly, then settled one keen eye on her.

       “I think we both know why,” she managed, while with every bit of determination she could muster, she attempted to suppress her surfacing desire.

       “So you admit it? The energy between us is impossible to ignore.”

       “I never said that.”

       “But you feel it regardless. I know what you’re feeling, Madeleine. You may not want to admit it, but if you looked inside yourself for half a minute, you’d see the quandary you carry around with you every day, a quandary growing stronger by the day. My question: is it so wrong to desire what is natural to you?”

       “If you mean sex with you, that is out of the question. I am a married woman.”

       “But you do think about it.”

       “Think about sex with you? That’s ridiculous.”

       “And I find that claim difficult to believe.”

       “What? You think you’re irresistible to women?” she tried to joke, though it seemed to fall flat.

       “No, just to you. You want—no you need what I could give you. That’s why your panties turn into a wet knot every time we’re in the same room.”

       “What nerve!” she turned away from him and look out over the water.

       “I’m just speaking the truth,” he snickered darkly. He stepped forward having her almost pinned against the railing, then taking her by the arms, he abruptly turned her around. His chest was pressed against hers in the place where his flesh would record the beat of her anxious heart. His hand moved behind her neck, holding her steady as his lips crushed against her lips and then opened wide to the passion behind it.

       For that terrible sixty seconds everything in her body stirred but the will to push him away. When she finally returned to her senses, she gave him a two-fisted shove, then slapped his face in a move too fast for him to stop. When she went back for a second slap, he caught her wrist, and in one rash move, he pivoted her 180 degrees, bent her over his arm and began smacking her bottom with a determination she’d not felt in many months—probably never except when Robbie was in his darkest hours. But Daniel was nothing at all like her husband. Spankings from Robbie had either been sexy foreplay, or replete with that scornful and disturbing energy that rose up from some mysterious repository. 

       Daniel was much more straightforward: the adamant punishment was payback for the slap in the face, and she’d earned every smack.

       “If you think, I’d let a slap in the face go unanswered, you’re dangerously naïve.”

       Her inner fury rose fast and she attempted to wrench herself from his grasp. But Daniel was like a rock, holding her so firmly against his side that her efforts seemed sadly childish. She did manage to kick his leg in the process of her angry fit, which raised his ire to a boiling point. “You just don’t know when to quit now, do you?” he bit off. Seconds later, he had her skirt lifted over her bottom, her panties yanked down to her knees, and his hand coming down against her pink ass cheeks until the imprint of his large, firm palm had turned the flesh scarlet. The pain was unrelenting, but so too were the feelings that seized her deep inside her belly. She understood without thinking where this would lead—just as it was that night on the yacht. Though she had no intention of going down that path again, she had few options, especially when the spanking only heightened her sexual arousal.

       As the pain grew more difficult to bear, she wanted to lash out again, but she didn’t dare scream and call attention to her embarrassing plight. Who knows who else might be traipsing through the McKellar property on that afternoon? She could only hope that Robbie’s father had returned to the house and they were truly alone.

       “Strange how you take to punishment,” Daniel added to her misery with the exultant comment.

       “Please, stop!” she wailed in a breathy whisper.

       “And spare you the retribution you’ve earned for being such a naughty wife.”

       His words shocked her, resonating so deeply that in that instant her body seized up in a powerful orgasm she could not suppress. While Daniel kept on spanking her bottom, she writhed erotically inside his grip and let out a moan that could only be construed as sexual. When his hand moved between her heated ass cheeks, he found her pussy dripping with juices.

       “And should the naughty wife get used the way she deserves to be used?” the mockery in his voice again. “Hum…? What is it that Madeleine wants?” His fingers went deeper into the trimmed thatch of dark hair at the opening of her pussy, grazing against her clitoris and the sensitive opening of her spasming vagina. “I can always stop now, if that’s what you want. Just tell me, Madeleine.” His fingers slipped ever deeper into the molten opening causing another round of spasms. “You get to choose. I will not take you without your permission. Never let it be said that I raped you.” He kept on and on with the mocking taunt, knowing that his words were pounding in her brain, relentless and tormenting, urging her to do exactly what her body so desired.

       Finally, in the low and guttural voice of a woman possessed, she murmured, “Fuck me!” in a tersely seething statement of her violent need. “Fuck me, Daniel!” she then declared more loudly.

       Daniel let go of her body and pulled away, then shoved her roughly toward a stone bench. She bent over and rested her hands on the cold surface while he moved back in behind her proffered ass. His organ had grown large, and for several humiliating seconds he batted the head about her ass in a taunting reminder of his power to control her. Then with firmly grasping fingers taking a hold of each ass cheek, he pried her cleft wide apart and plunged his pulsating cock into her pussy. As he fucked her, he held her cheeks in his fists and squeezed. He made quick work of his task, as there was no mistaking that his confrontation with Robbie’s bride had turned him on as much as it had her.

The pain on Madeleine’s ass lingered on after he ejaculated into her clenching love hole—for as long as he held her ass and smacked her flesh to make the event as painful at the end as it was in the beginning.

        “Punishment gets you off, Mrs. McKellar,” he announced, as if it weren’t already obvious. “If you’ve learned nothing today, you’ve learned that. Consider that knowledge my gift to you.” He finally let her go, although she was slow to revive; slow to stand and cover her scarlet cheeks. He actually had to smack her one more time to get her moving. “Maybe you want to stay here all day with your ass hanging out, but that might prove embarrassing. One never knows who’s going to be out for a walk on a day like this.”

       Abruptly brought back to life, Madeleine jerked upright and scrambled to find her panties and pull them back in place. They were soaking wet in seconds, and the smell of their sex rose up in the languid air to assault her senses.

       “Oh, dear God, what have I done!” she said. She’d closed her eyes, wishing for all she was worth that this had just been a bad dream from which she’d finally awaken. But reality was not so kind to her. Opening her eyes, the reminder of her infidelity was there before her.

       “Perhaps this is just fulfilling a need, Madeleine,” Daniel came back with surprising tenderness. “You’re going to have a hard road ahead trying to squelch the fire of lust that burns in you. It’s a wonder how you’ve survived this long without taking some measures to address it.”

       “What do you mean?”

       He looked at her with a sincerity she’d never seen in him, no sign of the lurking mockery she normally associated with the man. “I mean that you have obvious, even peculiar needs. I saw that when we first met. The situation you live with now will not get better.” He obviously meant her marriage to Robbie. “Which makes you easy to take advantage of. I’m forewarning you. I will not be the only man to want you.”

       “And you offer me what?” her reply was laced with irony.

       “Offer? This is something you have to figure out for yourself. But I’d start with your need to be punished and work from there. What kind of accommodations you make in the future to work this out… well, that is up to you.” He sighed a bit regretfully, then he reached out and affectionately grazed her face with his warm palm. “Perhaps we’d better leave this here and get back to the house before we’re missed.”

       He turned to go.

       “What! You’re going to fuck me, then leave me here just like that! Do you realize what we’ve done!”

       He turned back. “Am I supposed to regret what happened? I’m sorry, I don’t. I don’t have the guilt buttons you do. And I certainly don’t have the need to be punished for my sins, if this was a sin. I won’t apologize. I enjoyed myself, and it would appear you did too. Did I take advantage of you? I suppose. Will I again? I can’t say, but probably not. Certainly not like this. I don’t think we need to cause the McKellar family anymore pain than they are already feeling.”

       Her emotions were wildly all over the place by the time he finished his speech. All she could do was order him away from her. “Leave, please, now! Go! Go. I never want to see you again. Go!” She could hold back her tears only so long, and slumping to the stone bench, she covered her face with her hands. If she hoped that he would offer up some kindness, some tender mercy so she could spit it back in his face with all the guile she felt, she’d be disappointed.

       When she looked up next, he was far in the distance, hiking back down the path toward the estate house and disappearing into the woods.


Chapter Five

The following spring…

“I’m going into town,” Madeleine announced as she passed by Robbie’s office. She looked in, seeing that he was intently working on his list of phone calls for the Children’s Hospital Charity. “Do you need anything?”

       He looked up and smiled, a little absently at first.

       “Ah, right, it’s Wednesday! And what a beautiful day. You should enjoy your afternoon.”

       “And you really should get some fresh air yourself. You know the saying about all work and no play…”

       “Oh, am I getting dull?”

       “No, not dull at all, darling. Your charm knows no bounds.”

       “Right, I’m sure you feel that way,” he said with a wry grin. “Like last night, I suppose?”
        Ouch! She hadn’t meant to land on such a sensitive subject, but it seemed so easy now. He had done his best to be intimate with her the night before, but in six months since he was released from the hospital, any physical exchanges were more affectionate than sexual.”

       “Robbie, please, I had a wonderful time last night.”

       “Did you, really?”

       She moved into the room and stood behind him, gently massaging his shoulders and running her hands along his face.

       “I did. Being close to you like that, you have no idea how much I crave your touch.” She bent down and hugged him from behind, giving his cheek an affectionate kiss. Then she pulled away and moved to the front of his desk. When he wasn’t in pain, he could be just as handsome as he was when they first met.

       He smiled a little more sincerely this time. Perhaps for the moment, she’d dodged a bullet.

       “You go have a nice time…what? Coffee with a friend today?”

       “I’m stopping by the grocery store and the book store, then maybe have coffee with Gwen if she’s free. Although I might just get lost in the bookstore,” her eyes lit, “you never know with me.”

       “But you’ll be home by dinner?”

       “Of course.” She dashed toward the door and blew him a kiss. “I’ll be back by seven.”

Wednesdays were her afternoon off. At Robbie’s insistence she left the Endowment to him while she indulged in some precious free time to herself. She might talk about her friend Gwen—who she rarely saw—the bookstore, the grocery or the spa she infrequently visited for a massage. But rarely were those the activities that took up her Wednesday afternoons. Having spent her first two free afternoons poking around town for things to keep her busy, on the third Wednesday, she bypassed town altogether and started down the highway, driving sixty miles at an almost reckless speed, having no idea where she’d go or when she’d stop. Thoughts about running away were so vivid inside her mind that she was surprised to find herself suddenly turning off the highway and driving into a small town. There was not a thought in her head about what she’d do next. But as soon as she spotted a liquor store, she stopped the car, went inside and purchased a bottle of Blue Sky Vodka, a wheel of Brie and a package of fancy crackers—the best they offered in this tacky burgh. She paid in cash, then doubled back to a cheap motel she’d spotted just as she arrived in town. She paid cash there too, giving the desk clerk quite an eyeful. Her dark hair was hidden by a scarf and her eyes covered in large dark sunglasses. Wearing black slacks and a black cashmere sweater, she mimicked old Hollywood so effectively that she nearly doubled over with laughter when she looked at her reflection in the motel mirror once she was inside her room. The subterfuge was so dramatic that she used it nearly every Wednesday afternoon when she decided that her bottle of Vodka and the cheap motel were better entertainment than moseying her way through the same bleak stores in town she’d already been to a dozen times.

       Booze would not be her only entertainment. She ignored the seedy interior of the motel, the ratty curtains, the TV that barely worked, and downed several drinks in the plastic cup provided before she stopped to consider what she was doing. Then she sat on the edge of the bed, gazing into the mirror while waiting for the liquor to work through her system. At first it seemed to have little effect, then suddenly a pleasant, dreamy feeling of inebriation hit her. Staring into the mirror she laughed again at her folly, then for a while, almost sobered by the reckless act, she simply studied her face. What next? Wait until she was sober enough and drive home? What was the point, the desire, the need? If she were waiting for a lover to join her this might be reasonable behavior, but without that motivation, it seemed no more than another meaningless activity, spurred on by a current of unrest she’d been feeling for some weeks.

       She finally moved to the clock radio beside the bed, and tuned in to a local station that played Indy rock. Though she was not particularly familiar with the style, something about the beat and the thin, quaint voices of the singers worked its way through her, much like the liquor had. She began to move while feeling her body in its every minute detail: the muscles, the flesh, the blood beating through her veins, the feel of the air on her skin—on her face first, then as she slowly removed her clothes, on her arms and legs. Having shucked her blouse and slacks, she was left dancing in her pink stilettos, bra and panties, as she watched her breasts jiggle so evocatively that a rush of desire shot through her as she reached back and unhooked the bra to release the voluptuous mounds. She’d never looked at herself in such an erotic way, and though she nearly climaxed from the shuddering feelings lifting through her body she vowed to hold off. If this was what she needed to do then she’d draw the moments out, letting a powerful orgasm build. Her breathing deepened as she caressed her heated skin. How strange it was to feel her body with her own hands. No mistaking where this would lead, one single finger was soon tugging at her panties and drawing them down across her undulating belly and the neat trimmed bush below. Quaking with desire she practically stumbled from her high heels.

       Even as the liquor swam through her body, she tried to sober her mind enough to steady herself. She remained on her feet, making friends with the mirror, while in her mind’s eye she imagined a man just outside her line of vision looking on at the sexy exhibition. Though that man would remain a figment of her fertile imagination, he felt as real as a man made of bones and flesh and blood. She could hear him speaking to her, urging her to move in ways that would tease his erection to life. She played his game; her intention to make him hard and hot and ready to fuck her on the spot; if only he’d risen from his phantom existence and stepped into the motel room to take her body inside his forceful hands. The fantasy was in danger of disintegrating at this point, but by the time she got this far, her desire was just too great to put off any longer. She opened the covers, and lying down on the white sheets, her hand aggressively moved between her thighs. As soon as her fingers touched her clit, the first in a series of climaxes began. With just the slightest provocation, she spasmed hard, then hard again. Frantic, focused and demanding, her climax went as if it would never end. She clutched at her pussy with hands assaulting the hole with a violent force, her clit squeezed until the shock of it sent her into another round of persistent orgasms. After a time, the energy turned sensuous, flowing through her body more naturally. It was then that the man in the room returned to her in the same threatening visions. “Pinch your clit, your nipples and don’t let go…” When she heard his orders she obediently obeyed.

       The self-fuck went on for nearly an hour until at last there was no more energy left, and her body let out an enormous sigh.

       She refused to touch herself, and closing down the voice inside her head, she suddenly shot up from the bed, exhausted but unwilling to put herself through more masturbation. She needed another drink, and this one soothed her. No more arousal. No more pressing need. At last she breathed easily, realizing that the astounding episode was finally over. If she’d been sober at all, she would have hurriedly dressed and fled the room, but she was drunk enough to know that she couldn’t drive and she’d have to wait.

       The remnants of that warm April afternoon were all around her. Long shadows from the sun played out against the grimy walls creating an almost magical glow in that otherwise squalid room. A mellow laziness moved through her now, so different from the sexual urgency that brought her to this place, but equally erotic.

       She turned on the TV to pass the time, flipping through grainy channels until she came to an afternoon talk show about teenaged mothers. She watched with passive interest as time ticked by, then as soon as the evening news came on, she went to the bathroom to sponge down her sex soaked body and get dressed.

       Home by seven. She’d promised Robbie. It would be at least an hour on a busy highway before she reached the estate, even then she was likely to be late. She had no time to reflect on how she’d spent her afternoon, or make up plausible lies about her day to tell her husband, although soon enough, both would be necessary.

Every Wednesday afternoon, Madeleine repeated the scene with the booze, the motel room, and her raunchy masturbations. Although she never went to the same place two weeks in a row, she had her favorite haunts that she returned to repeatedly. And the masturbations, while ending with the same fiercely violent come, had plenty of permutations to keep each one unique. She never knew where the next would lead or what kinky acts awaited. That was province of her phantom lover to decide, and to whatever he ordered, she submissively acquiesced. Sometimes she spanked her ass with a hairbrush; on another occasion she used the brush on her naked pussy. Using clothesline, she tied her body into intricate patterns of bondage, then pulled the ropes tightly against her flesh until the pain was almost unbearable, and she left deep ridges in her skin. Several times she managed to tie her hands behind her back and force herself to come without touching her private parts. Wriggling against the sheets, she fucked pillows between her legs or rubbed her clitoris lewdly against the edge of the dresser, finally getting off—sometimes accompanied by an alarming degree of pain.

       She often imagined herself tied in more extreme forms of bondage from which she could not escape, or fantasized about lovers she’d seduced to her motel room where she’d be subject to beatings and punishment and rough tongue-lashings from these angry dominants. The nasty turns her mind would take shocked the more sexually timid Madeleine into believing that her desire for depravity knew no boundaries.

       She often wondered if her strange behavior was what Daniel Prothero had in mind about making accommodations for her lust. 

       Although she was never daring enough to engage other lovers or put herself into risky bondage, that didn’t stop the wilder fantasies from making their demands on her with such doggedness that over time she could feel her resistance to such things breaking down. This became her game: ignore her first thoughts about some new and perverse sex play; let it tease her for weeks, building steam, until she could finally no longer avoid it.

One Wednesday afternoon, she drank more than usual from her bottle of expensive Vodka. The man in her mind had big ideas, as big as the huge-ass dildo that he demanded she buy before she arrived at her motel room. It took an especially long time for her to locate a porn store where she could purchase the thing. Stores like that were few and far between, and for her own peace of mind, she needed to travel far enough from home so she’d not be spotted by someone she knew going into such a seedy place. It would have been much simpler to have ordered the dildo on the Internet. But she avoided that solution. Even though she could have explained the purchase to Robbie—who wouldn’t have minded in the slightest—she feared opening the door to her secret life to him or anyone. He was not a part of her private fantasies and she didn’t want him knowing what lengths she went to in order to feed a lust so rapacious. He didn’t now what secrets she harbored in her sexual mind before his injury and he certainly wouldn’t now.

       Many times, she had considered the possibility of confessing the truth to Robbie. He could have even been that man on the sidelines watching. It might have satisfied that twisted corner of his psyche, but what real pleasure could Robbie derive for himself? How empty it would have been for him to have only been on the sidelines and never really part of the game? No, she wouldn’t subject him to that kind of frustration.

Madeleine finally found the thick seven inch dildo in a porn store two hours north of home, and because it had taken her so long to find it, she was unable to check into a motel room that afternoon. This scene would have to wait another week. Stuffing the bulky thing deep inside her purse until she was safely in her bedroom, she then hid it in the back of a closet where Robbie could never go. The following Wednesday, once she stashed the thing inside her purse, the phallus seemed to take on a life of its own. It belonged to that imaginary lover, not her. Already she could hear its demands floating into her thoughts. When she suddenly turned into a Walgreen’s, she knew exactly what she needed to do, and after a good deal of poking around for the item she wanted, she finally found the enema bag at the far end of one aisle buried on the bottom shelf. So self-absorbed, she seemed barely conscious of her actions as she paid at the checkout, leaving the clerk to wonder if the woman was high on drugs, or maybe a little ‘off’.

       Madeleine arrived at the motel wearing the same black costume she wore nearly every week; her head covered in a scarf and a pair of large sunglasses covering nearly half her face. The items she needed for the scene were stuffed into a large straw bag, and once she was safely in her motel room, she dumped her treasures out on the bed and stared at them for a long time. She could already hear the voice shouting out orders. Finally, almost in a panic, she grabbed the enema bag, she went to the bathroom. After clamping the hose tightly, she filled the red rubber bladder and hung it on the shower rod. Then she swiftly undressed—her urgent need had given her the marching orders she was obliged to obey. Working feverishly with the buttons of her blouse, her agitation swelled—everything must be done in perfect order according to her phantom master’s wishes.

       Her clothes were tossed into a heap on the floor—no time to hang them in the closet—and by the time she finally stepped into the bathtub to begin the scene, her entire body was shaking. She bent over and reached back, opening her ass cheeks and shoving the nozzle into her dry, tight ass. The voice was clear—no lube, maybe later—he couldn’t have been more clear.

       The tightness of the impalement scared her, but the excitement behind the act was so arousing that she refused to back off. Once releasing the valve on the hose, the warm water rushed into her bowels, and she nearly orgasmed from the powerful sensations. She heard her muted moans, while a feeling of relief seemed to ease her nerves. Although the entire scene was profoundly disturbing, the wildness of these savage acts of submission submerged her in so much erotic pleasure that she could not veer from the plan. When the enema bag was finally empty, she crouched in the tub, letting her belly and bowels settle. Urged by that phantom lover, she endured long minutes of waiting and deep cramping sensations that were almost too much to bear. Each time her rational mind urged her to scramble to the toilet, the pain would miraculously back off and her discomfort would temporarily subside. Finally in a reasoned whisper the voice came to her again, granting her permission to use the toilet. There was no scrambling, no frantic movements, every sensation must be appreciated and the depths of her surrender acknowledged, nothing was to be ignored. After expelling the liquid, she cleaned herself and returned to the bedroom. Only then did she realize that the entire enema had taken place while she was completely sober. The bottle of Vodka stood unopened, next to it the plastic glass and the bucket of ice. To think, she’d felt as drunk on her desire as she would have been after two dry martinis.

       Believing that the most unpleasant part of the scenario over, Madeleine was now free to relax and enjoy the liquor before she continued with her long afternoon of sexual pleasure. She turned on the radio as she had before then poured a drink and wandered toward the bed, doing a little dance as she did.

       Two drinks later, Madeleine heard the voice calling to her again.       

       “Don’t bother with your cunt today, slut. You’ll stuff the dildo in your ass.”

       She heard the command and her body quaked reflexively. She knew this was coming, even though she’d rather get off as she usually did. However, it was impossible to argue with a phantom lodged inside her mind, and it was clear to her now that this act was what that phantom lover had been aiming for all the time, where all these many sessions in seedy motels were leading.

       She’d had the dildo for a week, but she’d barely looked at it. Still locked inside the plastic package it seemed safe enough, but the demand was clear. As soon as she pried it from the package, the foul thing brought back all those times Robbie had tried to take her ass with little or no success—every time he pressed his thumb against the anal opening during sex, she seized up and ordered him away. After a year or two together, he’d been more insistent in his demands, reasoning with her, making a solemn promise to be gentle. “They’ll be no pain,” he insisted. Lots of lube and tender probing finally allowed her to open some, but when it came to shoving the head of his hard erection into her tight anus, her body was remarkably consistent. He gave up trying—until the next time, months later, when the urge to take her ass rose up in him again and with a little cajoling he managed to win her reluctant cooperation.

       This would be different, she’d been assured by her savage phantom. There would be no balking, no begging, no backing down. Her body would open and she’d take it all. Even if she had to stay there all night, she’d remain in the motel room until she accomplished the feat. No demand was more important than this one.

       Drunk on Vodka and the fantasy, Madeleine stripped the blankets from the bed and lay down on the mattress with the lube and the dildo and her trepidation running sky high. All those failures with Robbie came back to her like ghosts. Her mind was ransacked of all rational thought, her fears screamed to end this now. But his plan was set.

       Though she seized up as she lubed her ass, she kept on, picking up the dildo: all seven inches of slick purple silicone with the head thickly coated with lube. When she placed the bulbous head against her anus, every muscle in her body tightened. All the complaints, the fears and her the disgust over anal sex from her previous life flooded into her mind only to be washed away an instant later by the powerful force that demanded her surrender.

       Shove it in bitch!… the ugly comments began with words like that then continued on… Go on, fuck yourself…work it in until it hurts…do it, slut, do it!

       Suddenly, she was no longer in charge; the voice prevailed and the head of the dildo sunk beyond her tight sphincter. Madeleine breathed deeply, letting it rest for several minutes as she adjusted to the fullness, then she began again, pressing it more firmly an inch at a time, her mind almost frantic from the powerful feelings that were surging through her body.

       You will love this…

       The determined voice was half Dom, half cheerleader, directing her beyond the fear, the pain, the memories that made this act so disgusting and so painful.

       She shoved harder on the heels of a wellspring of anger she’d never touched before, from some unknown place she never knew existed. What horrific thing had happened to her that made her so rebellious, so reluctant, so defiant in the face of this? she was lead to wonder. But there were no answers, no miraculous truths descending to her from on high.

       Seven inches of purple silicone inched its way inside her asshole until, with a final firm shove, the last of it was buried in her rectum. She’d take all of it, her muscles adjusting, her insides giving off an enormous sigh, but there seemed to be nothing different about her emotional reaction to the impalement. She could feel her arousal on the sidelines as if it were hanging out waiting for orders from the phantom who demanded this sleazy act. She was content enough to let this be the end of the scene. But when she was ordered to Fuck it, slut! the dark fire of her anger suddenly went into revolt and she pulled the dildo out.

       “No!” she announced out loud, and she jumped off the bed and ran to the bathroom.

       Ten minutes later, she was dressed, packed up and climbing into her car, making a fast getaway down the highway until she arrived at the estate and pulled to a stop. Only then did she feel she’d escaped the phantom lover and his disgusting demands.

When Madeleine stormed into the house, she was unaware that Robbie was in the foyer where he could see her in her harried state.

       “What the hell’s happened to you?” he wheeled his chair around and confronted her just inside the door.

       “Oh, Robbie,” she gasped, almost falling over him.

       “You okay?”

       “Yes, sure, I’m fine.” She had to think fast.

       He looked up worriedly. “Sorry, it’s going to take a lot more than that for me to believe you.”
        “I just… I was just almost in an accident. It got me flustered.” She backed away.

       “Have you been drinking?”

       It had not dawned on her that when she left the motel she was still slightly drunk, and she was feeling woozy now. No doubt the smell of liquor was obvious on her breath.

       “Yes, I had a drink over lunch. I’m fine.” He looked at her strangely. “I’m not drunk if that’s what you think.”

       “No, why would I think that about you, darling? You just don’t seem yourself.”

       “I guess I don’t. That’s why I came home early. I think I’ll lie down and rest.”

       “Yes, you do that.” He gave another long look then wheeled his chair around and returned to his office through the double doors.


Chapter Six

Three weeks later, Madeleine was still unsettled about the disturbing incident with the dildo. The anxiety raised that day would not go away—nor would the shocking emotions that surfaced afterwards. She had, however, made some decisions in response to the disaster. Wednesday afternoons would be strictly devoted to more normal pursuits. No Vodka, no motels on the highway, and certainly no dildos. The one she’d purchased for that afternoon was hastily thrown into a dumpster twenty miles from home. She would have gone even further that first Wednesday afternoon, but then that would have been just another impetuous and ill-conceived exploit, the very kind she was determined to stop.

       At least with the dildo gone she felt some semblance of sanity return for a few days, but it didn’t last, and by the time another Wednesday rolled around, the lure of her sexual pursuits had begun to haunt her again. She rigorously stuffed back the feelings, while deciding that she’d learn to masturbate at home and be happy with that. But her body never seemed to be aroused at moments when she had the time for such self-indulgent activity.

       Maybe it was the house, Robbie—every bit of energy now seemed devoted to the single pursuit of building the Endowment far beyond its original intentions. Malcolm McKellar was so ridden with guilt about his son’s condition that he’d given Robbie free reign over the project and allowed him to develop it on his own. This seemed all that Robbie needed in his life. Of course Madeleine knew the truth; anyone observing him with a little honesty could see that he was sublimating his feelings about his injury, the physical pain, the emotional brokenness, and the sudden ruination of his dreams. But none of these things would ever be properly addressed because he was too busy building the only dream he had left. Even the marriage was too painful for him to spend much time nurturing their natural affection for each other. They might have been a lot less lonely than they were, but behaviors become ingrained, thoughts never voiced, feelings left unexpressed until the habits that take their place prevent any possibility for change. What promise there might have been for a satisfying life became diminished as Robbie’s urgent obsession with the Endowment grew.

       No, the house where there had once been wild and kinky parties was no longer a place for sex.

There was no specific motivation for Madeleine to go into town that next Wednesday afternoon—no motivation other than getting away. That didn’t mean that the open highway and the cheap motel weren’t beckoning her to take that flight of fantasy. She could feel the force of her desires as strong in her as they’d ever been. But she refused to go down that desperate road.

       After doing some necessary shopping and stopping at the library to return a book, she walked the neighborhood surrounding the library. After going several blocks down a street lined with classy old homes and apartment houses, she realized that she was standing in front of the square brick apartment house where Daniel Prothero lived. Several years before Robbie had dropped him off there when Daniel’s car had broken down on the road between the McKellar estate and his home. Strange how this small tidbit of information would return to her on a day like this and cause such a heated response in her; before she realized what she was doing, she was taking the steps to the second floor of the building and knocking on the man’s door. When she heard his foot-steps closing in on her, she nearly ran away, but then the door suddenly swung open.

       “Maddy!” Daniel Prothero stepped back and eyed her curiously. “What are you doing here?”

       “I-I had to see you,” she blurted out. Anxious! Desperate! He wasn’t a fool, he could obviously see her distress. What the hell could she possibly have been thinking coming here?

       He was dressed in jeans and an old droopy sweater with sleeves that he’d pushed up to his elbows. A pair of reading glasses were perched at the tip of his nose and he gazed over the top to see her clearly.

       She guessed that he’d been writing, and could easily see beyond him to the window where his desk appeared to take up a good part of one wall. On one side sat his MAC, on the other side was an old Underwood typewriter with a sheet of paper rolled into the platen. She’d never seen him in his working environment and this seemed very strange.

       “Madeleine?”

       Hearing her name, she looked away from the messy desk and into his eyes.

       “I’ve disturbed you, haven’t I?” It would have not been hard to see the confusion in her vague expression.

       “Well, yes, you have—although you’re not an unpleasant interruption. Come on in.” He stepped aside and Madeleine moved in, her eyes darting from place to place taking in every detail of the man’s living space. The large room was furnished with leather and heavy woods, a book case and cabinets covering one wall, a fireplace taking up much of another, and of course the wall of windows that looked out to the street. At the other end of the room was a dining area, the kitchen was just beyond, where she could see just a sliver of its pale yellow walls. 

       “Sit,” Daniel finally told her. He’d already moved into the sitting area and expected her to follow him, but she only did so after he issued the terse order.

       How she’d come to be inside the man’s apartment was still a mystery to her. She had half a mind to excuse this silly move and leave right away, but the hot feeling in her gut would not let up. There was something she had to say, something her body and emotions demanded, as certainly as they’d once demanded that she spend her Wednesdays masturbating in motel rooms.

       “A drink?” he asked. The question took her instantly back to the yacht just before his surprising assault. That the memory was still so very fresh in her mind was astounding after all this time. However, she was not surprised by how aroused she now was sitting in Daniel Prothero’s living room. She’d come to expect this kind of response when she was anywhere near the man.

       “No,” she immediately replied, shaking her head. “No drinking.” This was important given the way her Wednesdays prior had been clouded by the sensuous stupefaction of liquor. Now that she had invaded the man’s space, she needed to think clearly.

       “You seem agitated, Madeleine. Is something wrong? Robbie? A problem at home?”

       He could be so normal and so genuinely concerned when he was not commenting on the state of her sexual desires. Two awesome moments of intimacy in their shared history, and the rest of their relationship had no more than innocuous parlor talk when they weren’t avoiding each other. She’d known him seven years—hard to imagine that it had been so long.

       “No, it’s nothing like…nothing about Robbie, although I suppose in a way…” her voice drifted, and then so did she. Rising from the leather sofa, she wandered aimlessly around the room. The normal discomfort she felt in Daniel’s presence was returning, her sexual arousal getting stronger by the minute.

       “Madeleine,” he finally prompted her. His tone seemed gentle enough, but there was a demand behind it, something familiar that left her feeling raw inside. She thought about the motel rooms, the liquor, her sordid masturbations, the awful moment with the dreadful dildo. She finally whipped around and faced him. “I can’t do this by myself anymore,” she said.

       He stared back baffled. “Can’t do what?”

       She looked at him for some time, debating what she’d say next, then with unexpected resolve she said: “Punish myself.”

       The news hardly unnerved him, little would, but it took a moment for it to sink in. “And you think I can punish you?” he asked.

       “I know you can,” she came right back as if she’d rehearsed the line a hundred times. Maybe somewhere in her mind she had. In some dream, some fantasy, an alternate reality this conversation had already taken place.

       Daniel considered this for a long time, making no statement, no commitment, but not sending her away either.

       Meanwhile Madeleine breathed deeply to calm herself and finally, because she was so terribly unhinged by what she’d just done, she sat down to wait for his reply, thinking this would spare her from fainting—the strange light-headed sensation would simply not go away.

       When Daniel moved to his feet, she almost expected him to assault her as he did before—in fact, this was exactly what she hoped—but instead, he strolled the room, eventually circling her with his huge energy wrapping her within the force field of his dominate command. Locked in a disquieting silence, she waited nervously for him to speak again. When he did, it wasn’t what she wanted to hear.

       “Suppose you tell me what brought this on, Madeleine? What you offer seems a little bizarre, even to a lecherous bastard like me.” He stood before the fireplace, his eyes leveled on her.

       “It is bizarre, isn’t it? In fact, I can’t believe I’m actually here talking to you about it.”

       “Obviously, this comes from some deep dark need—does this by any chance have to do with my fucking you on the yacht, and at the gazebo?”

       She smiled nervously. “Only in part, only because what you said to me has never stopped playing back in my mind. It’s like a broken record…and now…” she closed her eyes, feeling the pain of it anew, “the things I’ve done have been so messed up, I don’t know where to turn. But I have to do something!” She stopped, opened her eyes and blankly stared at the coffee table.

       “What things have you so messed up?”

       She looked up. “You want me to tell you?”

       “Of course, I want you to tell me,” his impatience showed in the irritated reply. “That is if you really want me to help you. At the moment, I hardly know what you’re talking about.”

       “But I’m not sure what I want.”

       “Well, you either want my help or not. But we’re not going to play games, girl. You’re not going to beat around the bush. You can leave now if that’s your plan.”

       She visibly gulped as she tried to hold back a stream of tears.

       “No, no, please! I have to do this.”

       “Then you start talking, Maddy. Don’t worry, I’ll keep your secret if that’s what you’re concerned about.”

       “I know that. I’m more afraid of telling you the truth.”

       “Well, I sure as hell don’t want to hear a pack of lies. So what if you’re embarrassed? It’s probably exactly what I’ve been imagining about you all along.”

       This made her blush. “How can you do that! Imagine stuff about me?”

       “It’s really very easy. I certainly don’t have to work at it. Where does it come from? I hope it’s intuition, that I really have tapped into the truth about you.”

       “And why would you bother?”

       He shrugged. “Women and their sexy secrets are a fascination for me. So talk—and remember, you are intruding on my space and my time and if you don’t say something interesting in the next sixty seconds, I’ll have to throw you out.”

       She took a big gulp of air and rushed in driven by his threat… “How about if I said that for the last several months I’ve been spending my Wednesday afternoons driving the highway until I finally pull into a cheap motel with a bottle of Vodka, and spend my time drinking—and…and masturbating.” She could barely get the last word out.

       Daniel’s reaction was instantaneous. He looked not so surprised by what she said but the fact that she actually said something that wouldn’t bore him.

       “My, that’s quite a yarn. Is it true?”

       “Oh, for heaven’s sakes, of course it is. Why would I lie about something like that? But there’s more… there are,” she looked down at her lap, gathering up enough courage to finish her story, “there are ropes and spanking, pain…kinky stuff. I hate what I’ve been doing, but I can’t seem to understand it or find a way to stop.” When she closed her eyes, the vivid pictures rushed in, and she felt as if she was back in the motel room again. “I feel like I have to hurt myself, that there’s some flaw in my character that makes me guilty—I’m not even sure what I’m guilty of. Although now I have plenty of reasons to be ashamed of myself considering the things I’ve done.” She finally opened her eyes and looked up, seeing that his placid knowing expression had returned.

       “This is the punishment that you talked about?”

       “Yes. Sort of. But I just can’t do everything my fantasies require of me.”

       “And what? You see me taking over and doing all those despicable things? Punishing you hard like you’re some naughty brat? Is that it?”

       Her heart was racing fast, and between her legs the hot fires of desire were making her squirm so he could see the obvious movements of her body.

       “You’re horny now just thinking about it?”

       She childishly bit her lip. “Yes. I am. In the worst way.”

       “The worst way? What’s bad about being so horny?”

       Her blush deepened but she didn’t respond.

       An air of amusement filled his expression. “So the prim Madeleine is actually a wild slut at heart, just as I suspected. And now that she has so graphically proven that to herself, it’s time for her to pay. Her troubled psyche demands the retribution. And what irony, the whole horrible conundrum just turns her on all the more.”

       “God, I wish it weren’t true,” she buried her face in her hands.

       “Isn’t it funny that for all our attempts at being civil beings, we’re really just savages at heart—even pretty things like you.”

       She looked up. “You love to mock.”

       “I mock myself as much as I do anyone else, just no one sees that. It’s my own private demon. But I do respect you,” he said. “It took guts to come here and tell me these things. You could just have easily seduced me, then maybe after our affair had gone on for a while, you would have finagled your way into the punishment you needed so badly. I like the straight talk better.”

       “I couldn’t kid myself. I also have a feeling you would have known anyway—at least suspected that I had other motives. Besides a real affair makes me unfaithful to Robbie.”

       “And you are concerned about that now?”

       “I’m not sure I’m ready for it yet. I’d rather it stayed nonsexual.”

       “We’ll don’t kid yourself—if I do what you’re asking, it will be a full-blown affair. Maybe not sexual, but I wouldn’t count on that.”

       The truth about that made her shudder, but she was undeterred.

       “So, will you—do me this favor?” she looked up, bearing only a timid hope.

       “Maybe.” He scrutinized her carefully. Now that he understood her mission, at least in part, he seemed to settle in with the facts before him and enjoy the process. “First, though, you tell me what made you stop. Something huge happened, something that really shocked you. Something that scared you into coming to me.” She looked back at him unable to hide her alarm, and he chuckled under his breath. “I’m right, aren’t I?”

       “Yes,” she said weakly.

       “Well then, we’ll start there.”

       She gulped miserably looking into his face like a penitent child.

       “Don’t panic, Madeleine,” he finally jumped in. “You don’t have to make any confessions today. I have a deadline,” he consulted his watch “in about three hours, and I have at least four hours of work to do. You’re off the hook for now. I’ll let you think about your proposal, since it seems to be a rather impulsive one. Make certain this is what you want, and if you do come back next week, be prepared to tell me the whole story.”

       The air between them was raw with sexual tension neither would act on. If only they had consummated things right then she would have felt better. Yes, yes, she wanted this to remain nonsexual, but she’d also fantasized about his swooping down on her like a bird of prey and stripping her any power to chose for herself. She would have relinquished herself with barely a protest—she might have even become indignant as she had before—but wasn’t that just part of their beautiful game? What she hadn’t counted on was that he’d actually take her offer seriously. He wanted to know more, to probe her motives and a savage sexual ravaging wouldn’t happen now.

       She didn’t know what to feel now, her desires were twisted into such an anxious knot. She stood up, “Well, then, I guess I’ll be going. But I’ll be back next week. Next Wednesday?”

       “Wednesday would be fine. Two o’clock.”

       She hesitated briefly as if she had something else to say, but whatever it was seemed to disappear into the powerful swell of emotions that she could feel rising up inside her. She quickly moved to the front door.

       “And Madeleine,” he stopped her, “I will keep this nonsexual if that is important to you. Maybe it’s too much to combine infidelity and punishment in the same erotic cocktail.”

       “Thank you,” she looked back over her shoulder with a thin smile. Relief? Disappointment? It was hard to say how she greeted this news, but he had more to say…

       “Just remember, you can walk out of here now and never come back. You can change your mind at anytime. No one will ever know you were here, let alone what was said. Nothing’s been written in stone.”

       Perhaps she liked the way his eyes could bore into her back so threateningly—the feeling of dread matched her arousal. She didn’t bother to turn again when she said determinedly, “But I will be here. Next Wednesday, two o’clock.”

       Once out the door, she wasted no time retracing her steps to the sidewalk.

       Although Daniel watched from the windows as she crossed the street and walked toward town, she did not turn back to see him looking from the window. He stared down at the street long after she disappeared around a corner, then finally turning to the bar, he made his first drink of the day then sat down to write.


Chapter Seven

Madeleine shivered nervously with her back against the door, while waiting for Daniel Prothero to say something. It had been a week since she went to his apartment with the amazing proposal, and to actually find herself there now seemed like a minor miracle. What resolve she’d shown in her dramatic leaving, what vows she seemed to make were just imaginings to her a day later. Once the spell of her erotic mood lifted—and it was a highly erotic mood that had been propelling her forward that day—she could not believe she’d actually been so nervy as to knock on the man’s door and ask him to punish her. She recalled clearly his reminder that she could walk away and never come back; that he’d never hold her to a promise. She believed he was sincere. Never go back was exactly what she decided. Her proposal to him seemed totally ludicrous once she had a chance to think it over. Even on Tuesday night, she was firm in her decision and her plan for the following day was set. She’d even arranged a movie date with Gwen for the afternoon just in case, she had some silly notion to follow through with her ill-advised scheme.

       When Wednesday morning dawned nothing had changed. However, this was Wednesday and as the day wore on, the rising tide of her sexual anxieties began to slowly move through her like an invading army, until by noon, she could feel the tremor of desire nearly send her out the door to masturbate in the garden—or the gazebo, the pool house, the stable—nearly anywhere private would do. It was a serious and repeated thought, but one she determinedly ignored in an attempt to calm her nerves. She figured that once the two o’clock hour past she’d be out of the woods and this silly idea of giving herself to Daniel would no longer drive her day.

       Perhaps if she had gone ahead and acted on her sexual impulses and had taken off to some remote location to let off steam, she might have staved off the greater desire that tugged her toward Daniel Prothero. But she went without the release, and by one o’clock her body was shaking. By one-fifteen she reached for the phone and canceled her date with Gwen. By one-thirty, it was clear what she had to do. Her resolve to dismiss the punishment was in her imagination, while the vow to follow through was firm.

“And to think I only half expected you to be here,” Daniel had spoken first.

       “Well, you’re doing better than me,” she smiled weakly, “almost as soon as I left your apartment last week, I talked myself out of the whole deal.”

       He looked at her rather kindly. “Wouldn’t it be easy if all our demons were dispensed with so easily?”

       “You sound like you’ve been through this before?”

       “I’ve had my own challenges to face.” He’d stopped his work when he let her inside and now sat on one of his couches after pouring himself a Coke.

       “So?” she looked at him wondering, waiting.

       “I said we’d start off with whatever scared you away from your kinky afternoons. We might as well get on with that.”

       A wave of fear passed through her as she recalled that earlier instruction, then as the awful incident with the anal dildo came to life inside her mind, her heart started pounding  furiously. “Right…you want me to tell you what happened.”

       “No, Madeleine, I want you to show me.”

       “Show you?” Her eyes shot open wide, her belly clenching into a tight knot.

       “Exactly.”

       “But…”

       “No, buts,” he spit out tersely. “And we might as well get something straight right now. You’re here because you need me, because this is what you asked me to do. I do it my way, not yours, or not at all. As long as you’re here, you submit: no hesitation, no questions, no trying to negotiate a deal that’s more appealing to you. If it helps to think of yourself as my property, obliged by some arcane oath to do my bidding, then do. If some other fantasy works better, fine. But keep it to yourself. Just figure that any rebellion from you will bring a harsher punishment from me—unless of course, that’s what you want. You want to back out, you’d better do so now. But it will be the last time I’ll see you regarding this. You have one shot and that’s it. You got that?” After the terse diatribe he stopped to smile then waited for her response.

       Unable to speak, she nodded instead while gulping back her fear. She wanted to flee but she simply could not budge.

       “All right then,” Daniel went on, “show me that awful thing that made you stop.”

       The blood rushed through her head so fast that the headache was instantaneous. She was afraid she might explode. Finally with great determined effort, she forced herself to calm and let out a huge sigh as she shook off the emotions. With her thoughts zeroing in on that terrible scene again, she finally looked at him timidly. “But…excuse me…I don’t have a dildo.” The words alone made her blush.

       “Oh? The scene requires one?” Daniel looked up with interest.

       “Yes.”

       “Large or small?”

       “Kinda large, I guess.”

       He nodded. “Good.” Then he jumped up, moved into his bedroom for a couple minutes and returned with a flexible pink dildo about the size of the one she’d thrown in the dumpster. If anything, it was larger than that one, and just the look of it encouraged her feelings of panic. Still, she stood her ground.

       “I brought a tube of lubricant in case you needed that,” he added, as he walked forward and handed her the items.

       “Thanks,” she barely mouthed her reply, for her eyes were glued to the hefty phallus. Taking it from his hand, she felt its soft, smooth surface and wondered exactly where the thing had been—in whose ass or pussy had it been lodged? How many of Daniel’s girlfriends had enjoyed or hated the nasty thing? Oh, what a time to think of that! She immediately pushed the questions aside knowing it was better not to ask. Meanwhile, her heart continued its vicious pounding and hot tears started to sting her eyes. She realized then that all her trepidation was excitement disguised as fear. The great desire was moving through her body with such intensity that she knew she’d follow through regardless of how her sane alter ego—the respectable young wife in her—tried to ruin her plan.

       She looked up. “So where? Where should I do it?” she asked.

       “Anywhere you like,” he calmly returned, “I’ll just watch from the sidelines.”

       Oh! That was freaky! On the sidelines, just like her phantom lover watched all her nasty moves on the sidelines, and with his careful scrutiny judged her performance, making comments on its execution. But Daniel Prothero was no phantom. He was a real man with the ability to take her far beyond the voice inside her head. The role of dominant in charge fit him comfortably. You would have thought he practiced every day. He actually looked pleased by her distress and took pleasure in watching her squirm.

       She stood for a long while waiting for the courage to bloom inside her, until Daniel seemed to read her current state of turmoil, and prompted her again.

       “Just do it, Madeleine.”

       Yes, just do it, Madeleine. His voice echoed inside her head.

       Two leather couches in Daniel’s living room made a cozy ‘L’ before the fireplace. While Daniel had sat on one, in the corner nearest the fireplace, Madeleine chose the other one, facing the hearth. She furtively gazed around the room as if scouting for other voyeurs, then she knelt on the thick cushion, bending forward and pressing her shoulders to the surface and raising her ass in the air. Her head was facing Daniel, her rear toward the windows: the positioning quite deliberate. The idea of him actually staring at her behind was too much for her to bear with all the rest she was required to do.

       Once she flipped back her skirt and lowered her panties, she raised up on her elbows to grease the dildo with the lubricant, then she reached around to swab some on her anal opening. For a while, it helped to imagine herself back in the motel room with nothing but her phantom dominant observing her indecent act. Some strange power allowed that ruse to work, though as she reached back again, this time with the greased dildo, and began to press the penis head into her rectum, she no longer needed the fantasy to propel her on; the desire in her overcame her inhibitions. Even the humiliation was swept aside—or at the very least drove her desire to a higher level of arousal. Even when she felt her body try to balk as the dildo slowly slid inside, her huge desire pushed her past the resistance. Her own will demanded she continue. Two maybe three inches of the pink, slick phallus widened her far beyond what she thought she could endure. Tears ran down her cheeks and her mouth opened in anxious breaths, but she kept on. Any minute she expected she would falter. She could feel her stomach recoil and her anxiety build and that ‘other’, saner voice inside her head urging her to stop the madness now.

       “Oh, dear god, I can’t!” she finally gasped under her breath. Her face fell into the leather cushion and she sighed heavily, feeling a wellspring of emotion rising up and nearly eclipsing all else. She was just seconds from pulling the dildo out and giving up on the horrid scheme when she heard Daniel’s voice cut through the chatter in her brain:

       “Oh, but you can, Madeleine,” as firm and certain as ever, “You want the thing inside you. In fact, you want to fuck yourself with it. And that’s exactly what you’re going to do for me right now.”

       As his words washed over her, she could feel her desire return. Then she heard the leather creak as Daniel suddenly rose to his feet and began circling around the couches so he could view the scene from any angle he chose—so much for her choice of positions. From where he finally decided to stand, he had a complete view of her ass, and the hand that worked the dildo into her rectum, and how her anus widened to accept its thick circumference. The deep shudder of embarrassment only sent her arousal skyrocketing—moving into a sexual stratosphere unlike anything she’d ever felt.

       “Go on,” Daniel urged, “unless you want me to do it for you. I promise you I won’t be as kind as you are to yourself.”

       The hardness in his voice revived her as she knew it would, while a feeling of profound surrender engulfed her very being. She pushed the phallus deeper, willing her body to accept it, and as it finally began to move again, she could sense herself letting go, the tight sphincter muscles in her releasing and any resistance conquered by her determination to obey.

       “Deeper, Madeleine. I want that dildo all the way in. Now!” He barked the order and she shoved hard, jamming the thick head toward the center of her body. She winced as her muscles were forced to release; tears crept back into her eyes. Soon they were running down her cheeks, but she had succeeded in her task, and now she waited, holding the dildo in place with the flat end of it pressed against her anus.

       While her ass suffered, her pussy seemed to be grabbing on air, spasming on an inner level that was bringing her to a spontaneous orgasm. She could feel Daniel’s eyes and the ruthless command swooping in to take charge—this was exactly why she’d come to him, why she had been so powerfully attracted to him in the first place, why Robbie McKellar was just a distraction from what she honestly desired. Just the authoritative tone of his voice produced a feeling of utter bliss though a body hungry for surrender. Finally, she was giving up the long battle she’d waged with the darkest of her sexual desires. To be rid of that she placed the burden in Daniel’s hands, and for the first time in recent years she had a sense that she might actually succeed in her quest.

       “So now you’re supposed to fuck yourself. Am I right?”

       She was thrilled to hear his voice again as it knocked her out of her thoughts and back to the present reality.

       “Yes, sir.”

       “And this is where you chickened out?”

       Chickened out. “Yes, sir,” she confessed.

       “Well, you won’t chicken out with me, will you?”

       “No, sir.”

       “How about saying that again, make me believe that you mean it.”

       “No, sir!” she raised her voice.

       “So, fuck your ass, slut!”

       Until then, fucking her ass with a dildo was no more than a fantasy. To imagine the thick phallus going in and out of her like a cock had been impossible before, and as she began to slowly work it into her rectum, she could feel her hesitancy rise up again.

       Daniel sensed this too.

       “Go on, fuck yourself, unless you want me to take over.”

       She tried again with the same result, repeatedly stopping and starting, allowing the pain to surge in her while any feeling of pleasure died. Anxious minutes passed. Increasingly, Madeleine felt the pressure to perform, not just from her own desires, but from Daniel’s ruthless insistence.

       Every second became a torturous struggle, until she finally felt him move in behind her and bat her hand away. His own hand moved along her anal crack, first pressing the dildo further into her dark channel, then he coated the anal area in a bath of lubricant. She expected him to pull the dildo back and begin the ruthless fucking her desires demanded, but he was much easier on her than she expected. He began to work the dildo in and out, slowly to start, only working it harder when her clenched muscles eased off. He allowed no room for hesitation; he refused to let her panic, and with steady resolve brought her body to a crashing climax that rose not from her pussy but from the very root of her body. He stayed with her, roughly caressing her ass cheeks until the sensations reached a delirious peak and then fell away. Finally, he pulled the dildo out in one swift move and backed away, leaving Madeleine bowed like a supplicant on his living room couch.

       The descending quiet seemed to still her thoughts until his mantel clock chose that moment to chime the hour, calling her back to the room. “What a depraved woman you are, Madeleine McKellar,” Daniel exclaimed. “I wonder what your husband would say if he were here now to learn the truth about you.”

       From where she’d laid her head in the leather cushion she finally peered up, appraising the situation. Suddenly embarrassed by her lewd pose, she pulled herself to hands and knees, and backed into the corner of the couch. Daniel had already returned to his seat and was sipping on his Coke.

       “I am depraved, aren’t I?” she looked up at him miserably.

       “Oh, terribly so.” She didn’t know if he were serious or joking. “Feeling guilty?” he wondered.

       “You have no idea how much.” She didn’t even want to look at his face, but she did.

       “So that means a depraved little girl like you needs a good paddling on her ass.”

       Her entire body cringed.

       “Am I wrong? Or isn’t chastisement, retribution, a little disciplinary action what all this is about?”

       She shook her head. “No, you are not wrong.”

       “Didn’t think so. But how about you tell me in your own words what you’re crying out for.”

       “I don’t understand?”

       “If you say it, you own it, Madeleine. I want to hear the truth from you; the original reason you came here. I don’t want to assume a thing. This is your psyche in distress, not mine.”
        She bit her lip self-consciously. The war still raged inside her between obeying his command and obeying the inner voices that would have ended this scene right there. Again her need won and she spoke. “I need to be punished, Daniel,” came out loud and clear.

       “Not sex?”

       “No, heavens no! I need the punishment.”

       He made her sweat this one out until again his voice shot out like gunfire: “All right. Get up.” Madeleine jumped to her feet.

       Daniel nodded in the direction of the bookcase. “The tall cabinet. You’ll find a spanking paddle inside. Get it now.”

       There was only one tall cabinet in his wall of books and knickknacks. Inside she found more than just a spanking paddle in the foot wide space. The array of punishment paraphernalia stored there might have been shocking for a novice like Madeleine if she hadn’t been entrusted with retrieving just the one item. She had little time to peruse the canes and crops and wooden sticks that were hanging over every square inch of the cabinet’s interior, and once she spotted what he wanted, she reached in, unhooked the two foot wooden paddle from its hook, and withdrew it as quickly as she could. She had the distinct impression that something from the cabinet’s inner depths might actually grab her hand and draw her inside.

       “Threatening, is it?”

       “Threatening?” she questioned him.

       “My cabinet of punishment toys. If you had any doubts about me before, you can allay them now. You’ve obviously come to the right man. Funny how these things just naturally happen of their own accord—how you and I managed to be on the yacht on the same day when I was in an intensely pissy mood and you were in a vulnerable one. How you just happened to stumble into my space at just the right moment. And when my taking of you didn’t come off the first time we met, how you managed to stumble right back to my lair and refuse to leave when I arrived. Fate? Perhaps. You ever wonder about that, Maddy?”
        “I’m sure I have.” Her head was spinning too much to think straight. Her entire focus seemed to be on her bottom, which not unsurprisingly was already throbbing in anticipation of the punishment. She looked at the man warily.

       “Yes, just as sure as you are wondering when the hell I’m going to get on with it.” He could barely disguise the laughter in his voice.

       “I suppose so,” she said.

       “Well, let’s not keep you in suspense any longer. Drape yourself over the back of that chair.” He pointed to a nearby easy chair. The rounded top would cushion her crotch, while the height would perfectly position her rear end.

       “Yes, sir,” she said, and she went there directly.

Daniel came on her like a ruthless beast, starting with painful blows to wake her up, then settling back down to something she could bear without crying out too loudly. He’d raised her skirt to expose her ass and was striking directly on the plump round globes of her naked bottom. Within a minute, the lusty pink of her behind turned to a darker shade, then turned a hot, blistering red.

       She buried her face into the chair’s cushion, wailing protests that Daniel ignored.

       For a short time, he backed off and laid on less vicious blows. Madeleine could feel the eroticism in her body bloom. But as he quickly raised the strength of his smacks to a feverish peak, the bliss passed, all that was left was a tense and enduring pain, the stomping feet kind of pain, the kind that had her whimpering madly and begging him to stop then finally wrenching so hard that she nearly fell to the floor to get away from the next blow.

       He stopped her there with a smack of his hand, not the paddle, and pulling up close to her side, he gave her left ass cheek a rough squeeze.

       “You’d better not pull away from me like that again,” he warned. “Too bad for you that you did this time. Otherwise, naughty girl, your punishment might have been over.”

       This was bad news, especially when he started giving her sore ass another round of smacks, going over the same territory he’d just punished. The punishment lasted another minute or two then he finally laid the paddle down.

       The abrupt end left her with a scorching behind and physical sensations that instantly turned erotic, though she dared not move. Not even when Daniel hung the paddle back inside the cabinet and returned to his seat. She waited for several interminable minutes until at last he said, “Come here.”

Madeleine stood before him trembling. The pain was gone, leaving a sweet throbbing in her bottom that made her look at him with utter longing. She desired him badly, unable to stop the unwanted desire. The only thing this scene lacked was a rough ride on his hard cock, which would completely shatter the thin veil of fidelity that remained. For months she’d separated herself from the day she and Robbie moved into the estate when Daniel found her at the gazebo and she gave herself to him again. To assuage that sin, she relegated the incident to an unfortunate mistake—in fact she could make a case that he’d coerced her into the kinky sex and this was a mistake she would not repeat. But who was she fooling? Having instigated a punishing relationship with Daniel Prothero, she knew that any hope of retaining her marital purity was pretty much a joke. Despite stating that she wanted a nonsexual arrangement, it would have suited her to get the fucking over and be done with it. That would certainly satisfy her current physical craving.

       But that was not what happened next.

       Daniel looked up at her judgmentally and smiled. “I know what’s in your head, my naughty one. It’s a good thing that I have my wits about me or I’d be hammering your wet pussy right now. However, in the interests of my job as master of your punishment, I think it would be best if I dangle that reward in front of your face. Make you work for it, if I give you the pleasure at all. I mean, this was to be a ‘platonic’ affair, was it not?

       It was impossible to disguise her disappointment.

       He stared at her knowingly, but then moved on with a new order.

       “Raise your skirt and turn around. I want to see what’s left of the paddling.”

       Chagrined and blushing, she raised her skirt and quickly turned around, as if that would stop him from seeing her naked sex.

       “Down with the panties,” he said, when he saw the white cotton hipsters covering her behind.

       While struggling to hold up her skirt, she tugged the panties down, then jumped back reflexively when Daniel reached out and roughly massaged the red flesh.

       “Ouch! Goddammit!” she uttered in annoyance, while her hips fitfully squirmed in response to the pain.

       “Must hurt,” he said, and he a little squeezed harder. Within seconds he’d brought back the fiery eroticism that she’d tried to squelch. What use was this, she wondered, if they weren’t going to have sex?

       He kept up the forceful massage for another minute then he told her to part her legs, at which point he poked a finger deep into the valley between her thighs and fished around until he found the opening of her pussy. As if he didn’t know that she was dripping wet, he withdrew the finger, announcing in his typically sardonic manner:

       “Not just a naughty brat, but a horny one, too. Turn around.”

       She dropped her skirt and turned to face him.

       “Did I tell you to drop the skirt?” he shot off, annoyed.

       “No, sir.”

       “Then pick it up,” he snapped. “You know, I could just start the punishment all over, or make you fuck your ass with a dildo right here in front of me, right there on the floor. Wouldn’t that be a pretty sight?”

       Hearing his cutting remark, she seized up and quickly raised her skirt again. “I’m sorry, Daniel, I’m not used to this.” Rather than look at his impassioned eyes, she stared over his head at the wall behind him.

       When his fingers slipped inside her pussy again it was with just enough of a delicate caress to cause a painful spasm in her belly.

       “You wouldn’t dare come, would you, Maddy?”

       “No, sir,” she gasped, although it wouldn’t have taken but a second for her descend into a violent orgasm.

       He withdrew his hand, which was a good thing.  

       “How long do you have to spend with me?” he changed the subject.

       Jerked from her trance, she looked down at him again. “What do you mean?”

       “When are you expected back home?”

       “Not until dinnertime. This is my afternoon off. Robbie has been very good about that.” But would he be so ‘good’ if he knew what she’d been doing?

       “Well then, go stand in the corner and keep that skirt up off your ass. I want to see your naked behind until your pretty bottom is back to normal—as much as it can be.”

       Her voice faltered, “What do you mean, as much as it can be? You didn’t leave marks, did you?”

       “Nothing that won’t be gone in a day or two. If that is a problem you should have thought about that before you came here. But I’m sure if you’re careful, you’ll get by just fine. Now go do what I ordered.”

Nearly an hour went by in the humiliating pose, Madeleine’s nose in the corner, her skirt up so that a cool draft of air brought a shivering chill to her body and made goosebumps rise on her skin. Her arousal remained high knowing that Daniel could at any time gaze from where he was hurriedly tapping out letters on his typewriter, composing his latest political tome on the upcoming election. She hated that particular side of his world, politics only meant trouble for charities that had to work within the parameters of governments, grants, and who was being particularly generous that year. She was glad that the McKellar Endowment was not dependent on government money, but she harbored a distrust of political machines that conducted their business with the sole intention of staying in power. Robbie’s friends were constantly surprised by the fervor with which she argued her positions, and she knew without having to engage in an argument with Daniel Prothero that he would find fault with her logic—which was why she chose her battles well, and there’d be none with a politico like Daniel whose smooth prose she never failed to read. She knew exactly what was in his thoughts on many matters—if he was actually being candid, which she believed he was.

       A desolate hour alone with nothing but her own thoughts bred plenty of questions about what he was writing that day, and who for. Which magazine? Or was it his own blog? His personal writings were sometimes considered Pulitzer worthy gems, but when that austere judge of published works got around to awarding their prestigious prizes to weblogs was anyone’s guess. To think she had a lover—maybe a lover, since they’d not exactly crossed that bridge—who’d sat with presidents, congressmen and corporate power brokers, who flew to Washington and London to meet with the esteemed authors of public policy. Here she was inside this powerful man’s home, inside his private space, standing in the corner with her ass bared for his pleasure.

       Who would have known that Daniel Prothero was such a kinky bastard? Or maybe it was common knowledge that no one cared enough to mention. A single man with a penchant for spanking girls. Would that even cause headlines? Was Daniel Prothero scandal worthy? She hoped she’d never find out.

       Her mind continued to wander from one place to the next, until she sneezed twice, only to have Daniel finally say something a moment later. “If you need a Kleenex, there’s a box in the john. You can go now if you like.”

       She turned around to see that his eyes were avidly focused on the writing before him. Perhaps he hadn’t even bothered to look up when she sneezed. Though seeing just how intently he was working, the sneezing might have reminded him that she was still in the room.

       Madeleine quietly made her way to the bathroom where she peed and freshened herself a little. It was just shy of five o’clock. The day before, when she considered what might happen if she followed through with her plan, her fertile mind could easily imagine herself in bed with Daniel at that hour, maybe planning an early dinner before she had to go home to the one prepared at the estate. Obviously these were just the silly thoughts of a romantic. She was wrong about that afternoon on many accounts. And now, she wasn’t sure whether to quietly exit his apartment without disturbing him, or jerk him from his work by asking him a question that he’d likely find inane. Thankfully, that decision was taken from her. When she exited the bathroom, Daniel was already up and walking around, his eyes trained on her as soon as she entered the room.

       “Before you leave,” he said, “we should get a few things straight. Knowing that you don’t want to hurt Robbie, you will keep this discreet. I don’t need to tell you that I’m sure. We’ll continue on Wednesday afternoons. If you can’t make it, call. If I’m not going to be around, or I’m not in the mood, I’ll let you know. If you simply don’t show up, I’ll assume that you’ve had enough. But don’t bother to come around again; I’m not a man who will be manipulated by a female’s changing emotions. You have that clear?”

       “Yes, that seems fair,” she replied. “I suspect you’ll see me next Wednesday.”

       He saw her to the door and let her slip out without saying another word.


Chapter Eight

The following Wednesday, Madeleine arrived at two o’clock as scheduled finding Daniel preoccupied with business. In fact, his phone was tucked between his shoulder and his ear as he opened the door and motioned her inside, barely noting she was there. While Madeleine waited, he talked on for another few minutes until the conversation finally ended.

       “I’m swamped,” he announced.

       She hesitated and finally asked: “So, you want me to leave?”

       “No.” His preoccupation with work stopped long enough to let his eyes light on her. Studying her carefully, he took in every aspect of her lovely body, then finally said: “I want you to dance for me, a striptease. You did say that you performed them for yourself in your sleazy dives, I want to see what that looks like.” Not waiting for her to respond, he settled in at his desk and started banging out more incendiary prose. Madeleine stood motionless for several minutes, unsure exactly where to begin, then Daniel finally turned his head. “What’s keeping you?”

       “I-I don’t know how to do this.”

       “What, you need a little encouragement to get you going?”

       “A little music might be nice.”

       “Nope. Music disturbs me when I work. You need to play something, use that imagination of yours.”

       After that idea fell flat, it took another several minutes for Madeleine to work herself into the right frame of mind. For a while, she closed her eyes and let her body sway to whatever inner tune that chanced to pass through her brain. She finally began to move more erotically and run her hands over her breasts, waiting for the sensation to stir in her. She imagined that she was in a private club with a group of men in front of her watching every gyration as their cocks grew hard inside their trousers. In her fantasies, she loved to make men sweat, to see them squirm against their chairs and rub their crotches. It didn’t matter that Daniel Prothero kept typing; inside her mind was enough fantasy to pull off the sexy striptease. If she were good enough, he might finally take notice.

       Her eyes were still closed as she unbuttoned her blouse, hips moving the entire time. When at last she shrugged the pink silk from her shoulders and tossed it away, her eyes were open, though not yet focused on Daniel. Soon, however, the incessant noise of the pounding keys stopped and a sweet silence fell over the room. The warm light of the afternoon sun was casting long shadows across the wood floors and the old textured walls. The room had begun to glow, while the buzz of an annoying fly provided what little sound there was. Feeling her inner desire rise, she pushed her skirt over her slim hips and let it drop to the floor, then after gingerly stepping from the small pool of cloth, she danced for Daniel in her heels and underwear just as she had before the mirror in the motel room.

       When she finally glanced up, she found his eyes focused on her sexy moves and her entire body quickened as felt a blush of embarrassment color her cheeks. She held on by a most tenuous thread; any second something subtle, the look on his face, a cutting wisecrack, her own trepidation getting ahead of her, might wipe the mood away and she’d look like a fish flopping in the air with no water in sight.

       Although her imagination continued to work, she wondered if she was pleasing him. Did he even care? He sat back, looking at her through judgmental eyes with barely a ripple of emotion across a face that could often be as expressive as it was now passive. His face was a rugged and firm one, especially immovable when he played the stoic master—not even a trace of his mocking amusement, or that dreadful glint in his eye that could so unnerve her. Perhaps the dance itself was unnerving enough.

       He finally motioned her to him, knowing that words weren’t necessary to have her obey. Placing his hand on her hip, he held with no more force than that, as if that contact fused them together with a steely bond.

       “Are you ashamed of yourself, Maddy?” he asked. “Dancing like a slut?”

       “Yes, I guess so.”

       “You’re not sure? Why would that be? Is it because you went home last Wednesday to your husband, finding him working away in his office, the dutiful servant of his cause. Where had you been all afternoon but flaunting your kink before a man you hardly knew, a man you knew only because you fucked him twice—and not in bed like proper lovers might, but in stolen and explosive moments, both of you incorrigible sluts—an unapologetic hedonist and an adulterous wife. Did you bother to think about how that would look to the world if they knew, if Robbie knew? Or are you just the callous infidel?”

       If she hadn’t felt the shame before, she felt it now, huge and forceful, coming directly from Daniel’s mouth and surrounding her with the stinging assessment of her sorry character. She couldn’t remember when she didn’t feel ashamed—she was born with the affliction—so perhaps when she vaguely answered Daniel’s question, she wasn’t communicating what she truly felt. There was no guessing involved; but did she feel shame returning home from her first session with Daniel, more ashamed than any other day she’d indulged in her sleazy sexual behavior.

       “But I’m not callous at all,” she replied. “Every day I look at Robbie and wonder how I might have caused this brilliantly charming and sincere man to be in that wheelchair. I know I did nothing—I never encouraged him to enlist—but I didn’t stop him either. How many hours do I have to work the dilemma around in my mind and wonder with no solution?”

       “Well that is why you come to me, for the missing solution to your irrepressible guilt and constant shame.”

       The hand that ruthlessly rested on her thigh moved her closer as he rolled his chair away from the desk. He sat forward, clamping his feet firmly on the hardwood, making space for her on his lap. She was over his thighs a moment later, her pink lace panties yanked down and his hand spanking her bottom. He went on for long enough to seriously pink her pretty ass cheeks and cause his hand to sting. Since he wasn’t about to punish himself for her faults, he finally reached into his desk draw and pulled out a wooden ruler to  use instead. Madeleine looked back and shivered as she saw him raise the ruler high, but by the time it came crashing down on her tender bottom, her eyes were closed and her head tucked down again. The damn thing stung much worse than last week’s spanking paddle, and he seemed to only be getting started when she yelped loudly:

       “No, No! Pleeeeeesse… no, please, I can’t take anymore!”

       She wrenched hard against his firm hold, and still another hard smack landed on her two ass cheeks. He paused at that point. “Listen to me clear, Madeleine, if you suspect that I have a trunk of nasty sex toys in the bedroom, you’re right. And that in that trunk there might be a gag I’d gladly use if you scream too loudly, you’re right there too. A smart girl like you should have figured out by now that I won’t hesitate to gag you if you wail like that again. You got that?”

       “Yes, sir.”

       “I know naughty brats sometimes misbehave no matter where they are or what’s taking place, but we’re not going to play that game. I won’t put up with you compromising my home. You think you’re suffering now, little girl, just wait until I cane you—silent as a whisper with a deadly bite.” At the thought of that, she visibly quaked under his restraining hand. “Whatever method I use to punish you, you damn well better keep your sorry cries of woe to yourself. Is that clear?” He punctuated his lecture with another hard crack of the ruler.

       Yes, she got his message. “I’m sorry, I won’t make a sound.”

       “Good.”

       She endured the rest of the punishment with gritted teeth and hands clenched into fists, nails digging into her palms so severely that they left sharp indentations in her skin—something she wouldn’t realize until much later that day.

       The ruler blasted its way across her ass cheeks for another quiet round of punishment, then Daniel suddenly stopped, parted his thighs, and let her fall to the floor.

       She gasped for breath, and realized only then that there were tears streaming down her cheeks.

       She was eye level with Daniel’s crotch, from which she could feel an angry heat emanating. She held back the urge to lick her lips, and swallowed another desire. If only he’d let her suck his cock, she thought. She couldn’t stop staring.

       “Do I have to punish you for that too?” he reached out and grabbed her by the hair, forcing her to look at his face.

       “For what?”

       “For what!” he laughed sardonically. “I just finish punishing the naughty girl with the naughty secrets and there’s nothing but lust in her eyes. Might as well be written on her face in indelible ink. Sure my cock is throbbing in my pants. I might even jack-off to thoughts of that blowjob you so desperately want to give me, or the idea of ramming my cock into your steamy love hole. But if that happened, it would take this game to a new level.”
        “I’m not supposed to feel what’s going on inside my body?” she looked up at him in desperation, showing a face full of tears making black smudge marks down her face.

       “You’re the one who wanted this to be nonsexual. Now you’re beginning to wonder if we can keep it that way. Or was that what you wanted in the first place? Did you come here to have me punish you, or just fuck you?”

       “To punish me, Daniel!”

       “Well, that’s what I thought. To alleviate your shame, to eradicate your guilt. But maybe that’s impossible. I’m beginning to think the real reason you’re here is that you’re just one horny, dishonorable slut who thinks I’ll be a safe fuck. You’re thinking Daniel Prothero wouldn’t dare let this slip because I’m such a good friend of the family. Is that it?”

       “No, that’s not it. I don’t claim to understand what this is all about. But I was hoping coming here would help.”

       “But of course, it’s not working. It’s just reminding you of what you think you can’t have, the very thing you’re trying to yank out of your consciousness. Geez, girl, your psyche’s like a pretzel. I’ve had enough of you today. Now get out.”

       She stared at him too shocked to move.

       “I said, get out! Now!”

       She scrambled to her feet and hurriedly dressed, while fending off another round of tears. She had no time to figure out what just happened, but it seemed that irreparable damage had been done and she had no idea why.

       She practically ran from the room, driven away by someone who obviously despised her, however, when she reached the door, he stopped her in her tracks.

       “I expect to see you here next week, same time. Whatever I said to you today was intended to make you think. All planned. So think about it, Madeleine. That should keep you busy for the next week.”

       She knew that it wasn’t all planned—he was an extemporaneous man. How she’d  provoked such a strong reaction in him she was not yet sure. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea—in fact, if she was being reasonable at all, she should have gone to a psychologist instead of the one man with whom she was most likely to stray from her marriage vows. What a stupid idea this really was, but would she end it? Likely not.

***

Another week and she anxiously made her way to Daniel Prothero’s door again, knocking with the same sharp determined rap once she decided to go through with whatever scene was planned this time. If he asked her what she thought about the last week, since that was what he ordered her to do, she would have nothing to tell him. Not that the arrangement hadn’t been on her mind; it had been. But so had many other things. Robbie had not been feeling well and had spent four days in bed, even though he basically ran the Endowment from his bedside, making sure that Madeleine followed through with dozens of calls, two important phone conferences with contributors, and getting the new mailer from the printers to the post office in time to make their strategic deadline. These were jobs she was used to, but not in such a large number, especially when everything was laid in her lap. Robbie had fired his part time help the week before. Admittedly, Jenny had been a bit of a dunce, but Robbie had not accounted for things like four days in bed. With all this happening, Madeleine was surprised at lunch on Wednesday when Robbie insisted that she take her usual afternoon off.

       “I can’t take time off, hon! There’s too much to do.”

       “You’d better take time off,” Robbie shot right back, “you’re looking haggard, and if there is anything that I don’t need it’s a haggard wife. You are my inspiration, Madeleine. Your pretty face is what I wake up to in the morning and you’ve been running yourself ragged since I got sick.”

       So, he actually could see that. She hadn’t thought he’d noticed with the way he’d been barking out orders for the last several days.

“You don’t look well,” were Daniel’s first words when Madeleine entered his apartment.

       “I’m just tired. It’s been rough since I was here last. Robbie’s been sick.”

       “Anything serious?”

       “I don’t think so. Just enough to make him grumpy and dump all his work on me. In fact, I expected to have to cancel today, but he practically pushed me out the door this afternoon.”

       “He’s a good man at heart.”

       “Don’t you suppose I know that?”

       “Hum. Snippy too, I see.”

       The amusement seemed to have returned to his face, none of the anger from the previous week. She would have liked to ask about his surly mood, but she was afraid to hear the truth, or suffer another tirade that would send her spiraling into a depression that only long hours of work could fix.

       “I’m sorry. I’m really not looking for more punishable offenses.”

       “Yes, you have plenty already, don’t you?” He was mocking her again, but she would not fight that either.

       “To the chair, Madeleine. I think you could use a long hard punishment. Cures many ills.” There seemed to be something more behind that comment than the simple words, but again she restrained the desire to probe his thoughts…

       …which meant that the punishment was the most straightforward so far. No preliminaries to muddy up their emotions.

       He did make her strip out of her clothes: the slacks, which were obviously in the way, and her sweater. She had the distinct feeling that he enjoyed looking at her breasts as much as most men did. If he wanted to keep these incidents strictly punishment sessions and not arouse her, this certainly wouldn’t help. But then she wasn’t going to argue, not this day. The very strict feel of the session was plainly evident and exactly what she needed.

       She bent over the back of a straight-backed chair, pressing her palms against the seat and let Daniel take her panties down. She closed her eyes, shivering in anticipation, and when the first blow kissed her skin an especially deep shudder resulted. Leather. He was using a leather strap; she could feel the difference right away. Her mind was hard-wired for leather, the consummate weapon of punishment—nothing put her in that surrendering space more easily, not even a punishment paddle. She imagined she could smell its fragrance, though she doubted that it was actually close enough to infect her senses with its rich perfume.

       As arousing as that leather strap might have been, however, she learned that leather leaves as punishing an imprint on flesh as any other punishment tool. The first lashing strokes made her body burn with lust again, but that was quickly forgotten as Daniel repeated the treatment again and again, until she was in a foot-stomping uproar to match any she’d suffered from him so far. Having no desire to rile the man by getting vocal with her pleas for mercy, she contained her cries—though just barely. The sole thought in her mind was paying for her crimes of passion, loosing the tight-fisted hold that years of shame had placed on her and maybe finding something in all this that made sense. Maybe there was some secret that would come to mind, a reason why she’d felt this way for so many years, why she’d danced around the issue, why it had brought her to Daniel Prothero.

       Once again, Daniel did a damn good job of blistering her ass. And instead of his leading the scene into disconcerting and forbidden moments of sexual desire, he was perfunctory in his task, making it no more than his obligation. After it was over, he sat down at his desk and read through some papers while she remained bent over with her hands still on the seat of the chair. Finally he dismissed her with a simple, “You can go now.”

       She was much relieved, although the way he seemed to be so dispassionate did nothing to stop her clamoring arousal. It was happening regardless of her desire to keep sex out of the arrangement. When she left the apartment, her body was in a furious state and it was all she could do to stop herself from grabbing a bottle of Vodka and spending the next three hours lost in a masturbatory frenzy in some cheap motel. She went to a movie instead—a political thriller, the kind she normally hated and had a hard time following. But this one seemed to grab her attention from the very first intriguing lines and would not let her go until the last scene turned to black and the credits rolled. She barely recalled where she’d spent the hour previous to entering the movie theatre, just the slow subtle, sexual dance in her belly remained, and that she could handle. In fact, she was feeling much better about ‘the arrangement’ by the time she arrived home.

       Robbie was feeling much better too. She found him in his office, pouring over a stack of bills. For nearly a minute she stood by the door and watched his earnest attention to business matters.

       “You really don’t need to do that now, hon,” she finally said as she entered the room and put her arms around him from behind. He reached up and took her hands, holding them tight in his. This kind affection between them was common now. His hands were still strong and firm, enough to remind her of the man he once was. Some days it was all she needed to get by. Although some days she needed Daniel too.

       “I know I don’t have to do it now,” Robbie said. “But it has to be done and I was tired of that damn bed. I even made a few phone calls to the employment agency. This manpower shortage will not happen again. I promise.”

       “Oh, we have survived worse, Rob. I’m pretty good in a pinch, when I have to be.”

       “But this is my cause. I’m the one that has all these big plans.”

       “Oh no! It’s my cause too.” She moved around the wheelchair and leaned against the desk in front of him.

       “So you had a good afternoon?” he asked.

       “I had a great afternoon. Saw that new Matt Damon movie.”

       “Gwen go with you?”

       “No, she wasn’t available, so I went anyway. I’m glad I did.”

       “I thought that wasn’t your kind of movie.”

       “Well, it was today. Took my mind off the rest of the world.”

       “Exactly what you needed. Now, how about we go for a little spin outside? What do you say?”

       This was an unexpected but pleasant surprise. “I’d love to.”

       Like any loving couple might, they enjoyed the early evening on the patio, waiting until dinner, talking about business and movies and a little party Robbie wanted to have in a couple weeks. Normalcy returned, which had the immediate effect of restoring Madeleine’s faith in what she was doing with Daniel Prothero. What was seamy and sometimes totally vulgar had been vindicated, at least until the need arose again, which it would by the time the next Wednesday rolled around.

***

Madeleine had always been good at games of pretend. Dress up at five years old. Cops and robbers when she was eight and romantic prom dates at sixteen. At thirty two, she tried hard to be the penitent wife, believing that the weekly punishments from Daniel Prothero, which had settled into a basic routine, were actually the appropriate hard time she needed to pay for her flawed character. That she didn’t understand what drove her obsession didn’t seem important when the fiery heat of her bottom, the pain and the lingering soreness seemed to revive her spirits. Even the routine felt important. Every Wednesday afternoon worked perfectly.

       Did her punishment sessions with Daniel stop her sexual desire? Not hardly. But that sexual desire seemed more manageable, more under her control than previous. A Daniel Prothero punishment once a week, a little harmless masturbation every few days, and the threat of those outrageous motel room scenes seemed to vanish. Once she settled into the routine being the penitent wife seemed to work, or so she thought.

Robbie’s dinner party was nothing like the ones he used to give at the estate. This one was far more normal, Zack and Rachel came, so did Elliot and Mary—Jason and Carly had moved to California so the McKellars rarely saw them. A few family members joined the party too, Robbie’s parents, along with some of their normal crowd and their good friend Daniel Prothero. Madeleine did not bother to check Robbie’s guest list, so while she was not entirely surprised when her Wednesday afternoon date showed up, she was surprised to see that he’d arrived with a beautiful blonde female on his arm. The woman was about Madeleine’s age, with her well-proportioned body fitting neatly into a short red dress with daring cleavage. From the way the two spoke, Madeleine could see that this was not a first date. The fact that Daniel would have a girlfriend had honestly not crossed her mind. In all the years she’d known him, he rarely showed up at a family gathering with a woman—just once that she could remember from several years before. He’d always touted his bachelorhood as his natural preference; although that wouldn’t mean that he’d given up women altogether.

       But at Robbie’s party? Now?

       Her angry solar plexus engaged as soon as she spotted him, and as much as she tried to ignore the man, he and Christine always seemed close by. Was he deliberately trying to get in her way?

       As far as Madeleine was concerned the entire party was ruined for her. To get through the evening and stay sane, there’d be another game of pretend to play. She dove into the role of gracious hostess, refusing to stop for anything as she fussed with the guests and drinks and food, until Robbie finally captured her by the skirt and pulled her close.

       “Will you please sit down and eat!”

       “But I have things to do!” She pointed toward the kitchen.

       “That’s why we have servants, why I hired a caterer. You’re supposed to be at my side, wife.” He made his comments as discreetly as possible, but not so Daniel didn’t hear. He and his female friend happened to be sitting directly across from Robbie on the patio, drinking martinis and enjoying spinach tarts the waiter had just served. After Daniel thoughtfully observed the exchange, he added his two cents:

       “Yes, Maddy, you’ve been running around here all evening. Your feet must be killing you in those heels.”

       Without thinking, she shot him a razor sharp glance, then looked at Robbie with a smile. “I suppose I should.”

       “You have a drink?” he asked.

       “I must have left it in the kitchen.”

       “I’ll get you one.” Daniel popped up from his chair and moved to the bar, returning a moment later with an extra-dry martini. “Did I remember right? Vodka?”

       She briefly grimaced, “Yes, sure,” trying hard not to blush as she accepted the drink. She hadn’t tasted vodka since she gave up her Wednesday afternoon masturbations, and she didn’t particularly like the memories it now brought to mind.

       The party moved along awkwardly from there. She took some comfort in knowing that Robbie didn’t detect her uneasiness. If he noticed that she was a bit off, he certainly wouldn’t associate it with Daniel Prothero.

       After the guests had left, she took Robbie to the bedroom and put him to bed for the night. At one o’clock, he was exhausted.

       “You should have shooed them out earlier,” she scolded.

       “No. You’re wrong there. I miss my friends. I miss the fun, Madeleine.”

       “I know you do. But you can’t afford to tire yourself either.”

       “It’s just a night.”

       She kissed him on the cheek and said, “I’m going to read a bit.”

       “But you’re exhausted too, Maddy.”

       “I am, but I’ll just toss and turn if I don’t have some time to collect my thoughts.”

       She slipped out and went to the upstairs morning room, which was as comfortable late at night as it was in the early hours of the day.

       It wasn’t Madeleine’s mind that needed to settle as much as the ragged edge of her sexual desire. Thoughts of Daniel Prothero produced such a turgid sexual energy stirring in her body that she needed to masturbate or she would have been awake all night. She wondered if Daniel was in bed now with the blonde, although the thought of her only seemed to make matters worse.

       She finished fast, quickly zeroing in on the man and all the sexual thoughts of him she’d tried to remove from her psyche. Like some scene from a steamy romance novel, she imagined him gathering her up in his arms and taking her to bed where his overpowering presence would send her into orgasmic convulsions.

       She felt much better once she finished, and was by then so tired that she moved back to the bedroom and slipped in beside her sleeping husband. 

***

The following Wednesday, Madeleine planned to break off the arrangement with Daniel. No use kidding herself. The truth for her had always been just a step in front of her. But now, she seemed to have caught up with the cold hard facts of a desire she was doggedly trying to shun. Perhaps it was a blessing that he brought the blonde to the party. If not, Madeleine’s raging desires might have suddenly pounced on her without warning. The possibilities for that nightmare were too terrifying to imagine, considering that he was such a close friend to the McKellars.

       But even though she’d carefully rehearsed her parting speech, once she arrived at Daniel’s apartment, her means of making a clean exit from the punishment pact suddenly vanished when she found herself at a loss for words.

       For his part, Daniel seemed no different than he was on any other recent occasion, and he was ready to get on with the ritual chastisement.

       “I want you against the wall today,” he said, just after she walked through the door.

       She was instantly taken aback by this new command, and for several moments she stood before him flustered and unsure what to do. Finally, she blurted out, “I had no idea you were dating someone.”

       He’d been reading something on his desk while he waited for her to obey his order. He finally looked up and stared at his nervous submissive.

       “Oh? Why should that surprise you?” he asked.

       “I don’t know. It just seems strange.”

       “Like anything about our last couple months isn’t strange? Or like, I’m spanking you Wednesday afternoons, so that means I wouldn’t have a girlfriend strange?”

       Now she was speechless, but she’d already said enough. Daniel had plenty of ammunition to proceed.

       “Madeleine, I have no intention of being celibate. Just because you want platonic sessions of hard punishment doesn’t mean that those sessions and a jack-off once every other day works for me. I like women in bed, flesh against flesh, my cock in their sweet-tasting love hole. I like banging around in bed on Sunday mornings until noon, then picking up in the afternoon after a leisurely brunch. I’d like fucking every night if I had the opportunity—well, maybe not that much; I’m not sure I could abide a female around me so many hours. But I sure as hell don’t plan to suspend my sex life because I’ve taken on your desperate cause.” As he spoke he moved her way with his ruthless eyes drilling right through her.

       “Woah.” She backed up, not having a clue what to say. She might have expected the wry retorts, but never did she expect this kind of passion about the subject of women. “I-I’m sorry I even mentioned it.”

       “Good. Then let’s get on with why you’re here.”

       “Well, that’s what I need to talk about,” she jumped in. “I-I really think these sessions have to stop. Sometimes I don’t know why I thought anything as ridiculous as this would work for me. Being with you—the spankings, only make things worse. I thought for a while that wasn’t true, but I’ve really been kidding myself. Saturday just proved that.”

       “What? Because I show up at Robbie’s with a woman? Did I somehow burst your bubble? Some romantic notion suddenly squashed?”

       “No, that’s not it at all. There is something about the punishment that is very fundamental to me. I’ve said that before. But it’s more than that…” She could hardly think straight. Her mind felt as if it had suddenly landed in a maze and there was no way out. Nothing made sense. And needing very much to extricate herself from Daniel’s looming presence, she moved to the windows and looked out—dramatic effect, she supposed. She was actually fishing around for something sensible to say that would end the affair civilly.

       Unfortunately, the unflinchingly Daniel strolled her way, and just as he was so good at doing, he gave her little room to maneuver. She felt his unyielding body behind her, his dagger like eyes leveled at her back, and the compelling force of his demanding personality made every nerve in her body quiver with life.

       “Why don’t you admit that you want the sexual affair, Madeleine?” he said directly.

       Her body reacted instantly to the verboten thought, and she almost climaxed from the instantaneous burst of pleasure. She wanted to turn around and face him but she was too afraid, afraid of how she would respond.

       “Why be so hard on yourself?” he went on “Your choices are limited. You can have an affair with me or someone else, or you can live without sex. Of course, I suppose, you could discuss this with your husband, see if there is some way you can fulfill your need with him.”

       She whipped around. “No,” she shook her head in frustration. “We sort of tried that and he couldn’t…I mean we weren’t trying to fuck, that would be impossible now, but what the psychiatrists tell you about pleasure and self-pleasure and mutual pleasuring…Robbie just can’t seem to bear his inadequacy. He practically screamed at me to leave him alone when I suggested he talk it over with his therapist. Now he seems settled and happy, and I have to adapt to that.”

       “Then adapt,” he said flatly.

       So easy for him to say, she thought.

       “Maybe he’s tacitly telling you to address your sexual needs on your own.”
        Many times she’d shaken off thoughts about Robbie’s insistence that she take her Wednesdays off. And now she did again. Was it tacit permission? Did she have a right to assume that much?

       “Have the affair you want,” Daniel went on, “otherwise you’ll waste away and become old and bitter. I’d hate to see that.”

       “You care that much?”

       “Of course I care.” He actually sounded offended that she would question him. “I wouldn’t be receiving you in my apartment on Wednesday afternoons if I didn’t care. You don’t have to make me your lover, although that wouldn’t be a bad idea. A challenging one for you, yes,” his eyes glimmered with lust. “The good and the bad thing about me is that I know you and all your perverted kinks. You wouldn’t get away with lying about your desires, on the other hand, you wouldn’t find yourself in the awkward position of telling a lover the nasty truth.”

       As she listened to his speech, her want for him only magnified. She’d desired him since they first met, but for the first time, he’d actually talked about it directly, mincing no words as he made it clear what he could give her.

       “It’s a sexual affair, Maddy. It doesn’t mean that you don’t love Robbie. It doesn’t mean that I don’t love him, too. Do you suppose that Robbie might have wanted you to find someone to screw? You think he doesn’t know enough about you to accept that his life has not provided you with an ideal one?”

       “I’ve thought that a hundred times.”

       “And what…?”

       “Discarded the idea. I just start feeling guilty. And what about you? How do you justify screwing a good friend’s wife? How does that work for you?”

       He shrugged. “Madeleine, there aren’t any hard and fast rules in life. No black and white. Morality is situational. Anyone who tells you otherwise is naive. You do what you need to do to keep sane. For you it means doing what you need to do to keep intact this class act you’ve been putting on for your invalid husband. He rushed you into a marriage you didn’t want, then comes back wounded beyond repair. You stick by him like the dutiful wife, pouring your love onto him, and that love is real. Anyone can see that. But isn’t that enough? Don’t you need something for yourself? Getting punished by me weekly isn’t it. We’ve just been dancing around that fact. Chemistry like ours may not be love—or it might be—but it doesn’t come around often. Why be ashamed of it?

       “As for me, I’ve lived on the fringes all my life, I’ve suffered through two broken marriages, ugly bar fights and shit you don’t even want to know about…I can’t worry about being ashamed of this. I have no intention of hurting anyone, especially Robbie McKellar, considering how his life has played out. But you make yourself a martyr if you shun what’s right for you. You may not agree with me, you may think I have sleazy morals, and you certainly won’t be the first who does. But you asked how this works for me, that’s how.”

       Her heart was racing so fast that she could barely breathe. “Dear God, I can’t believe I’m telling you this—you have no idea how much I’ve desired you. How many nights I’ve laid awake in bed and worked this around in my mind trying to make it right.” Just confessing this much, she could feel herself calm, surprising considering what more she intended to say. “This isn’t ever going to feel perfect, is it?”

       “I don’t think so.”

       “But—maybe that’s okay?” she looked at him hopefully. “I can’t go on the way we have been…I want to take the restraints off, Daniel. You can have me. There’s nothing I want more than that. I need the punishment and I need the sex, I need it all. I don’t think I could bear to live my life without that.”

       If she thought she would see a clear response to the announcement written in the lines of his face, then she would be disappointed to find him respond to her difficult confession with little emotion.

       “Well,” he offered just half a smile, “that’s a relief. I was beginning to think that you’d never come to that conclusion.”

       “You expected I would?”

       “Of course. Like I maintain, morality is situational. Your situation got bad enough, you finally broke.”

       She could almost laugh now that the tension in the room had broken. “Oh, you are so cavalier!”

       “Part of my charm, darling. Part of my charm. Now, how about you park your pretty little body over the back of that chair? You have no idea how much your putting me through this effort has worked up my need to punish your ass.”

       Punishment would no longer be conducted in a vacuum of emotion. From the very first slap of his hand on her bare behind, she felt his energy pouring over her with the same fervor that assaulted her in the gazebo and on the yacht. Soon, her ass was blistering hot from a spanking more fierce than she’d ever had to endure. She could barely contain her need to scream, and her body kicked up a storm, jerking back and forth against the cushioned top of the easy chair. When he stopped, he punished her aching rear with a caress that was nearly as violent as the spanking itself. He squeezed her ass cheeks so hard, she thought he’d tear her flesh away. Then he spanked her intermittently, going back and forth from the rough massage to the vicious slaps, until he dropped his hand between her legs and began to toy with her sex. Only twice before had she felt this kind of male bravado focused so intently on her. Even in Robbie’s most ruthless moments, he was never quite like this—he could never be. Daniel Prothero was made of a different substance, a very different man. More elemental. More animal. To accept his domination of her would be the most frightening thing she’d ever done, but fear would not stop her this time. On those two previous occasions, she fought back his assaults before she gave in, but she wouldn’t fight now. She’d already taken that flying reckless leap to see her desperate desires fulfilled, and not just this once but again and again, every Wednesday afternoon until forever…

       …she would belong to Daniel Prothero.

       His invading fingers worked her to a powerful climax, then another and another until she feared that she couldn’t stop. When he finally backed off it was so he could drop his pants and plunge his erection into her spasming pussy. She felt him there and erupted into another brilliant climax. 

       “Oh, God, yes, don’t stop!” Her voice was unrestrained, joining the dark sound of Daniel’s passionate groaning, and the noise of their thighs slapping together. Their union was as powerful as it was a perilous road for them to travel, but there would be no denying or evading or refusing to accept the cold hard facts of their need for each other. There would be no turning back.

       What seemed to bless her more in that hour than knowing her own kinky lust would be fulfilled was realizing how much he seemed to need her, too. She didn’t entirely understand why but the feeling was so obvious to her that she felt an elated high having that truth come clear.

       Once the first shocking fuck was over, he ushered her into the bedroom, where they made love on his big four-poster bed. His hands combed her body while his lips moved aggressively over her flesh. She was surprised to find his cock was ready for another go round not more than fifteen minutes after his first ejaculation. The hardness of his organ pulsing against her thigh sent another of many shock waves through her aching body. A year’s worth of pent-up desire seemed to pour forth from her in those amazing minutes, but when he reached around with his fingers probing her anal crack and pressed a finger against her anus, she recoiled, just as she’d always done.

       “Daniel, please, no. I’d rather not.” She tried to scoot away.

       “What? You think you’re going to stop me?” he laughed as he pulled her back. “Or are you forgetting that first lewd and very anal scene on my living room couch? If you think you can have an affair with me and declare one of your orifices off limits, then you have a lot to learn about who I am. I’m not going to accept some made-up angst over something as simple as anal sex. Maybe your other lovers let you go down that road, but I won’t. I’m still in charge of what happens between us, it’s my call to make. You’ll learn to suffer through it or grow to love it. The result is up to you.”

       “But…”

       He slapped her ass hard. “No buts. With all this angst over a very simple sex act, we might as well get the dirty deed handled right now. I’ll prove to you just how pleasurable it can be.” He was already working her anus with his fingers, being insistent but not unkind. Surprisingly it didn’t hurt as much as she feared. But when he rolled away and reached inside his bedside table for a tube of lubricant, she could feel her old fears rising up again.

       When he turned back, he had the same amused expression on his face that he had earlier, as if introducing her to the joy and depravity of anal sex was the most delightful thing he could think of. That kind of mood in him was hard to take, though it was incredibly appealing. He’d rebuff any objections. But wasn’t that the point? No longer having to make these difficult decisions might save her a lot of grief. She wanted to submit. She especially wanted to submit to Daniel Prothero, and since he expected nothing else from her, then she would submit. To think about what might have happened if seven years before she’d known herself better; if she’d understood her desires then—but that was a useless waste of time. Though the thoughts would repeatedly cross her mind over the next few months, she would brush them aside as quickly and try to take a page from her lover’s book of no regrets. She’d do the same thing with feelings of guilt over her infidelity. Since she would never be able to root out the ugly aspects of her adulterous behavior, she might as well not dwell on the unpleasant truth of it.

       Daniel turned her over to her stomach and made his intentions very deliberate. With his fingers lubed and her anal opening well-greased, he began to work his way into the tight space.

       To her cry of “Ouch! That hurts,” he slapped her ass.

       “Not if you relax,” he chided. If anything he moved in more forcefully.

       “You’re not being very kind,” she snapped petulantly.

       “I’m being wonderful to you, Maddy. You’re choosing to resist.”

       “It’s not a choice!”

       That earned her another crack on her sore behind.

       “It’s a matter of what’s in your mind, and right now you’re being a defiant little brat. You already know how I treat that behavior.”

       “No! Please. I can’t take another spanking.”

       “You could if that’s what I decide to do; in fact, you’d love it.”

       She wasn’t used to this. He would simply not let up or be nice or in any way acknowledge that her protests had any value. Though the thought of that firm and steady resolve still thrilled her, she was beginning to understand what it really meant. This was submission, the realization of her long held dreams, the fulfillment of fantasies she thought were out of reach. While the sane side of herself tugged on her like a nagging child, rising up from the midst of her internal objections was a slut who loved every minute of Daniel’s defilement of her.

       He stuffed his fingers deeper into her back door with unrelenting determination. This time, however, the pain turned wildly erotic. When her first “Oh, dear God yes!” came out of her mouth, he gave her bottom another firm crack of his hand.

       “What was that for!” she came back.

       “For doubting me in the first place. I win, again, Madeleine.”

       He continued on with the impaling hand, until his cock was hard and ready. Withdrawing his fingers from her rectum, he raised her ass and drew close behind her. Taking an ass cheek in each hand, he pulled them wide apart and began to inch his cock inside her backdoor with an ease she’d never felt before.

       “Oh, my!” he heard her gasp.

       “See what I mean? You just needed a little priming.”

       What seemed like flames from an enormous fire flashed before her closed eyes as Daniel settled into a steady and rhythmic fucking. She experienced no pain, while a feeling of profound submission covered her like a huge, warm blanket. She dove under the comforting mantle never wanting to surface again. He controlled her, owned her, enslaved her—her resistance broken. As the ass-fuck became more vigorous, she felt sensations arising from the base of her body, another kind of climax centered there began to grow in strength. Her entire body was spasming when she felt his body tense up and his forceful hands clutch her cheeks even harder. Then his ‘Fuuuuuck-meeeeee!’ lifted into the air and he shot his load inside her ass.

       “Yesyesyesyesyesssssssssssssssssssssss,” she heard herself repeating until it seemed she passed out.

       Madeleine woke and Daniel was gone—not far away, but no longer inside her ass. She remained crouched on the bed, while he lay flat on his back with a limp cock and his eyes closed. When she fell to her side, they opened on her.

       “Did I do okay?” her small voice asked.

       He reached up and gently grabbed her head, threading his fingers through her mass of unruly hair.

       “You were far more than ‘okay’,” he smiled. “In fact, you passed your first lesson in submission.”

       “My first lesson in submission. I’ve been submitting to you for weeks!”
        “No, you haven’t,” he disagreed—without being disagreeable. “You’ve done exactly what you wanted for the last few months. Obviously that changes now.”

       “I guess it does.”

       “Don’t worry, I won’t ask you to do anything that might compromise you, Robbie or your marriage. I will not ask you to do anything that you aren’t perfectly capable of doing. You may surprise yourself. You’ll balk a few times; I expect that. But you’ll survive, and if I’m guessing right, you might find as much pleasure in what I ask of you as you’ve found today.”

       She looked back at him bashfully chagrinned. “It was kind of hot, wasn’t it?”

       He chuckled under his breath. “You do have a predilection for understatement, Maddy. But that’s no sin.”

       “So you had a good time?”

       “Probably the best sex I’ve had in a couple years. Just don’t go getting a big head about it.”

       She wondered when his last ‘best’ sex had been, and who with, but she wasn’t going to go there. She sank back into the comfort of the mattress, feeling every nerve in her body so full of life, as if a current of electricity had just passed through her. Just grazing her skin against the sheets, her body shuddered; even the air tasted erotic. The heat of the afternoon sun on her flesh made everything seem to fuse with the atoms dancing in the beams of light. And Daniel touching her—this was almost too much to take in. She was in another man’s bed having sex. There was so much to get used to.

       “I feel so bad!” she suddenly exclaimed, an almost thoughtless comment that Daniel quickly picked up on.

       “You are bad. That’s why you have to keep coming back so I can punish you. It’s a vicious cycle that will never end.”

       “You mean that?”

       “What do you think?”

       “I really don’t know.”

       “Give yourself some time. You will. You can’t expect yourself to have your life figured out in one afternoon.”

       “But that’s what I’d like. I’d like it all wrapped up neatly with a pretty little bow, right now.”

       “So that you have no misgivings, no guilt, no regrets? Well, that’s not going to happen. And that’s why I’ll keep punishing you. It’s a psychic thing, the way you’re hardwired, at least for now. Just don’t freak out when it gets nasty.”

       “When it gets nasty? Isn’t it nasty enough?”

       “I haven’t even started. And yes, you may take that as a serious threat.”

       “Are you trying to scare me?”

       “Have I?”

       “Yes.”

       “Good. There’s nothing like being afraid to make one come alive. But I think we should stop for the day; I’m sure I’ve given you enough to think about for now.”

       He pulled her toward him and held her tight to his chest, kissing the top of her head and tenderly running his hand down her arm. When her eyes opened, she was staring across his chest to the far side of the bed where sat an old-fashioned alarm clock on the beside table.

       “Oh my God! I’ve got to go!” She pulled out of his arms and moved to her feet, looking frantically for her clothes. “I had no idea I’d been here so long.”

       He sat up and watched her hurried movements, seeing her angular features blending with the softness of her lush female form. Everything seemed perfect about her; many women were like that, apparently flawless, at least on the outside. Inside? They were a mass of confusion and sadness, fear, longing and unfulfilled dreams that came from too much fantasy—movies, books, TV, the Internet. Madeleine’s dilemmas were small compared to some, but enormous for her. Too bad women were so damn hard on themselves. They thought too much, wanted more than they could have and dreamed of things few men would ever consider. What Daniel had to consider was that he’d just spent the afternoon with his dream girl. He couldn’t have created one more beautiful or more appropriately flawed to suit his tastes. Falling in love had never been on his agenda, but he had strong suspicions that he was headed down that road. But who was he kidding? he had to laugh at himself. He’d known from those first prickly moments when Madeleine stumbled into his private reverie on the yacht that this woman was someone special.

Before she left Daniel’s apartment, Madeleine stopped at his bedroom door with a question burning in her mind that wouldn’t wait for an entire week.

       “What about other women, Daniel?”

       “What about other women?”

       “I mean, will you still date?”

       He looked at her strangely. “What you mean is will I still have sex with other women?”

       She smiled, chagrinned by the obvious. “Well, will you?”

       “I don’t know. Today came a bit out of the blue. I had my hopes. But you’re a stubborn woman, as stubborn with your values as you are with your needs. We’ll just have to see where this leads.”

       “But I have given myself to you.”

       “Yes, you have. I know that. I’ll see you next Wednesday. Now you’d better scat.”


Chapter Nine

Madeleine crawled the floor of Daniel’s apartment, while he moved behind her with a cane in hand. Every time she faltered in his game, she earned another nasty cut across her ass. The ‘ouches’ and flinches came on fast, so too did her frustration.

       “I’m so tired of this!” she wailed at one point and she sat back on her haunches, defiantly refusing to play his pet a second longer. She hated the implications, even if they had her all fired up.

       “Then go sit in the corner,” he said. He pointed to the far corner of the room where he’d earlier laid a blanket. After giving the order, he sat down and waited for her to obey, carefully watching her every move.

       She refused to budge. This was fine fun for him, lousy for her.

       “So, you don’t like that order, huh?” He raised his brows with interest. “Then, how about you reach back and touch your pretty ass,” he finally said.

       She looked at him, questioningly

       “Go on, do it,” he spit out.

       Though hesitant, she reached back and touched the softness of her round behind.

       “Now squeeze it,” he continued.

       She reluctantly did that too, which to her great surprise sent a strange and intensely beautiful feeling of submission through her fuming body. If she did it enough, the feelings of pleasure might actually change her mood entirely. She was upset that he’d actually thought of this, but it didn’t take long before she realized that this was exactly what was happening.

       “Go on, squeeze it more, rub it until you just can’t stop.”

       She had no idea that something that simple would end up turning the tide of her resentment. He’d been right that first day when he said that there would be things she wouldn’t like. He’d just completed her first very dreadful caning and her ass was tender from the welts he’d left. But as she grudgingly obeyed his order and massaged her aching ass something inside her shifted. When she slipped her fingers into her anal crack and worked them deeper toward her sensitive labia, her entire lower regions began to seize up and small orgasms erupted deep within. She closed her eyes and began to groan as she erotically moved against the hardwood floor in front of him. She had no idea what an exhibition she was making of herself. She threw herself into the act, trying to forget what a hissy-fit she waged when she refused to be his pet for the afternoon—for some reason, the pet game was more demeaning than his other games.

       He’d said he was just exploring new sexual ground—a vast territory in her he claimed he owned. Considering the way she shamelessly submitted, he did indeed own her. After the initial missteps with the anal sex, that sex act had become the one thing that they could always fall back on to restore her most submissive feelings. When she desired an explanation of why her psyche worked this way, he dismissed the need for answers.

       “Just accept it, Maddy. It’s no big deal.”

       Now she was in the middle of a hundred angry comes, all from massaging her own ass. She would have thought Daniel would be pleased, but suddenly he sprung from his chair, moved in above her and he leaned down, pulling her up by the 3 inch stainless steel collar he’d made her wear. He dragged her to the corner in a brutal move that had her strangling for breath until he finally let go.

       He looked down at her sourly. “If you think I’m going to let you ignore a direct order, you’re kidding yourself. You’ll do the corner time whether you like it or not, pet. You have an hour to go before you leave for the day. Since I have work to do, you can spend it thinking about what you’ve learned.”

       She looked up remorsefully.

       But he lived up to his word. An hour later, he dismissed her so she could get dressed, then when she padded back to him he finally removed the collar.

       “Too bad you can’t wear it home,” he said.

       “Oh, I don’t think so,” she said, still pouting.

       She stood between his open thighs allowing him to hold her tight to his chest. His hands went directly to her ass, renewing the pain that lay dormant within them.

       “Ouch!” she vented under her breath.

       “Hurts?”

       “Yes. I mean it really does.”

       “There might be bruises, Maddy. You’ll need to be careful the next few days.”

       “As if that’s anything new,” she quipped. “But it shouldn’t be a problem; Robbie is so interested in writing this grant that I hardly see him at all. He’s cooped up in his office till nearly midnight every night. I have to bring a tray in and eat with him or I’d never see him. He’s working much too hard.”

       “I’m sure he is. But he has to pour all that energy into something and work seems to be it.”

       “I still love him, Daniel,” she said, feeling the heavy weight of that fact envelop her once again.

       “I know you do.”

       “But I love you more.” She’d never said this to him, but in the interests of honesty, which seemed to be very important in this relationship, she needed to say it now.

       She looked down seeing the love inside his forceful stare.

       “How about we save love for another day, Maddy?”

       “But why? I thought you wanted the truth. Unless my love is not returned.”

       “You know I love you, and you know I’m not going to say it as often as you’d like. But the fact is, I couldn’t do what I’m doing with you now if I didn’t love you. It’s the reason we’re taking such a risk in the first place.”

       They’d been seeing each other for three months of Wednesday afternoons, and this was the first time he’d made the admission in indisputable language.

***

Two months later, Madeleine was forced to cancel her date with Daniel when Robbie sent her to a three day conference in Washington DC. 

       “How about I join you?” Daniel asked. The offer was so unexpected, so out of the blue, that she was momentarily speechless.

       “Really?” The flutter of excitement that followed would set her off for the next few hours.

       “We’ll have three days together instead of a few hours. Maybe we’ll find we hate each other afterwards and we can save ourselves the trouble of going on.”

       “You really think I’m trouble?”

       He laughed. “Just bring some sexy clothes. There’s a place I’ll take you where you’ll want to look like the kinky slut you are.”

       “We have to be careful, Daniel,” she warned.

       “Yes, we do. But you let me worry about that. You either trust me or you don’t.”

***

A wary Madeleine slid easily into one of DC’s most private clubs on the arm of Daniel Prothero. The only saving grace in this first truly public exposure of her kinky lust was the black eye mask that covered enough of her face so that her identity was lost in what was left exposed. Her long dark hair was pulled back off her face, her lips where painted bright red and around her throat was the tall stainless steel collar that Daniel presented to her some weeks before—crucial to her pet training. It would be appropriate for the night ahead.

       The rest of her clothes consisted of a lace corset that plumped her breasts high and left her hard pink nipples showing just above. The shape of the corset below was intended to call attention to her shaved pussy and her clit, to which Daniel had clamped a tight ring that dangled down from between her sex lips. When she’d first objected to the daring costume and the snug-fitting ring, he threatened to pierce her. “I really should,” he said, sounding serious. She listened to him ramble on for several minutes about her place as his submissive, and how tattoos and piercings were good reminders for bad subbies when they forgot who was in charge of their lives.

       “I won’t forget, I promise,” she rushed in to make him stop the rant.

       He laughed as if the whole idea was just a joke. She could never be sure with Daniel calling the shots when she should take him at his word and when she could assume that he was just messing with her mind. She learned to assume nothing.

       In addition to the corset, the collar, the clamp and the mask, she wore tight fitting high-heel boots that locked around her legs. There were matching stainless steel cuffs for her wrists that seemed predictable considering the rest of her attire, but when he forced her arms behind her back and locked the cuffs together, she looked up at him in shock.

       “How is this supposed to work?” Her pretty face was screwed up in a worried grimace.

       “Would you just let me handle it,” he said, annoyed again. He gave her ass a good hard whack, which only heaped more on to fuel her rising emotions.

       Her final piece of clothing was a simple black cloak that covered her body from above the collar to just below her ass and pussy. The cloak would make her presentable in public, he informed her. He seemed to imply that if she didn’t behave herself, he might make her go without it. Even with the cloak on, she’d have to walk carefully and hope that a sudden gust of wind didn’t blow it open or there would be a hell of a lot of her exposed to whoever might be around to see.

       With her finally dressed, they took the elevator to the hotel lobby, which, thankfully, was almost empty, just a few guests milling around to see the woman in the strange get-up. When they moved out to the sidewalk, she was met with the same curious attention, although given the curious costume it was logical to assume that they were going to a masked ball. From there, she was safely tucked into the back seat of a taxi and Daniel slipped in beside her, giving the driver the address of a private gentleman’s club. The driver knew right where it was, and when the taxi pulled up to the club’s main entrance, they were just a few feet from the heavy metal door. Still no embarrassing public exposure. Although once they moved inside, Daniel whisked the cloak away and what scant protection it provided instantly vanished.

       A treacherous journey up a steep flight of narrow stairs brought them into the cozy ambience of a men’s club where Madeleine found herself attired in much the same way as the dozen other females in the room. The men wore suits and tuxedos, a few like Daniel dressed in more casual slacks and sweaters. All were milling about in a cheerful environment while scantily clad women served cocktails and other women were being inspected in rather crude ways by the club’s male members. Madeleine looked on in horror wondering if that would soon be her. 

       The air was electric with an undercurrent of sexual anticipation, while the strange atmosphere brought sights to Maddy’s eyes that stirred her roused body in new ways. As Daniel led her through the crowd, she tried to take it all in, but found that difficult. The mask seemed to distance herself from the others; and though she felt objectified and demeaned, there were many admiring glances coming her way, even though the admiring eyes were focused on her breasts, her pussy and her ass, not her half-hidden face.

       The noise in the club was strange too. For a time she couldn’t make out what disturbed her so. There was the usual conversation, laughter rising up here and there, even a taunting comment directed at one of the women, and music, which was subtle and intended to blend into the atmosphere. A slow and lazy Jazz, she decided. What she could not quite grasp were odd and intermittent noises coming from somewhere beyond the club’s main room.

       “What’s that noise?” she finally leaned in and whispered to Daniel.

       “What noise?”

       “Didn’t you hear that?”

       “No,” he said curtly, then he added, “It would be a good idea if you remained silent. Women are not allowed to speak here.”

       “Not ever!” she was aghast and completely forgot that she was breaking the rule he’d just laid down.

       “You can be gagged,” he warned, “and that would not necessarily be my call. Every woman here is obliged to follow the same rules, and some of the members get serious when the rules are broken.”

       Nice of you to tell me, she wanted to snap back, but she held her tongue.

       Denied the opportunity to comment on the evening, she moved along robotically, remaining close to Daniel’s side. Sometimes he stopped and conversed with men he knew, then he moved on. The further inside the club, the louder those strange and intermittent noises became, until it suddenly became quite clear what they were: the sounds of lashings, cracking whips and the gasps and cries of punished women. Madeleine’s worst fears had been confirmed.

       With the erotic climate in the club so strong, Madeleine reacted to every stimulation with her sexual arousal climbing fast. With so many of her pertinent body parts exposed to the club’s warm air, her sensitivity to touch increased tenfold. Everyone who brushed by her sent a wave of orgasmic spasms through her body. She could feel her climax starting to build with a speed that made her worry that she’d just spontaneously explode.

       To her sudden amazement, she found herself standing in the center of a circle of men who looked at her with fixed expressions, as remote as Daniel’s. She’d whipped around to find him and almost stumbled in the troublesome high heels.

       “Stand up, slave!” Someone yelled. She righted herself and found that Daniel was one of the many men in that threatening circle of judgmental eyes. Another voice rang out with a clipped, “On your knees,” and she ungracefully dropped to the thick burgundy carpet. With her hands still tethered behind her, she struggled to regain her balance. And now, crotch level to the circle of men, she quaked in fear, wondering if she might be ordered to…Oh, no! her mind suddenly grabbed at the possible scenario. She wouldn’t be made to suck them off, would she?

       Thankfully, no cocks were bared for her bleary eyes. However, the lock that held her wrist cuffs together was abruptly opened and her hands were freed. “Pull out those nipples, slave, and make them hard, real hard.” The order came down in clear cold terms, demanding her obedience.

       This was a simple task, but it was just the first of several that became more difficult with each one. She was made to circle around on her knees and show off her hard nipples and rounded breasts, then she was told to rise to her feet—yet another difficult feat—and bend over while reaching back and opening her ass cheeks wide. Again she was to circle around for the inspection, allowing her critics a chance to see her puckering anus. Were they deciding how they planned to fuck her?

       Finally, she was forced to do a back bend over a velvet bolster, and with her head hanging down and her legs raised and widely parted, a number of the men came forward and did a complete inspection of her private parts. Her labia was squeezed, the clamp tugged and her clit pinched until she shrieked in pain. That shriek earned her a painful pussy spanking, then someone ordered her to keep her mouth shut unless she wanted it stuffed with a cock. She was left to groan and squirm, keeping her mouth firmly closed as the punishment continued. When it stopped, she was sexually played with, although she was given strict orders that she was not to come. By then, her arousal had peaked so high that the order became impossible to obey.

       They must have known she’d fail, considering the way they taunted her.

       “You’re all pumped up, slave, and you can’t come,” one of them jibed.

       “Look at her sweat!”

       “Look at the chest on that broad!” They drew her nipples up, stretching her tits until she shrieked.

       Whoever was working their fingers into her slit refused to stop, even knowing she was close to orgasming.

       “You come, you pay!” she was reminded.

       But suddenly there was no stopping the electrified climax. She seized up in a magnificent spasm and then quaked for several long minutes as more convulsive spasms tore through her body.

       “You have a live one here, Daniel.” She was cognizant enough to hear the claim as her heaving, cumming belly lurched from one wild spasm to the next.

       “So, who gets the honor of punishing the brat?” a voice rang out. It was not Daniel’s, nor was the one that answered that question.

       “She’s been given to the house for the night under the usual terms of service.”

       Usual terms of service?

       Moments later, a dog leash was clamped onto her collar and Madeleine was forced to crawl on hands and knees from the main room into a smaller punishment space, where she was tied to a pillory, her head and arms safely tucked away, her booted feet spread to either end of a three foot wide spreader bar. The abuse came on in waves, a dozen men descending on her with whips and crops, and fingers probing her every orifice bringing her to one forbidden climax after another, which only meant that she’d earned another painful punishment. Would it go on forever! She rode the tide of her changing desires from one thoughtless moment to the next—half wanting to stop, half of her wanting the sensations of pain and pleasure to go on forever.

       She was nearly delirious when she was finally taken down and forced to crawl to the side of the room where waiting for her was a hard erection. Stuffed into her mouth, it rammed her so hard that she choked before its owner finally backed off and let her complete the blowjob more normally. She was so out of her mind—like she was drunk, though she knew she was not—that she didn’t realize until the cock’s owner finally ejaculated down her throat and pulled back so she could see his face that it was Daniel cock she’d just blown.

       The long night of her abuse ended there. For awhile she rested in the corner while Daniel spoke with his friends, then finally he grabbed up the leash and she crawled through the club like the trained pet she was until she reached the staircase. Lifted to her feet, she barely had time to adjust her balance before she took another treacherous journey on those steep steps.

This was her first night in DC. There would be two more, in-between them two eight hour days of conferences. In their hotel room later that night, Madeleine cuddled inside Daniel’s arms without the cuffs, the collar and her slave clothes. As tired as she was, she wondered if she would actually make it to the day long event awaiting her. The fact that she’d been taken to such demanding physical extremes just before she was supposed to give an important presentation to a congressional panel might have caused her some serious distress, but she couldn’t think about that now. She was too exhausted to do anything but sleep.

       When Madeleine rose the next day, she hurriedly sped through her morning preparations, then suddenly stopped mid-stream. “I can’t believe you put me through that last night!” she exclaimed.

       “What’s the problem?” Daniel was reading the newspaper, drinking coffee. He looked up absently.

       “Do you have any idea how important today is?”

       “I certainly do, you told me all about it last week. It’s my job to see that you’re relaxed. It’s my bet you’ll do better because you didn’t spend all day and night worrying about that hearing. I took care of your worry.”

       She looked at him aghast. “Relax? Are you crazy!”

       “Don’t look so upset. If you just stop and take a breath and ease off, you’ll be just fine.”

       He was right of course, but she wasn’t going to tell him that. At least not until she saw him later that day. To think he had her wellbeing in mind the whole time, she wryly thought. He was sly and sneaky and downright underhanded, but he had an uncanny way of knowing what was best for her.

They ate dinner at nearly ten pm that evening in a small DC bistro, then walked along the Capital Mall arm in arm. The air between them was thick with romance, though they dared not display too much affection in public. Though it was unlikely they’d be seen by anyone they knew, they couldn’t be too careful with a love affair they’d been unwise to pursue in the first place.

       However, being careful didn’t matter as much when around midnight they finally walked to Daniel’s rental car in the parking garage. Rather than climb in right away, he pushed her against a cold concrete wall and crushed her lips with his. Then he moved on her quickly, stripping away her clothes so fast that she could hardly catch her breath. When she started to get squeamish about the exposure, he pinned her arms to the wall and held her there, eyes boring into her with such a demanding look that she was forced to acquiesce. “I don’t think you want me to gag you, so you’d better keep the noise down,” was his terse whisper.

       No, she didn’t want him to gag her. From then on she was putty in his hands. Wearing nothing but her heels, her naked body squirmed seductively against the cold wall while he ran his hands over her heated flesh. He could have opted for a quick, relatively safe fuck, but that was not what he wanted. What was risky fired them both and so he allowed her to squirm in her thickening sexual juices until they were practically dripping down her leg. He used a few fingers-full to lubricate her asshole, then the zzzzrrrrrrrrrrrrrping noise of his fly going down echoed off the walls.

       By then, he had two fingers up her asshole moving deep into his favorite place for sex.

       “Turn around.”

       “Daniel, you’re not going to take me right here!” she whispered loudly.

       “Wrong!” he came right back, grabbing her roughly by her hair. Turning her around, he pushed her over the hood of the car.

       Her ass received him with almost no fight—a feat that truly shocked her. And when she came simultaneous to him, her hand was in her crotch rubbing her clit as they both exploded. Once he withdrew, he swiped her clothes from the cement floor, then thew them in the back of the car and shoved Madeleine’s shivering nakedness into the passenger seat.

       When she reached back for the clothes, he grabbed her arm, saying a firm, “No!”

       “But Daniel! You can’t make me ride through town naked!”

       “I can’t? How about if I throw them out the window? I could do that.”

       “You wouldn’t!”

       “You want to try me?” He was laughing under his breath. “Relax, Maddy. No one’s going to see. And should someone happen to look inside, I doubt they are going to have a fit seeing a beautiful naked woman.”

       “You are a nasty man,” she fumed.

       “Have I ever suggested anything else?”

       She took a deep breath and shook her head in wonder. “I can’t believe I’m allowing you to do this.”

       “Allowing me? You think you have a choice? You gave yourself to me, and it’s my plan to use you for my pleasure anyway I choose. You have nothing to say in the matter. Forget about trying to take control because it’s just not going to happen.”

       He was positively triumphant, and dead serious, no laughter now. The feeling of surrender that came with his stern tone of voice and outrageous demands would haunt her for a long time after.

       When they arrived at the hotel, he gave her nothing but her light trench coat to wear with her high heels.

       “Leave it untied,” he ordered that too, and Madeleine was forced to stuff her hands in her pockets in order to hold the coat together as they walked through the lobby and found the elevator to the tenth floor. As she exited the elevator in front of him, he abruptly yanked the coat by the collar and left her walking naked into the hotel hallway, just as she’d walked nearly naked into the gentlemen’s club.

       She whipped around. “Daniel, no!”

       He smiled seeing the look of utter horror on her pretty face. “You’d better walk fast or someone’s going to see you.”

       She did just that, breathing a sigh of relief once she was safely inside their room. She did not escape notice however, but thankfully the couple that saw a naked women slipping into a room were too far away to recognize her.

       “You are brutal!” she charged as she whipped around to face him.

       He moved closer, and after taking her in his arms, he delicately traced the line of her jaw with a single finger. “If I weren’t a brute, you wouldn’t be having the time of your life. Could anything be better than these past two days, hum?” There was nothing but pure love emanating from his vibrant eyes.

       She had to admit that he was right, but that would not be something she would admit to him.


Chapter Ten

Three months later the pair flew to San Francisco in separate planes two hours apart. Later they met inside the airport before taking off for the City. Madeleine was there for another conference; Daniel would be interviewing the governor the following day for an upcoming column. They stayed in a loft apartment belonging to a friend of Madeleine’s from college, Dana Northrup, who was spending the year in Japan. Madeleine had a blanket invitation to use the loft if she was ever in the city and what a treat that was. Inside the renovated space she found all the coziness of home: old brick walls, high ceilings and authentic turn-of-the century ambience. It was expertly decorated in a richly-layered style that made her feel as if she’d just stepped into the pages of a designer magazine.

       “Maybe we should move in and stay,” she announced when she first opened the big rolling door. She turned around immediately, facing Daniel. “I didn’t say that, did I?” she looked at him chagrinned.

       “Feeling guilty?”

       “Do I ever not?”

       It was for this reason that her punishments continued. Nearly a year had passed since their Wednesday afternoon arrangement began, and she returned every week for her punishment fix, needing it as much the next week as she did the one before. The punishments were often hard, cruel ones that left her ass hurting, bruised by the cane or cut by swipes of his dreadful whip. Then there were his stinging indictments of her sorry character, delivered with such vehemence that she wondered sometimes if he actually believed them. She’d ask about that afterwards and he liked to tease her, in fact, he refused to retract any of his scathing indictments so she was left to wonder what he really felt about her. One time after she bugged him enough about his true feelings, he looked down on her as she was knelt before him, and shook his head perturbed. 

       “Dammit it, Maddy, when are you going to accept that I don’t give a shit about this punishment thing you have going? Sure, there’s a sadist in me that loves this stuff, but I’d much rather have us both walk away from it saying, ‘damn that was fun’, because this turns us on, rather than thinking this is necessary for your survival. Maybe some day.” He was not happy.

       As time went on he seemed to be increasingly disturbed about this aspect of their affair. She would feel guilty about this too, about have two men on a string, unable to give either one the love and fidelity they deserved.

       At least she no longer held back the erotic feelings arising from the passionate punishment. By the time they were over, the two were clamoring for sex, and the sex was very good, often as brutal as the punishment—which Madeleine loved as much as the pain. It was also very anal since this was his favorite way to have her. Was that because she so often resisted? Perhaps. The good thing: she finally found pleasure in the act and was thoroughly subdued by the time his hard cock was finished with that tight space.

       Even with all that wild savagery, or maybe because of it, there were times when she felt as filled with shame after the sessions as she did before. Daniel had an answer for that, too. If she started to complain and he didn’t want to hear it anymore, he’d suddenly haul her to a corner, toss her the shackles and make her put them on while he stood over her fuming. Later he’d make her crouch beneath his desk while he worked, or stuff her into his cramped hall closet with his tennis racket and a pair of stinky gym shoes. She humbly remained there for an hour or two until it was finally time for her to go home. By then, she was very much subdued, feeling so submissive and so debased that thoughts of guilt and shame would finally be assuaged.

Her need for profound punishment would be addressed while she was in San Francisco—although the punishment would not be the only remarkable event to occur while she was there.

       On their second night in the City, after Daniel had completed his interview with the governor, he invited an old friend to have dinner with them in the loft. Madeleine had been at her conference all day and when she returned to Dana’s loft, she expected they’d be going out for a bite to eat. Instead, a full dinner of scallops, creamy risotto and grilled asparagus was almost ready to be served when she walked though the door.

       Daniel greeted her with an affectionate peck on the cheek and handed her a glass of wine. “Michael brought it with him from Napa.”

       “Michael?” She only had to say his name, then look beyond her lover to see an attractive man about her age rise from Dana’s yellow couch. Six feet-two, dark wavy hair, a broad smile, the GQ kind of look gave her body an instant rush.

       “After I finished with the governor, I gave Michael a call, and he just happened to have a free night to see me and meet you,” Daniel explained. “At one time when I was a teaching associate at Stanford years ago, he was in my literary criticism class. We got along on more than just an academic level and have been friends since.”

       The fact that Daniel even had friends outside the McKellar family was news to her.

       “Does he… know…?”

       “Does he know Rob? No,” Daniel finished the question and answered it in the same breath. “But he does know who you are and why we’re together.”

       “As in?” She looked at Daniel then at Michael, worried

       “He knows enough to know that you’re a submissively inclined female with a penchant for kinky sex.”

       Madeleine blushed immediately, realizing the filters through which the man must be judging her.

Later that evening, after nearly three bottles of wine, an amorous Daniel was kissing her mouth and stripping away her clothes with very little protest from the inebriated Madeleine. Having no intention of being excluded, the horny Michael was suddenly at her back with avid hands caressing her rear and poking fingers between her legs. By the time the last of her clothes were stripped way, the trio was headed toward the bed, where Daniel flopped down on his back, and Madeleine crawled forward to take her lover’s prick into her mouth. She lovingly circled the head with her tongue, enjoying the taste of his body and the warm feral scent, then she sucked the rising organ until it was ready to ride. When she climbed up further on his body, she straddled his hips and sat down on his groin, feeling his erection pulsing inside her wet pussy. For a while she danced on his hips feeling the joyful inebriation through every vein of her body, until Daniel finally pulled her forward into his chest and began kissing her face. She had almost forgotten the other man in the room, but he was not about to be left out. Just as the fucking between the two was starting to get more vigorous, Maddy felt a pair of probing fingers begin to ease into her ass.

       She sat up shocked. “Ohmygod!”

       “Hey, pretty girl, nothing to fear,” Michael told her. “I’ll be gentle.”

       She had to assume that Daniel set this up and she would surrender, which meant that her first double-penetration occurred just minutes later when Michael slipped his long erection into her ass while Daniel was working her pussy with his. There’d been no time to object, and if she had, it would have done no good. Soon the torrid feelings in her body began to climb and her worries fell away.

       She moaned crazily, her body taken over by forces over which she had no control. Her mind was zoning out—too much wine, maybe—or maybe just too much pleasure overwhelming her senses. She drank in the feral fragrance of both men; the redolence of their bodies blending with the scent of her own pheromones almost made her mad with want. She began to come, moving as wildly as her lovers. No one particularly cared what was happening to the others in their trio; they were each moving in the direction of their selfish satisfaction. The explosive clash of men banging away inside Madeleine’s surrendering body went on for nearly an hour until all three finally fell away in exhaustion.

       Before she’d come back to her senses, she heard Daniel call to his wasted submissive:

       “Clean us up.”

       She instinctively obeyed the order, first cleaning Daniel’s wet cock, then moving on the earthy smelling prick of the man who’d been inside her ass. This first time for such a nasty act went down better than she might have anticipated, but she was still so drunk on wine and pleasure that feelings of disgust and panic and, for once, even shame, just couldn’t take hold.

       They fucked again sometime after midnight in a much more subdued way—although she took the double-penetration one more time with little effort—and this time she wasn’t even drunk. Because Madeleine had to work the following day, the two men slipped from the bedroom after they were finished and let Madeleine sleep the rest of the night while they stayed up talking for several hours.

In the morning, a bright sun blinded her eyes when Madeleine woke—it was still early and she could have gone back to sleep, but when she started to stretch like a lazy cat against Daniel’s sleeping body, she realized how sore she was from making love. Memories of the night returned and when she rose to go to the bathroom she half expected to see Michael sacked out on the couch. When she spotted the empty couch, she breathed a sigh of relief.

       For a long while she stared around the loft hugging her naked body with her own arms with a feeling of dread creeping back into her mind.

       “So, what’s Maddy feeling this morning?” Daniel’s voice climbed inside her thoughts.

       She turned. “I didn’t hear you get up.”

       “Nor did I hear you.”

       “But you’re awake.”

       “I am. And you still haven’t answered my question.” If things seemed a little stilted between them, it was because she still was unclear about what happened the previous night. She knew she’d made love to two men, but how that actually took place was a little fuzzy. And now a terrible but all too familiar feeling of disgust rose up inside her and wiped away any pleasing feelings that might remain. This scenario of shame was growing painfully old.

       “What am I feeling?” She looked at him wanting to brush off this new adventure in infidelity, but that was impossible to do. “I’m feeling bad, very bad, if you want to know the truth. Like last night was really way way out of bounds. Not that it wasn’t fucking hot, but now we’ve knocked the shame thing into a whole new dimension.”

       “Maddy, you had a great time,” he looked at her annoyed. “Why ruin it now?”

       She shrugged. “It’s how I am, Daniel. I can’t help it. I’m fine with everything we do most of the time, but I can already feel that sorry self of mine clawing at me.”

       “Like how?” He was leaning against the doorjamb in a pair of pajama pants looking about as sexy as she’d ever seen him. Must have been the morning light, the tousled hair, the firmness in his solid presence. Then there was the question he raised, which would not go away.

       Giving herself a little time, she moved to the couch and sat down, staring at the messy coffee table with its empty bottles of wine and stale food. The memories of her raucous night of sex quickly surfaced, and she finally looked up.

       “You know what I think about? I think about punishment, getting it cold and cruel and so demeaning that I finally get so low inside myself that I stare that thing in the face and know exactly what it is.”

       “What thing are you talking about?”

       “The thing that makes me feel so worthless. The thing that drove me to you, that needs to be punished. I keep thinking that maybe I’d understand it if I could look it in the eye.”

       “And that would be your answer?”

       “I would hope so. But I really don’t know. The punishment would have to be something extraordinary, not your usual caning or a hot paddling on my behind…even crawling your hardwood floor or being locked in that miserable closet wouldn’t be enough. Although I can’t imagine what would be enough for me to understand what drive’s my shame.”

       She looked at him for answers, while he gazed back at her, so remote from her now that she shivered from the chill.

       “You know, Maddy, this is one I won’t do.” He shook his head in disgust. “I don’t even want to.”

       He might as well have shot her in the gut. “What’s that mean?”

       “I’ve had enough of your demands for the heavy punishment.”

       “You have?” She looked totally baffled.

       “I have. Sure, I like whaling on your pretty rear. I even love making it black and blue from time to time—my own demons, but it’s time you went a little deeper and found out why you can’t let go of the guilt.”

       “It’s about Robbie, Daniel!” she blurted out. She really wanted to scream. Her head hurt just thinking about it.

       “Yes, but it’s more than that. You said it yourself. If you think punishment is the answer, then I suppose that’s what you need to do.”

       “But you say you can’t do it.”

       “I won’t do it.”

       “Then if you’re not up for the job—” She was sounding almost bitter now.

       “I know someone who might be. And aren’t you lucky, he just happens to live about twenty miles from here.”

       She heard what he said, and when the words sunk in, everything inside her trembled. “You’ll give me to someone else?”

       “For this one thing, yes. I’ve already arranged it for tomorrow night.”

       She stared at him astonished: “But—I thought we were going to the theatre?”

       “I canceled.”

       “You already had this planned?”

       “I have it planned now…although it was in the works a couple weeks ago. You have a choice. You don’t have to go, but if you don’t, you’d better plan on spending some long hours getting your answers some other way, because I’m not going to punish you again until this matter is resolved. I mean that. It’s been eating away at me for a while now. It’s either this solution, or you come up with one of your own, but we will not go on like this, we might not even be lovers if you don’t find some resolution to what’s been troubling you all these years.”

***

The old house several miles south of Half Moon Bay was barely visible through the fog when they drove up to the mysterious stone edifice. All the way from the city—in fact since Daniel had announced the plan—Madeleine could feel her anxiety build until it seemed to be pounding inside her brain. While she was dreadfully afraid, her arousal gnawed at her in fresh new ways. Who was this man Daniel was taking her to see? What would he do? How much would she hurt? Most importantly, would the punishment work, or would it leave her with the same nagging questions about her tortured psyche?

       When Daniel finally stopped the car, she was shaking so badly that she could barely move.

       “Go on, Maddy. You have nothing to fear from him. I know him well.” She was almost in tears as she exited the car.

       Nothing to fear. As if she could actually believe that considering that this man, this stranger she’d been sent to see, would take her spiraling into the great unknown of her troubled psyche.

       She quickly moved down a flight of stone steps to a landing overlooking the ocean, then through a door with a quaintly rounded top that made it look like a hobbit house from the outside—although it was nothing like that sort of cheery dwelling on the inside. Candles, incense, murky shadows bathed the spaces before her with a rich and arcane amber glow. She felt as if she were entering a 10th century chapel, an underground lair, a Middle Eastern brothel. Her senses came alive, her fear amplified, but so did the physical thrill of this terrifying experiment. She’d spent the last twelve hours getting used to the idea of being taken down to the elemental level of her being by a man she’d never met. Though she would never get used to the idea, it seemed to be the only way to hang on to the man she loved. But was it even conceivable to think that the truth that had evaded her for so many years would finally reveal itself? Her mind was spinning, her control quickly vanishing. The bizarre affair was happening so fast that she was shaking uncontrollably, she could barely move forward, and there was no Daniel to lean on.

       He’d told her to crawl once she was inside the chamber, which lead to the question, how would she know the chamber when she saw it? He answered with, ‘Oh, you’ll know’.

       And he was right. From the relatively open entry way, she almost felt like Alice falling into the rabbit hole when she reached the second doorway in the strange house. It was there where she took to her knees and crawled forward when she heard a voice before her say: “Come in, Madeleine.”

       To say that she expected some wizened old man to appear before her was an understatement. Her visions were almost unearthly, and yet what greeted her was someone very different than her imaginings. The man was a little older than Daniel, wearing jeans and a sloppy sweater that reminded her very much of one that Daniel often wore when he was working. Grey-haired. Trimmed bread. Dark eyes under thick brows. They were cruel and his demeanor utterly cold, as remote as Daniel on his darkest days. He sat on a stool working on what appeared to be a metal sculpture, and swiveled around as she approached.

       “In here, come close,” he said when she hesitated to move forward. She was on her knees now feeling like a lowly beast.

       He shook his head as she crawled closer, a look of disgust in his grim expression. “I always get the tough cases, and the tough cases are always the most unlikely females. The ones you’d think should have their submissive inclinations locked down.” He gazed down at her almost spitefully. “Daniel says you want to get punished like you never have before. Is that right?”

       “I guess so.”

       “You guess?”

       “No, I know… I…know what I need,” she stumbled over her words.

       “I doubt that. If you did, you wouldn’t be here. But punishing women, getting to the heart of their angst is something I’m very good at. Now get up and get naked.”

       By then, she was anxious to get on with whatever the man would do, even though she was scared to death, worse than the first times with Daniel. She’d come to trust that no matter how hard her lover punished her, she’d come out okay. This time, she wasn’t sure. There was no Daniel to fall back on, he’d left her at the top of the hill, pointing out where she needed to go, then he sped away in the black SUV with the intention of returning when his friend called him to pick her up. She’d felt nothing but a chilling cool from him the entire day, reason enough to go through with Daniel’s bizarre plan. It was obvious that he needed this over as much as she did.

       Fending off feelings of panic, Madeleine undressed quickly, pouring her faith into the process. If it worked, she’d come out clean, pure as the driven snow—if it worked.

       Naked, she felt the man’s lust assault her, an urgency arising from his groin that was both feral and seductive. She could have easily opened her thighs and taken his cock, but she was sure that he wouldn’t be fucking her anytime soon, if at all.

       The stranger took some time inspecting her body with a critical eye, then he bent her over an old worktable that looked as if it made its way to the New World on a sailing ship. It was as battered and stained as she felt, as gnarled as her twisted thoughts. She expected him to hit her, hurt her, to leave vicious marks on her body, but instead he was jamming fingers into her cunt, then her ass, then her cunt again. Trying her on for size, he seemed to mutter.

       Then came the birches, which were followed by the cane. Her entire backside was lit up for an hour’s worth of grief, not in one round, but a dozen, with pauses in-between that cleared things out for a time before he started again. She hurt in every place there was to hurt. Her pussy suffered, although her back and ass took the brunt of the beating. The birches were ruthless tormentors driving the truth from the basement of her psyche although there seemed nothing new revealed, just the knowledge that she’d never been hurt like this before. She suppressed her cries for a while, as if that was what he wanted, but when she finally couldn’t contain her misery any longer, she wailed in a stream of woeful rants. He didn’t seem to care. Maybe he liked her screaming—although he didn’t like her trying to get away. When she wrenched particularly hard, he latched onto her and held her down until she finally calmed. Then he started back up again in the same punishing way, taking her down into another level of surrender. She belonged to him until the end, and the end didn’t come quickly. A long journey of pain continued until, at last, he had her on his table, on her hands his knees, with his greased fist sliding into her clenched bowels as if the whole of it would actually fit.

       She learned it did; she learned that being fisted in the ass could actually make her come. It hurt like hell, as if her entire body would be split in two, but she did come, screaming loudly as the spasms wrenched her body. When he finally pulled out, she wished he would go right back in for more.

       Then came the cane, brutalizing flesh that had already been well-beaten. Between the ruthless cuts, her unnamed interrogator demanded answers.

       “Who fucked you over, Madeleine?” he tersely bit off the words just as the cane landed another blow.

       It took a while to realize that he wanted her to speak. Several times he repeated the question—Who fucked you over, Madeleine?”—until she finally shouted:

       “I don’t know what you mean!”

       “Who was it that said you were a no good slut…?” he tried again.

       She wracked her brain and when she said nothing, he went on:

       “It’s usually a daddy, sometimes an uncle, sometimes the high school guidance counselor, but I think for you it happened much earlier than high school. Who was it, slut?”

       She had no answers, but that didn’t seem to stop the probing, the browbeating, the cane coming down on her ass as hard as his barrage of questions.

       “You were just a little girl, weren’t you? Lost and alone,” his probing finally took her on a flight of fancy…

       …with her thoughts suddenly careening back to that time on the cliff overlooking the Atlantic. She shivered now like she did then. Cold. Scared. Her brother Breslin playing a game of chicken, his laughter ringing out. She told him to come back. She shouted as he backed up but she was afraid of the cliffs. He jumped around like a dancing elf, still smiling, one minute there…the next gone in a flash. She screamed, frozen in place. They rushed passed her, Daddy stretched out on the ground reaching toward the far side of that scary cliff and finally lifting Breslin away from the rocky precipice where he’d been barely clinging to the rock. He fell into Daddy’s arms, sobbing.

       Everyone was overjoyed, relieved, even little Madeleine breathed easier now—until Daddy handed Breslin off to Mommy and came back to her. He shook her shoulders, wagging an accusing finger in her face, his face in a fury, his eyes like the devil’s. She failed Breslin, she failed Daddy, she would never be any good, the awful lecture went on and on until Mommy pulled him away and half-heartedly hugged her. She was still worried about the poor, bruised Breslin.

       Daddy never again looked at her without that fury lingering in the corner of his eyes. He’d never trust her again with anything so precious. Such a small thing, such a big drama, such a lasting and enormous guilt. To see it in her father’s eyes every day until he died broke her. Breslin was hardly wounded in the accident, he bragged about that day for years, how he almost fell to his death while his sister just stood there frozen. He didn’t hold it against her because it was no big deal for him. Everyone that loved the brash and charming Breslin suffered, and Madeleine would never be trusted again.

       “You would have thought he died,” her confessor said. “And for that you’ve allowed yourself to suffer all this time?”

       “My Daddy said that he wasn’t going to punish me. I’d have to think about what I’d failed to do and that would be enough. Breslin never let me forget, and then I married a man who was just like him.”

       By the time the last truth surfaced, she was back inside the strange stone fortress with Daniel’s proxy, looking into the man’s cold eyes.

       “You mean to tell me that this incident never crossed your mind long enough to consider as the source of all your suffering?”

       “Never.”

       “Fuck.” He shook his head. “You’d better get cleaned up.”

She’d spent five hours in the hands of the man on the cliff and she never knew his name. In her mind she’d called him Brother Savage because it seemed to fit, although she’d never share her secret name with anyone, not even Daniel.

       After returning to their hotel, she confessed the story to Daniel, who didn’t say much though he seemed to understand that she’d carried the guilt of that awful day in her childhood into her adult life. That night, she slept in his arms and in the morning she was ready to go home.


Chapter Eleven

Madeleine stood at the entrance to her closet searching through her clothes for something to wear.

       “Maddy?” Hearing Robbie’s voice, she jerked around and stared at him with her eyes wide open in shock. Hadn’t he just taken the elevator to the main floor? Obviously not. She grabbed her robe from the nearby chair to cover her naked body but she was too late. “Put the robe back, Maddy, and come here.”

       She hesitated, quivering in fright, then finally tossed the robe aside and did as her husband asked. For the next few minutes, she turned around on his orders while he inspected the wounds still present on her ass and breasts and shoulders. It had been three days since her return from San Francisco but there were still visible signs of the rough punishment she endured from the unnamed stranger. As Robbie touched the roughed up flesh, she shivered from the bristling shockwaves that moved through her body. Although she finally disconnected from the incident in her childhood that caused her so much shame, she was only now putting the pieces of her psyche back together and adjusting to the sudden feeling of liberation from the past. But now this, and so abruptly, her martial infidelity exposed? This was a very different matter altogether, sending her abruptly back into feelings of shame.

For Robbie this was the last piece of a puzzle dropping into place. For months, he’d wondered. He’d expected this, he’d almost pushed it into happening—a love affair. A chance for his wife to have her sexual needs fulfilled, something he could never do. But to find her body bruised and marked with the signs of punishment obvious? This was not what he expected to see.

       “You’re having an affair,” he said, as his fingers lightly moved along her wounded ass.

       “Yes.”

       “This is how you spend your Wednesday afternoons?”

       “Yes.”

       “And he punishes you?”

       “I’ve needed it.”

       “Have you?”

       She wanted to turn around and continue the confession but he seemed strangely absorbed in the act of inspecting the marks on her soft flesh. “I’ve been unfaithful to you,” she could not stop herself from saying it out loud. “Shouldn’t I be punished for that?”

       “I believe you wanted to be punished long before my injury. We both sensed that.”

       She finally moved away and turned around to see his thoughtful expression. No rage, she noted with some interest.

       “The need runs deep, Robbie. I’m sorry. I never, ever wanted to hurt you and now I’ve been careless enough to do that. I am so sorry.”

       “Maybe you wanted to be found out?” he wondered. “Maybe it was time for the truth?”

       “Maybe,” she conceded, though she hardly agreed.

       They faced each other for a long while, until Madeleine finally said: “So, what do we do now?”

       “I really don’t know.”

       “I’ve never stopped loving you, Robbie,” she finally rushed in. “I swear I love you with my whole heart.” She hoped that he could feel that, but perhaps what had happened in the last few minutes was all he could handle. He merely nodded, then he wheeled his chair around and left the room.

***

They ate dinner in an icy silence. Eight long hours had gone by and nothing more had been mentioned about the morning’s revelations.

       Finally, when Robbie did speak, his words were chilling. She’d seen this version of her husband before, but only on rare occasions in short bursts. Before his injury, there’d been a few more occasions when his dark side flared up—the punishment scenes at the house parties being the most notable times. But this day was clearly the most sustained example of the brooding darkness in his character she’d seen since his return from the war. This was surprising considering the bitterness that could have ruled his life but didn’t.

       Though Madeleine knew she deserved every moment of icy silence, she was glad when he finally broke that awful quiet, even if what he said was almost equally disturbing.

       “I think if you need punishment so badly, I ought to have my own crack at you, Madeleine. I’ve been thinking about it all day, wondering exactly how I could express my emotion in a way that’s faithful to the profound feelings this news has brought out in me.” He let her dwell on that thought for a moment, then said: “I’ll have things ready in the library after dinner. Say, eight o’clock?”

       She was already trembling and her imagination running wild thinking about what he might do. “Sure, fine,” she finally managed to say as she watched him leave the room. She had not seen Robbie in this sort of role in so long it was difficult now. How he would pull off his plan was difficult to imagine. There were ways of course. He may have had little maneuverability, but he still had plenty of strength. His upper body was as hard as a rock from regular exercise in the gym—almost as if he and his physical therapist had been training him for this day for many months.

When Madeleine knocked on the library door at a minute to eight, she heard her husband answer and, trembling fiercely, she moved inside the snug space. The old house was drafty, and so a fire had been lit in the grate to keep the room warm. Robbie didn’t tolerate the cold—although by the look of his firm expression he had plenty of fire in him now.

       “It always was your ass that was so much trouble for me when I wanted to screw you there. Do you get it fucked now?” he asked.

       “Sometimes.”

       “Sometimes?”

       “Yes, sometimes. I’ve gotten used to it.”

       “I see. Your lover doesn’t like to be told no?”

       The scorn written in his expression was difficult to watch.

       “I never did either—like to be told no,” he said. “I never liked your whining about it, giving me stupid excuses about how it was just soooooo tough on you…” he mocked.

       “Yes, I remember.” She had a hard time holding back her threatening tears. But to unleash them would only be manipulative. For all her fear, for all the coldness she felt from her once loving husband, she really wanted to be punished by him and punished hard. Maybe she’d been through enough of the rough stuff with Daniel for a while, but this was Robbie, the one man who had every right to be bruised by her adulterous behavior. If only this one incident could make it right.

One could say that the punishment was free form. Madeleine stood before her husband naked while he wielded a short whip that lashed out in erratic bursts while she danced a painful tango before him. If she danced too far away, he curtly ordered her back and struck even harder the next time. There would be nothing methodical in this chastisement, and no way to make the hurt turn erotic. There was too much anger in the room, in him, in her, coming from a deep source of passion in them both, rising up now in cruel waves. While she wanted the damn thing over with, she wouldn’t dare leave the room, which would have been so easy to do. So simple to run from a man in a wheelchair, but what would that accomplish?

       Instead, she let the punishment come down on her like acid rain. It tore at her skin, shredded her heart, made every nerve in her burn, her emotions revolt. Her skin was burnished with whip marks, bruised over bruises that had not yet healed and finally ended when Robbie threw down the whip and wheeled away.

       She thought he might have left for good when he moved out into the foyer, but then she heard rummaging in a closet and she stayed to find out what he wanted next. On his return it was not quite clear what he would do, although when he held up the fat Billy club the horror of it came crystal clear.

       “I’m going to fuck your ass,” he confirmed. “I think the coffee table should do. You can kneel there.”

       Powerful feelings raged up inside her; including a strong lust for her husband she hadn’t experienced in two years. She wished they could go back to the way it was before his injury, but since that was impossible, she wanted this now.

       When Robbie thrust the Billy club toward her saying: “Grease it up, Madeleine, unless you want me to fuck you dry,” she accepted the awful thing, knowing that he planned to extend her painful punishment. 

       There was lube in his lap, which made her wonder how long he’d planned this scene. Everything had been so conveniently close by.

       After liberally coating the rounded end of the club with a thick layer of lubricant, she handed it back then took her place kneeling on the coffee table, her ass poised and ready for his assault.

       Robbie maneuvered his wheelchair so he was parallel with her body and perfectly positioned to execute his plan. He aimed it at her anus, with the greased head momentarily teasing the taut circle, then he shoved hard, sending the Billy club into her body with a single bold thrust.

       Inside her eyelids there were stars, flashing like fireworks and she felt like one huge ball of fire. No subsiding, no backing off, no getting any better—but those things didn’t matter now.

       Robbie’s revenge against her, and his life, and everything else did matter. It was a terrible scene, she thought she’d be ripped apart when he was done fucking her with the huge thing. But for all the pain that rifled through her body and the anguish in her heart, a strange small trickle of desire emerged and expanded with every second he rammed the fat fucker in her behind.

       “Oh, fuck yes!” she finally shouted, bearing down hard when the enormous climax came on her with a swiftness that would leave her dazed.

       Robbie could see it clearly, “Come slut!” he spit out, sounding as aroused as he was angry.

       She came as ordered, riding the hard wood like she would a cock, and getting off in the deepest part of her body, shuddering for a long while until she finally collapsed forward unable to move.

       He left her on the table with the Billy club still wedged inside her ass. For a long while, she didn’t move a muscle, not until she heard the library door close and from the hallway the sound of the elevator door sliding open.

       That night, she slept in one of the guest rooms. The nurse had stopped her at the bedroom door and said that her husband asked if she could sleep elsewhere, he was troubled and didn’t want to disturb her sleep. The poor woman looked distraught as she broached what for her was a sensitive subject and was much relieved when Madeleine agreed without an argument.

***

When Madeleine next saw her husband it was a new day. He was in his office busy at work, sounding as cheerful as ever. Was it possible to go on as if nothing happened? Maybe for him, but not for her.

       She rapped lightly on the door to let him know she was there. “May I speak with you, Robbie?”

       He wheeled around, smiling, though his face then dimmed as he gazed at her.

       She rushed in. “Oh, Robbie, I’m so sorry…I really am.”

       He looked a little bemused by the sentiment. “What? Why be sorry? I mean, let’s be honest. You think I didn’t want this? You think I didn’t hope you’d find a lover? Why else Wednesday afternoons?”

       She looked at him a little stunned.

       “I’m going break it off right away. I won’t go there again.”

       “And what point would that serve?” he said plainly.

       Did he actually mean that? “But Robbie, I don’t…” she wanted to explain.

       “Stop. Right now!” he jumped in, then he sighed big as he collected his thoughts. “I thought it about it for some time yesterday, and last night after I had my revenge with you. You were amazing, by the way. If I’d only known. I actually thought about extending the punishment for a while since we both seemed to enjoy it so much. I had all kinds of deplorable scenes for making you suffer, all neatly laid out inside my mind. It made me happy just thinking about it. You have no idea what I’m actually capable of doing. But then I thought again, why? Why punish a woman who has stood by me on the very worst days of my life, who saw me through my injury and has lovingly stood by my side since? I got sad thinking about what I’d done to you. Maybe I should have been the one to get punished,” he laughed.

       It was an amusing thought.

       “Yeah, I know that was a stupid idea,” he laughed. His mood had lightened and so had hers to some degree. “I think last night I said all I needed to say. We both needed it. But I got my revenge—although I’m not actually sure it was revenge. I think we were playing out the natural order of things. But, as appealing as the idea of going down those kinky roads again might be, it’s not what I want. Life’s too short—my life’s too short. I have no idea how much time I have left. What I do have, I want to spend thinking lovely thoughts of you and working my damnedest to make the Endowment a shining example in this rough world. I want us to keep on going as we have been, if that’s what you want.”

       Madeleine had no idea how to respond.

       “Of course, you could divorce me. I’d understand if that’s what you need to do…”

       “Oh, no! Robbie. That’s not what I want. Though maybe that would be better for you?”

       “What? And become bitter because the love of my life is gone? I like my life and I love you. You are still my inspiration. You’re half my soul. And if it takes an affair to make you happy—I mean truly happy, truly satisfied—then have the affair. That’s what I want for you, Madeleine, to see you happy.”

       She could hardly believe what she was hearing. “Why are you being so good to me?”

       He thought about this a moment, his face rather grim. “I’m not sure I’m being good to you at all. I willfully raped you of your life. I made a pompous, inane choice without consulting you and then demanded you marry me. I knew you had your reservations, but I had to have it all, pompous prick that I was. The question really ought to be is why you’d bother to stay with me?”

       She shook her head. “Oh, dammit it, Robbie. I love you. That’s why.”

       He sighed. “Well then, I suppose we make this imperfect thing work. That’s what we’ll do.” He looked up at her and smiled.

       Seconds later, she slumped to the floor at his feet and buried her head in his lap. He ran his hand through her hair and stroked her back until the phone rang and disturbed their moment of peace.

       It occurred to her again how Robbie and Breslin were very much alike. Same brash, audacious, optimism. Same cocky charm. She couldn’t save Breslin from his own stupid behavior, and she couldn’t save Robbie from his. But she could pick up the pieces of Robbie’s life as much as she was able. It might not be much, but it was the right thing for her. She didn’t need to do it out of guilt anymore, love alone would be enough. After all, if she hadn’t known Robbie, she would have never met Daniel.


Chapter Twelve

Two years later…

Madeleine had spent three days in New York and was dead tired when she arrived home. She was tired when she went and she was exhausted when she came home, but she was pleased to know that Daniel was feeling the same. They made love…oh, did they make love, and there were the raunchy things he made her do in semi-public venues. They almost got caught by a cop in an alley, but made a quick recovery and walked out of the trashy place laughing under their breath. She went to a porn store dressed like a hooker and came out to the waiting Daniel with three propositions from customers, which she turned down of course, and a sack full of nasty sex toys they’d use later in the weekend. On Saturday night, they went to a porn movie and had sex right in the theatre before a dozen pairs of eyes, then they moved on to one of the city’s kink clubs where she had a good beating to work out any tension that remained. In general, these were small things compared with the nasty scenes in San Francisco two years before, or even the rough stuff in his apartment that from time to time still took them down into wicked moments of sadomasochistic lust. But the weekend in New York did as it was intended, taking Madeleine’s mind off things at home.

       Everything had been strained the last few weeks due to a serious change in Robbie’s physical condition. She hadn’t wanted to leave him, but as usual, he insisted that she needed the break.

       However, when Madeleine  got home on Sunday night, she found her husband worse than he was when she left on her trip. His lungs were bad, other organs were failing. The prognosis wasn’t good.

“I’m sorry, I really am. I guess I’m getting what I deserve,” he kept repeating as she sat at his bedside.

       “Stop it, Robbie, you’re pissing me off talking that way,” she said. She wasn’t angry, if anything she was trying to lighten their mood. When she smiled, he smiled back. “I love you,” she said for the thousandth time, and he repeated the same words back to her with a smile on his lips.

       His big soul slipped away in the night as she was sleeping beside him in a chair. She almost felt him tapping on her shoulder as he passed by.

***

They’d watched each other in furtive glances all through the services. Although when Daniel Prothero slipped his arm around her, no one seemed to think it was odd. He was just a family friend, as solid as a rock in times like these.

       A few days later, Daniel received Madeleine’s letter in the mail. She explained to him that it would be best of they were apart for a while. She needed space and time to grieve. After the stress of the last two years, she needed some time alone to repair. She’d written the letter in a crisp bold longhand, sure at the time that this was the right thing to do.

Madeleine was in the garden working her hands into the soil, feeling the warm sun on her body and relishing its sensuous and earthy feel. When she heard footsteps, she wasn’t surprised, thinking that it must be the gardener. But when she looked up and raised her hand to block the sun, it was another face that appeared to her. In that instant, her body raced with new life, desire leaping on ahead of the decisions she’d so carefully, conscientiously made just the week before.

       “Get up, Madeleine,” Daniel ordered in the cool, stern voice she’d grown to love.  “You got the letter?” she asked.

       “Yes, I got your letter. Now get up.”

       She finally stood, reluctantly, fearing what he’d have to say. She was on shaky ground now, and it suddenly occurred to her that maybe she wanted to be talked out of her bold decision. As the scene played out, Daniel forcefully pushed her back until she was up against the old stone shed at the rear of the McKellar garden.

       “The arrangement you suggested in your letter is not going to work for me, Madeleine. I’m not going to wait for you to collect your thoughts, or grieve, or put your life back together”—all words taken verbatim from her letter. “This whole idea is just another way to punish yourself, and I thought you’d given that up. You certainly aren’t going to give me up. That’s not going to happen.” His eyes were hard and his words almost cruel, but there was a gripping passion coming from him that she could not avoid feeling through her whole body. “You can still grieve, we both will for a long time. We both loved him. But you don’t have to put yourself through another round of penance.” His every word shook her to the core. “You’ve done well. You’ve done all you need to do, you’ve paid the prices, you’ve been punished enough…it’s time to stop all that nonsense, embrace who you are and let your life go on. And unless you want to deny that you ever loved me, your life will go on with me.”

       Staring into his determined eyes, she could feel her resistance fall away, piece by piece vanishing into nothing. Was that so different from any other occasion when she and Daniel disagreed? No. Why did she even try to stand her ground with him, when he always seemed to know what was right for her, when she was so clueless. He won, he always won. His solutions always made sense. So, why fight it now?

       She sighed perturbed. “Oh, you ass! You fucking bastard,” she said it louder than she should have, “how… why… I don’t understand how you can know me so well. I thought a little distance might be the right thing, the prudent, sane thing, the reasonable thing for us both. Sometimes I don’t think I have a brain of my own when I’m with you. I turn into a pile of mush.” She was annoyed but she was also relieved.

       “Stop trying to understand it, Maddy. Just let it go. You can be my groveling submissive like you want to be and decide to be happy about it. That’s going to have to be good enough. That’s all you need, all we need. We don’t have to wait to enjoy our lives. There are no rules that apply to love and grief; and how we choose to spend the next few months—together or apart—is not going to change either one.”

       She shook her head again, finally persuaded. “Okay, all right, you win again,” she had to laugh. With her next breath, a curious feeling of exhilaration seemed to lift her off her feet, even while she still stood with her toes firmly planted in the warm earth. “And I suppose you’re going to keep harping on about this every time the guilt comes on me again?”

       “You’re damn right. I’ll spank it, fuck it, slap it out of you if I have to. Time you put that past to rest.” He cocked his head, showing the beginning of an amused smile.

       Falling into his chest, she let him hold her, his arms sweeping her into their firm grasp before he offered up the tenderest kiss. Then as they broke away, he put his arm around her narrow waist and took her along the woodsy path back toward the gazebo where he planned to take that tight little ass before she forgot herself again and tried to pull another silly stunt. The moment required the kind of down and dirty assault he had in mind. In fact he might just stuff that damn letter into her mouth to gag her—it was still rumpled up in his coat pocket. Regardless of how they made love, he knew she would surrender to him with a lot more ease then she did the first time they had sex in that hallowed ground of the McKellar gazebo. Though considering his plans to take her away from the estate for good, he imagined that it would likely be the last time they make love there.
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