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Part One
Chapter One
 
“Hummmmmmm, you delicious man,” she purred in his ear, dreamily stretching against his warm body. They lay together on the bare mattress; the sheets, the blankets, even the pillows lay scattered around the bed like a cloud of white. They groaned languidly, unable to speak. It had been a very good fuck. 
     Shelby Ryan inched her way down his muscled body, kissing his gleaming torso while smelling the sweet stench of sex that lingered in the air around them. Finding his limp cock, she covered it with her lips, taking it whole in her mouth and sucking it in a soft unhurried rhythm. 
     “You think I ken take you on agin, lass?” he exclaimed with his elegant Irish brogue tainting his speech: something that happened often after a good roll in the hay when he wasn’t thinking clearly.
     “Oh, I’m sure you will, Padraig Finnian.” She latched on to him more vigorously. As her mouth sucked, the muscle between her lips began to swell again. She didn’t stop until, after pulling away, his magnificent cock was standing straight up, beautiful and proud. Climbing back atop his body, the horny brunette straddled his hips and sat down with his hard manhood settling inside, her pussy nestling against his groin. 
     He gazed up at her through heavily lidded eyes. 
     “You wear me out, girl.”
     “Nothing wrong with a worn out man,” she laughed. 
     In a flash, his drowsy face took on a scowl, and he reached out grabbing her tits and bringing her down to his chest. He held her fiercely with both hands locking on her upper arms. “Doan think you can best me, lass.” He rolled her over on her back, re-inserted his cock into her molten sex hole and began to fuck her once again. 
     She shrieked, as his hard resolve transformed the tenderness of the earlier moment into the brutal fucking she so relished. If only he understood half of what her heart desired and what her body needed. But he knew nothing about her sexual past and he never would. That was a time best put to rest, and those dark desires were best ignored. Sometimes she’d think of those years with other lovers when Padraig fucked her with bruising intensity – that much he could do very well. He fit all the stereotypes of the hunky construction worker: hard body, feral eyes, square jaw, a cock to match his virile build and a style of fucking as basic as fucking itself. In that way, he complemented her well, without ever knowing the truth behind his girlfriend’s shameless lust for sex.
     Another cum left them wasted on the bare mattress gasping for breath, this time Shelby unable to find the strength for more. They lay side by side staring vacantly into the blank ceiling of her apartment. 
     “I have to go to work,” she announced with a tired sigh. 
     “An’ so do I. You fix me dinner tonight, or do I eat out?” he asked, as he rose from the bed, and looked for his jeans and the black t-shirt amongst the mess. Already he was losing the brogue in favor of an American twang. 
     “I’ll fix you something. We’ll eat here. I have a shift at the coffee house, then it’s just you and me and this bed again.”
     “Soccer game on TV,” he said. 
     “Ah, well, you’ll be happy.”
     “I will.” 
     A glimmer of light in his greenish eyes warmed her soul. Then, too, was the pleasing way his t-shirt stretched across his muscles, making her insides spasm with lust again. They’d be fucking before the night was over, of that she was certain.
     “You know I leave tomorrow night for Vienna,” she reminded him, wistful now, already missing him.
     “Yeah, so you said. Funny, that I’ve got a girlfriend with enough money to spend on expensive trips.”
     “I told you, this one’s practically a freebie, I can hardly pass up the chance. I just pay for my ticket.”
     “Must be nice.”
     “You could come along?”
     “Like hell I can. I work for a living. Or doan you remember that?”
     “Yes, of course you do.” She lovingly held him in her glance, wondering how long they could last. So right and so wrong for each other at the same time. How could this be happening to her again? The men in her life could never be normal men. Maybe because she was not a normal girl. “A kiss before you leave?” She popped up from bed, moving her naked body against his while draping her arms over his shoulders for a long, wet kiss. He never failed to reply, as if his desire for her was as voracious as hers was for him. 
 
Shelby had met Padraig Finnian in her coffeehouse. He was reading a newspaper, then a book, and stayed for nearly three hours hold up in the corner as if he planned to stay the night. He kept to himself, sober, closed-lipped and not particularly interesting, while Shelby poured him several cups of coffee and later made him a corned beef sandwich – he said their corned beef was the best he’d found in town.
     “Is that so?” she said, glad for the compliment. Maureen, her partner in the coffeehouse, would be happy to hear that, especially coming from an Irishman. Corned beef was Maureen’s specialty. What had started as just a coffee house, serving all the usual designer coffees, was destined to expand its fare with deli sandwiches and homemade desserts. Maureen was avid about cooking. Shelby stayed alive on coffee. The two worked well together. 
     But when Padraig Finnian turned up that fateful morning, he rather quickly messed with Shelby’s newly won freedom from her old life. She’d wanted to remain single for a while, stretch her wings as an independent female living on her own. But vows like hers can swiftly change.
     Why Padraig chose her was a bit of a mystery. It almost seemed as though he’d picked her out on a whim, just because she happened to be there, right place, right time. Not that she wasn’t a pretty girl, she was. She was a sensuous girl-next-door with rich olive-toned skin, a firm body and a mass of dark hair – unruly in bed, pulled back in a ponytail or bun when she was working. Obviously she’d caught his eye because once he picked her out, he made her the sole object of his attention, becoming a faithful customer of the coffeehouse and spending an ungodly number hours in his chosen corner when he wasn’t working. Maybe he had nowhere else to go. Only a few computer geeks who used their Internet connection logged more hours in the quaint establishment. 
     He introduced himself as Padraig Finnian, but he said no more about himself.
     Shelby finally screwed up the courage to ask him what had been bothering her for several days. “Not that I have a problem with you patronizing our coffeehouse, Mr. Padraig Finnian, I was wondering if there is something you particularly want, coming here so often?” 
     He finally offered up a smile. A generous one: unaffected, unadorned by the sexual innuendo that she’d come to expect from most men. “What I want? I want you,” he said. 
     She had no idea how to answer his reply, except with an astonished, “Me?”
     “Why else would I be here, lass, if it weren’t fer the pretty girl?”
     “Sorry if I’m stunned.”
     He laughed.
     “I’ll take you to dinner. How would that be? Maybe you’ll be less stunned after that.”
       “Oh, yes, sure…” Too flabbergasted to say no, she said yes, and did not regret the decision. 
     He didn’t kiss her for three dates, and by the time the fourth one rolled around seven days later, she was weak-kneed with lust. Fate and pheromones took hold from there. They screwed in his tiny apartment with the Chicago ‘L’ just above the window, the noise of rattling trains going on throughout the night. The seedy scene of those first sexual moments with Padraig Finnian, sweating under his heavy body as he abused her pussy, only added to the fervor and the steamy climax that followed. 
     Screw independence from men! This man was just too good to pass up.
     They’d been screwing each other for the past two years – with a couple of breaks when he got surly for reasons he rarely explained and suggested he leave or when she felt the raw power of Padraig Finnian overpower her and she needed to catch her breath. He gave her much of what she wanted, but not everything she needed, which made her rethink the relationship every few months, only to decide once again that he was best thing going in her life. 
 
And now…Shelby combed his hair with her hand as they kissed. She wanted him back in bed again, no doubt about that. Just not right then. “You will be here by six?” she asked. 
     “I will, I’ll bring the beer.” He looked down at her shoulders, scanning the left one with a careful eye, then running a thumb across the rough spot. “The scar? Finally healing, hum?”
     “Finally. The doctor said it would take a while, the mole was deep.”
     “Good.” He bent down and kissed the spot in an almost fatherly way.
     “I don’t think you’ll even see it in a month or two, you suppose?”
     He backed away and nodded. “You look perfect to me, Shelby Ryan, with or without it.”
     “And you are so sweet to me.” She turned to find her clothes, while Padraig pulled on his work boots. 
     When he stood up, towering over her, his handsome, hard body was a feast for her desiring eyes. 
     “See you at six,” he said, waving as he walked out the door. 
     Though she couldn’t see him, she felt his energy retreat as he walked away from her apartment and left her to the rest of her life. She’d count the hours until she’d see him again. The last couple of weeks felt much like it had been when they first got together. Not a wrinkle in a seamless relationship, which almost made her regret the decision to take off for Vienna. But she really had no choice. The ticket had been purchased weeks before, she’d made a commitment, and Christine would never forgive her if she didn’t show up as planned. 
     She actually invited Padraig his time, but he kept telling her there was something about his Visa, would screw things up if he didn’t stay put. She didn’t think that was right but refused to press him on the issue. There was a deep darkness in him that sometimes scared her. She had the feeling that he too had things to hide, maybe things having to do with his former life. In that way, they were very much alike. 


Chapter Two
 
Shelby swung her travel bag over her shoulder and moved quickly through airport security, breathing a sigh of relief when she walked right through without being pulled over for a random search. She’d put as little as possible into her bag, just in case. But just in case didn’t happen this time. She purposely dressed conservatively, in brown pants and a matching blazer, a cream silk shirt underneath. Her hair had been neatly tied back into a simple bun and at her ears were a pair of small pearl earrings. Maybe her brown boots with the tall high-heels suggested the innately sexy female behind the demure clothes, but high heels were in fashion that year and a woman of her age wore them with a natural grace. Nothing in her attire was meant to attract attention and apparently her low profile caused no suspicions. 
     Her only worry as she moved on through security was that she’d arrive in Vienna and find her checked bag missing. On her last trip to Europe, she’d waited hours in a Spanish airport for her luggage to arrive.
 
The transatlantic flight proved uneventful; the weather monotonous, nothing to see with hardly a cloud in the sky. She slept a while, knowing she’d need the sleep just to catch up with the time change. Then she read when she awakened, only to find herself dozing off again from time to time until the huge jet began its descent into the ViennaAirport. 
     Though Shelby moved through customs with practiced ease, she always sighed with relief once the ordeal was over. This time seemed no different as she passed through the security checks without a hitch, at least until two security guards stepped in front of her just as she’d gone through the final gate. She practically banged into their puffed-out chests, and stepped back, momentarily stunned. “Something the matter?” she looked up, trying to maintain her cool. 
     “Shelby Ryan?”
     “Yes. That’s me.”
     “Your passport, please.”
     “My passport, why? I thought—” A nervous shiver ran down her spine. 
     “Please, if you will, Ms. Ryan—” The fair-skinned guard peered down his haughty nose at her. He looked like a classic Aryan foot soldier. Little Nazi, Shelby thought to herself.
     “Yes, of course,” she tried to redeem herself with a soft smile, then handed over the document she held in her hand. Both guards glanced through it carefully, then the fair-skinned one took hold of her by the arm, escorting her to an area behind a metal screen. 
     She struggled against his firm grip, “Where are you taking me?” 
     “We need to search your bag,” the dark-haired guard answered tersely, as he followed them behind the screen. His expression was much more surly and forbidding than that of his patronizing colleague. Strangely enough he spoke in perfectly modulated English with just a trace of an accent, which made something about him rather chilling. As if she’d been overtaken by some dark force, her determination to contest the frightening procedure seemed to vanish 
     Shaking like a leaf by then, Shelby handed over her shoulder bag and watched as the fellow began to sift through its contents. When he reached the carefully taped and folded manila envelope at the bottom of her bag, a cold smirk crossed his lips. 
     “What’s this?” He held up the small goldenrod-colored package.
     “A computer disk.”
     “Tell me about it, Ms. Ryan.”
     “There’s nothing to tell. Music, I was told. You can see that I haven’t opened it.”
     “And where did it come from?”
     “A friend gave it to me. It’s nothing subversive, if that’s what you think.” 
     Seemed his smirk would be perpetually evil. He studied the innocuous wrapper as if he might find some clue to its contents, though it was obvious with a single glance that the wrapper had no markings. Abruptly, and without explanation, he slipped through a door and was gone for a very long time. Maybe twenty nerve wracking minutes passed during which Shelby was forced into a plastic chair while the blond, blue-eyed guard looked down at her, barely disguising his scorn. In time, he rifled a cigarette from his pants pocket and lit up. Then he cocked the open pack in her direction, silently offering her one.
     “No, thanks. I don’t smoke. Do you suppose you could figure out what’s going on? I really have to get going.”
     “You go when we tell you to go. Right now, you stay in the chair.” He too gave her every reason to shudder in fright.
     It wasn’t but a few minutes later that the dark-haired guard emerged from the inner office and finally motioned the two to follow him.
     “Can you tell me what’s going on? I’ve done nothing wrong.” 
     “This way, Ms. Ryan.” She was pushed along a long corridor, through a door and down a hall to a dimly lit cell-like space that was as creepy as it was cold. The chill draft made her quake. Here it was the middle of summer and she felt like she’d descended into the darkest hours of winter.
     “You can wait here. Director Raich will be with you shortly,” she was told.
     Then the door closed and she was alone in the room with a sick greenish-yellow glow and the faint smell of disinfectant. Wait? What did they mean by wait? Why was she here? What was on that damn disk that could threaten her like this? Her head spun, a little jet-lag making it throb and her mind oddly sleepy. 
     Suddenly, the sound of the door opening jerked her back upright. “Ms. Ryan,” the curt voice leapt out of the space behind her. She turned around.
     “I scare you?” The man wore a shirt, tie and a dark grey suit, an officious and peculiar fellow, who kept fingering his mustache. He zeroed in on Shelby with single-minded concentration, then pulling out a chair he sat, resting his arm on the table in a casual and familiar pose intended to put her at ease. Following him into the room were two burly men in t-shirts and jeans who moved around behind the frightened Shelby, standing guard as if they figured she might bolt any second. She took no note of them. How could she, with this swarthy creature in the dark suit claiming every bit of her attention?
     “Yes, you scared me,” she finally answered the question, “this whole business scares me. Why are you keeping me here?”
     “Well, yes, of course, you have a right to wonder why you’re here. First, I should introduce myself: Director Raich.” He held out his hand, which she refused to shake. Then a perfunctory smile followed before he resumed his ardent attention on his prisoner. “I take care of irregular situations here at the airport, so that any unpleasantness in our city can be avoided. But back to your question. I honestly think the reason you’ve been detained should be obvious to you, considering what you carry in your bag.”
     “You mean the disk?”
     “I mean the disk. Who was it meant for, Ms. Ryan?”
     “For me. It’s mine.”
     “Really now.” His lip curled oddly as he spoke. “You don’t expect me to believe that, do you? I want to know who you are and why you’re here. And why you would bring such sensitive material with you from the United States.”
     “I’m Shelby Ryan, I’m here on vacation. I don’t know anything about sensitive material. The disk was given to me by a friend. In fact, he was not much of a friend. Just someone I met at a party who thought I’d like the music. That’s all I can tell you.”
     “You have any idea what’s on that disk?”
     “I told you, music.”
     “Music, that’s it?” He raised his eyebrows skeptically.
     “That’s all I know.”
     “So, if I said that it was some kind of coded message, that wouldn’t loosen your memory?”
     “No, no it wouldn’t. There must be some mistake.” 
     The man had a very unpleasant face, but it was not one that was particularly distinguishable from a thousand other faces you might see every day. Bland but very disagreeable. Gritty, hard when he was playing the heavy, which he was now.
     “A mistake? I think not. You’ve been caught with sensitive intelligence information on your person, and unless you are willing to cooperate with us now, I’m afraid that you will be detained for further questioning.”
     “What do you mean, detained for further questioning? I’ve told you all I know.”
     “You’ve told me nothing, Ms. Ryan. Nothing truthful. Perhaps you could wrack your brain a bit and maybe find the truth rattling around somewhere.”
     He pulled the offending disk from his suit pocket and pushed it across the table toward her. She’d never seen the disk before, not without the envelope. Not a mark on it. Nothing to distinguish it from any other standard DVD. 
     “I swear, I know nothing about it. A casual friend of mine gave it to me. Said there was a lot of good music. That’s it.” As her frustration grew, tears began to well in her eyes, and her body began to shake, overcome by the cold in the room and the coldness of the man’s frozen heart.
     It took a long while for Raich to answer. Until he did, the other men in the room shifted a bit on their feet, getting restless with the process. Shelby was restless too, more fearful every minute. 
     “You know, you’re a very pretty girl, Ms. Ryan? Sometimes pretty girls get all kinds of opportunities to do things…” He purposely did not finish his statement, though the cruelty  in his delivery had changed with his tone of voice turning sexual and vulgar, innuendo dripping from every overwrought syllable. Shelby sat before him, blank-faced and terrified, knowing that nothing good could come of this. 
     Perhaps their movements had been choreographed. Otherwise, there was no other reason to explain why one of the jean-clad brutes suddenly moved in, grabbed her arms and pinned them behind her. She started to struggle, but the talking man immediately slapped her face, scowling. “You resist, you’ll get hurt.” With both hands bearing down on her, he tore her jacket and blouse wide open, leaving her breasts nearly exposed in her lacy bra, the nipples nearly bared. Overwhelmed by the frightening circumstances, her beautiful chest rose and fell with every breath she took. 
     Once her accuser moved to his feet and walked off, the third man moved around in front and began taking pictures of Shelby’s face and chest. When the flash of his camera blinded her eyes, she tried to look away, but a pair of hands roughly forced her face forward. 
     “Open your thighs!” the disagreeable Raich barked the order but she didn’t move. In fact, her knees remained locked together by force of will. 
     The man who had been holding her from behind clamped her wrists in cuffs to keep them out of the way, then he too moved around to the front and crouching down in front of her pushed her knees wide open with a force much stronger than her own. He worked with some efficiency, strapping her upper legs to the legs of the chair so that in seconds, Shelby was utterly bound and could barely move. 
     When he pulled out a knife, she froze, her eyes glued to the shiny blade.
     “No, no, please don’t hurt me. I’ve done nothing!” She started to weep, hot tears streaming down her cheeks.
     She might have given in to the feverish chaos of hysteria, but with the knife so very close, she feared for her life and was determined to keep her wits about her.
     The man with the knife went on with his task despite Shelby’s protests, and sliced away at her brown pants, exposing her crotch to further humiliation. Meanwhile, the eye of the digital camera continued to record the scene. 
     “So, Ms. Ryan, you have something to tell me now?” Her accuser came around from behind, bearing down on her again.
     “I swear if I did, I would,” she sobbed.
     “Tsk, tsk, too bad you can’t cooperate. Perhaps Colonel Jessup will be able to get the truth.” His scowl made her blood run cold. But perhaps not as cold as when he snapped off his next order. “Prepare her for transfer to the anti-terror unit.” Giving her one last glance and a very dismissive one, he left the room while his two accomplices got to work. 
 
Once Director Raich left, the table was pushed to the side and Shelby was released from the chair. Her hands were rebound in front of her then lifted high above her head where they were attached to a hook that dropped down from the ceiling. Her pants were in shreds and useless and her jacket had been discarded before her hands were tied. This left her in nothing but her underwear, her thin blouse and her high heeled boots.     
     After getting a good long look at the lovely young female dangling before him, the man behind her laughed, “Ooo, Jessup’s gonna like this one!” Too bad for him, he didn’t have time to ogle her body further. Getting on with his task, he stuffed a ballgag in her mouth and tied the attaching straps behind her head. “There’s nothing about this that you’ll like,” he pulled her head back by her hair, and spoke in terse tones directly into her face. “But you’d better get used to rough treatment, because where you’re going that’s the only way they treat lying cunts like you.”
 
The next several minutes went by in a blur of activity all directed toward one purpose. First was the gloved hands yanking down her bra, followed by the tattoo needle pressing into her delicate skin, leaving the mark JPX7 on the soft skin of her left breast. Next were metal thigh bands snapped around her upper thighs, a connecting chain between them. This way she could walk, but she couldn’t run away. Then, once her arms were lowered, she was bent over the table, her torso flat against the surface while thick gloved fingers probed their way into her anal cavity, giving her a thorough body search. That finished, the one glove was discarded and another one snapped over the hand that would probe her vagina in the same thorough way. Neither man would find anything, except perhaps some evidence of arousal, given the amount of fluid in Shelby Ryan’s velvety sex hole. 
     The last indignity was more painful than all the others. A metal band was snapped around her waist and locked in place. A second band that bisected her ass cheeks was fitted between her legs and then locked into the waistband above. However, before this second band was secured in place, Shelby felt the indignity of having two metal probes the size of small dildos fitted into the crotch piece so that both her anal cavity and her vagina were penetrated. The impaling wands seemed innocuous at first until the further purpose was demonstrated. For that Director Raich returned. 
     “Ah, very nicely done,” he said, on inspecting the tattoo, the thigh rings and the belt. “And what do you think?” He was right at Shelby’s face with the question, but of course she couldn’t speak with the ball gag in her mouth.
     Looking down at Raich’s hand, Shelby saw what looked like a TV remote, except this one had a small dial with numbers one to ten. Raich had his fingers on the dial. Moments later, a soft hum and a pulse began between her legs. “You feel that?” Raich asked, sneering. The sensations that began deep in her ass and sex were clearly designed to be erotic. “That is the ‘feel good’ setting,” he informed her with a smile. A second later, the two probes seemed to jump, zapping her from inside. She doubled over with her next breath, falling against the table and screaming behind the gag. “My, we’ll have to go easy on you to start. That was only level 3,” Raich quietly informed her, “Level 5 puts you on the floor and writhing for a good ten minutes. Level 10, wellll…you won’t wake up,” he sneered again. “I think you get the message.
     “So,” he sidled up to her, every bit as cruel and sleazy as before. “In a few minutes, you’ll be taken from this office, through the terminal building to a waiting plane that will take you to an interrogation unit far from Vienna. We could simply have you crated for the trip, but the head of operations likes to use this as a test of a subject’s willingness to cooperate. One of my assistants will accompany you – with the remote in hand. You’ll stick to his side like you belong together, no screaming, no calling for help. You’re just another tourist making a connecting flight. You make a single peep, you’ll be on the ground at Deiter’s feet.” His expression turned especially grim. “You don’t want to know what happens then.” He moved around her one more time, letting his words settle in. “So it’s clear, Ms. Ryan, what you’ll do?”
     Unable to speak, she nodded, then watched Director Raich leave the room.
     In the minutes that followed, the cuffs and the gag were removed as were the rest of Shelby’s tattered clothes, except for her tall brown boots. In place of her clothes, she was given a pretty print summer dress with a stylish gathered Empire waist. She might have seen something like it in a recent Macy’s catalog. But though it did nothing to call attention to her womanly figure, it efficiently concealed all evidence of her prisoner status: the thigh bands, the crotch piece and the tattoo safely hidden away. After her harrowing ordeal in the dubious custody of slimy security guards, Shelby Ryan would step out into the airport terminal looking like a normal young female, wearing a fashionable dress, perfect for the summer season and with her knee-high, high-heeled boots.
 
As she walked from the detention room through the terminal, Shelby could feel the chain between her legs, and the probes that made her wince each time she felt them shift inside her ass and pussy. Her breasts felt raw and tight where that tattoo marred her once flawless skin. She might have taken some comfort in the fact that she made her way through the crowded airport without stirring anyone’s notice. But her mind was a blur, so overcome by fear that she could hardly think about her appearance, or what subterfuge her captors pulled off in plain sight.
     When she finally reached the small twin engine plane for the specially chartered flight, her mind woke enough to realize that her life had suddenly been changed. There was no going back, no way to retrace her steps or make different decisions. For all her attempts to be just a normal girl, perhaps this was the reckoning, at the very least the penance she’d pay for having tried to live a normal life.


Chapter Three
 
The night of her capture and incarceration, Shelby Ryan lay on a cot in a dark room, in an unknown location. For a long time sleep eluded her. Still wearing the dress, the crotch piece and the thigh bands, her body could not relax; her fear was just too great. While waiting for dawn to come, she prayed that when the sun rose, she’d be rescued from this awful nightmare. With the same breath, however, she knew there’d be no rescue. 
     As hours slipped by in the uneasy darkness, her mind drifted back ten years to the first time her life had been so irrevocably changed. The events that began that extraordinary time were much less dramatic than the swift change that had just taken place… 
 
“I’m Mr. Darcy, your employer,” the man spoke in a low monotone. He sat behind a large ebony desk, while Shelby stood before him. “I suppose you saw my name and immediately thought of that fairytale gentleman of English literature. You can see plainly by my looks that I have few attributes in common with that pretty boy. I’m neither pretty nor a boy. Then again we do share a healthy degree of pride.”
       About that he was quite right. A bold and craggy face, deep-set eyes, bushy brows, a hard expression; these features did not describe a handsome man. And yet, there was an energy about him that was intensely alarming. Shelby was shaken from the moment she laid eyes on him. She felt it in her gut; a huge burning sensation grew from there and spread outward, all the way to her limbs. She trembled nervously before him, unsure what to do –  although the thought of fleeing the scene had certainly crossed her mind. Still, despite the tattered nerves and alarming fear, wildly erotic sensations were moving quickly through her body and she could simply not budge. 
     She held her ground. Probably as much in fear as determination. This was a lot for a nineteen year old innocent to handle, but she was determined to do her best. Mr. Darcy’s job offer was something to cheer after a long string of disappointing interviews. 
     “Let me be quite clear, Ms. Ryan,” he looked down at the paper on his desk, “Shelby, is it?”
     “Yes, sir.”
     “You’ve been chosen for this job because you scored high in our qualifying examination. The exam was intended to weed out aggressive, overachieving females with any sort of penchant for domination or control. What I need for this position is a woman capable of loyalty, discretion and a high degree of integrity, who is otherwise submissive in disposition, willing to do as she’s told without question.
     “And you’re young. I like that. I like the woman who works so closely at my side to be moldable, something easier to accomplish with a younger woman who may still be unsure about themselves. I assure you, that at this point in time, with what you have told me in your application and the qualifying exam, I know you far better than you know yourself. I know your mind, your heart, even your sexual inclinations.”
     Shelby’s eyes widened but she made no reply to that remark.
     “See,” he attempted to smile. “A more assertive woman would have objected to that last statement. But you did not. A lack of response is appropriate for your naturally submissive disposition. We are going to get along just fine…”
     Only in the days ahead would she realize just how true that statement was.
 
***
 
Shelby was stripped of the thigh-irons and hateful waist and crotch belts. Though the tattoo was going nowhere, at least she had the dress and her brown boots. Some semblance of normalcy, she wryly thought. Yet, the cell into which she’d been roughly thrown was as cold as the interrogation room in Vienna, and not nearly as comfortable. All she had now was the bare floor and the cold walls, and her crazed mind. If it weren’t for the water dripping somewhere nearby there’d have been no sound at all. A quiet so deep as to drive one crazy.
     Shelby’s eyes were closed when an unfamiliar noise suddenly jerked her body awake. Then the sound of boots striding across the concrete floor, the turn of the key, the clang of the door. She looked up to see a striking male figure in riding jodhpurs and a tan work shirt. In his fist, a leather strap. Her sex went suddenly wild over an image straight from her past, from dreams and nightmares created in another place and time. 
     The man stood over her for a long while, gazing down expressionless. When he kicked her with the toe of his boot, she scrambled to her knees and he backed off. 
     “I’m Col. Jessup.”
     She’d already guessed as much. Some things you know without having them spelled out.
     “You tell me now what I want to know,” he spoke in perfect American English. Tough as a cowboy kind of American, certainly not the kind of man she had expected. “It’s your last chance to avoid a lot of pain.”
     “I wish I knew what to tell you but there’s nothing, I swear! You have to believe me, you have to!” She looked up at him through desperate eyes. “I thought the DVD was music, nothing else. I swear to you, you have to believe me…”
     “I don’t have to believe a thing,” he cut her off, and grabbing her by the arm, he jerked her to her feet. His free hand was raised about to strike. Even without it connecting with her left cheek, she could feel her flesh burn hot. One good look at Col. Jessup and she knew exactly where the terrifying moment would lead. She’d met this man before, not in the flesh, but in her nightmares many times. 
     He pushed her away, then strode before her menacingly, eyes hard and firm, his chin sporting a day’s growth of beard. Across his right cheek was a small scar. He was hardly taller than Shelby, but his build was muscled and fierce, a man not given to kindness or pleasantries. 
     “So you don’t want to talk. You want to keep up your lie. That is fine with me. My job is to torture females who refuse to cooperate.” Shelby could see a smile forming at his lips. “Being sadistic by nature, I’m very good at my job. In fact, I love my work. Right now it’s just you and me. I’m more than happy to work on you all night if that’s what it takes to break you.”
     “Sir, please, I’m begging you,” she dropped to her knees and clung to his booted feet. 
     He kicked her away. 
     “Grueter!” He barked into the dungeon air and a young man in a grey uniform appeared. He was a much less rugged man than Col. Jessup, more polished like the well-trained guard at the Vienna airport.
     “String her up by the wrists!” 
     While Grueter swiftly moved in and grabbed for Shelby’s wrists, Jessup stood by watching. The cell had been previously fitted for torture with eyes bolts cemented into a number of places along the concrete walls, and an apparatus for suspension ready to pull down from the ceiling. Straps and hooks and two sets of heavy cuffs all attached to pulleys in an ominous array. 
     Shelby shuddered, but she did not resist as the young Grueter lifted each wrist and secured it into a thick cuff. Then moving to a set of controls on the wall, he hoisted her until she was standing on tiptoe.
     “Stop!” Jessup snapped. “You can leave us be now. But stay close should I need you.”
     “Yes, sir,” he said with an officious nod to the Colonel. Then his boots clicked sharply as he left the cell. 
     Before Shelby could get her bearings, Jessup flashed a knife before her face. “Oh, gawd, please, no!” she whimpered. 
     “Just going to cut off the dress so I can have a clear target when I whip you.  I’ll start with twenty lashes, then see if you’re interested in talking after that.”
     It was only a matter of time before the dress would go; Shelby had been certain of that. And yet, she mourned the loss of decency and the dress’s scant protection. Naked but for the boots she could feel Jessup’s callous eyes burning into her body like lasers, tearing her skin to shreds long before the first cut of the lash. 
     He used a wide leather strap like a flaming sword. Hardly before she could catch her breath the first twenty had blazed across her naked back leaving a swath of hurt that made her entire body burn.
     “Please no!” she screamed, twisting inside the cuffs to no avail.
     A moment later, a slap to her cheek and she opened her eyes on Jessup’s cruel face. 
     “Anything you’d like to say?”
     “I can’t tell you what I do not know,” her plea was heartfelt and sincere, but he wasn’t budging from his stance. 
     He backed off, “Well see if forty will do what twenty could not.”
 
Col. Jessup moved around to her back side and began again, delivering the blows with skill that comes from plenty of practice. As he worked, his body felt a cruel satisfaction from the activity; the longer he laid on the hefty sentence, the more he relished the feelings generated by each measured strike.
     The forty lashes dug in deeper. For a long while Jessup refused to change his aim, but then once her back was scorched with rising welts, he gave her some reprieve, dropping his aim to her thighs and calves until those places suffered as painfully. 
     “Oh, God, no! No! No!” she repeated again and again, her vicious cry rising up to fill the cell with sound. 
     She thrashed in angry rebuke, twisting and turning so violently that the lashing clipped her sides, even her belly when she turned nearly 180 degrees.
     Jessup was right on that. “Enough!” He moved forward and stilled her with his hand. 
     Then moving to the winch that worked the pulleys, he raised Shelby’s body above the concrete floor. The strain pulled her shoulder muscles until she thought they might jerk from their sockets. “I’d suggest you exercise a little restraint if you want to stay in one piece,” he taunted her, his breath hot against her ear.
     Her body heat rose with his awesome display of savagery. 
     “This will kill me!” she shouted.       
     “Oh, I doubt that.” He remained amused by her anguish.
     Another twenty lashes came down against her back, then he moved to her front side and stared into her frightened eyes.
     “Hurts, doesn’t it?”
     “Please, have some mercy.”
     “Mercy,” he chortled. “You expect me to be merciful. I’ve told you who I am, don’t doubt that, Ms. Ryan.”
     Facing her with brutal determination, he picked up another, shorter strap and began to whip the tender skin of her thrust-out breasts.
     “Yeeeeeeeeawwwwwwwww! Nonono!” Unable to control her physical response, she jerked erratically despite his warning, while her screams bounced off the walls, reverberating through the entire prison. 
     Lowering his aim to her belly and thighs produced the same anguished response from his helpless victim. 
     When finally the whipping stopped, Jessup moved to the side of the room and lowered her feet back to the ground. But he was on her again seconds later, snapping two clamps on her reddened nipples. From the clamps he dangled heavy weights. He then picked up a Billy club and began to work the head of it at the opening of her pussy.
     “Well, I see you’re not dry,” he sneered. 
     He pushed a little and the head of the club moved inside the slickened space of her vagina. 
     “You’re making this too easy,” he taunted. “Maybe you like this too much. Is that is, Ms. Ryan?”
     “No, you’re wrong.”
     “Really?” He observed her with a careful eye. “What I think is that you are a real masochist. Could that be true?”
     “I don’t know what you mean.”
     “Don’t take me for a fool.” He jerked down on the nipple clamps to hear a genuine whimper, then a frightful shriek when she felt a whip slash against her back. Grueter had returned to the cell. “Maybe the bullwhip will make you talk,” Jessup proposed.
     “No!” she shrieked again.
     Using the Billy club to fuck her cunt, Jessup quickly tore away her fear and forced her down a road of masochistic gratification. Her twisted mind worked against her. She wanted to scream to make him stop, to make Grueter end the painful whipping, but the strange pleasure centering in her love hole turned any screaming into condemning moans. Her chest heaved with lust, as did her entire turned-on crotch.
     “We got a real live one here, boys.”
       Boys?
       Shelby sensed rightly that there were other men around her, not just Grueter and Jessup. She opened her eyes on at least four, who stood on the perimeter of the cell with their hardened faces and their eyes gleaming in a provocative way that made Shelby seize up in terror the moment she realized what would happen next.
     “She needs some softening up, and don’t hold back,” Jessup said. 
     Twisting in frightened anguish, she saw the Colonel stroll away, leaving her to a cell full of horny men. 
     Within seconds, Shelby’s feet were hoisted into the air and cuffs buckled around her ankles. With the pulleys adjusting her head and pussy to a man’s waist height, she was turned into their fuck toy, to be ‘softened up’ as Jessup ordered. The fucking began with an erection in her mouth and another in her cunt. So positioned, her body was jerked this way and that with heavy hands clutching her hips and shoulders, each man unconcerned with what was going on at the other end of her body. Her two sides warred, while the frenetic movements jerked the nipple clamps until she screamed with pain. But there was no real screaming with her mouth fully engaged; a cock driven deep into her throat despite her need to gag. While forced to take the meaty erection in her mouth, at her crotch, the thick penis banged inside her pussy, sending her lower body into frenzied sexual spasms.
     After one man jetted his seed into her mouth, another man took his place. When one was finished with her pussy, there was another erection for her to satisfy with her cunt. The fucking went on until at least six men had used either her cunt or mouth and she was left dripping at both ends.
     Her dangling body was then hoisted high, a ballgag shoved between her lips, then a thick dildo thrust inside her pussy. To finish her off, another dildo was minimally greased and shoved inside her ass – strangely her ass had seen no action yet that night, which made the initial shove a shocking strain.
     “Awwwwwwaaaaaaaaaar!” She vented around the nasty gag. Attempts to fight off the anal invader were ill-conceived; they only made the burden of the dildo more difficult to withstand. While she suffered, her rapists let her wage her war against the impalement, until her body finally adjusted and she accepted the ugly prick inside her ass. 
     “Give you hell, Jessup says,” some surly bastard spoke tersely in her ear, his hot breath smelling of tobacco, his body of sweat. “Jessup never lies. He will hurt you til you talk. You better think about that.”
     Hell meant sharp and painful bursts of electricity zapping her in the crotch and ass. They started slowly, just sensuous teasing, then built up fast, until she felt nothing but the jarring pain. Her spine arched with the worst of the zapping jolt, muscles straining, her mouth drooling around the gag. The treatment was repeated a dozen times until she nearly passed out. 
 
Shelby vaguely remembered being lowered to the ground, the gag and dildos removed, and her body left alone in the cold cell. Some time later, when her eyes opened, she saw boots, Jessup’s boots. 
     “Lick ‘em,” he said, shoving the toe of one boot against her mouth. Thoughtless and spent, she didn’t bother to think about the order or the consequences of not obeying. She opened her mouth, and reaching out with her tongue, lapped the leathery cowhide like a slave. Drinking in the smells of the man above her, her body reacted with shameless arousal. No! No! This was wrong! This should not be happening! But to control her emotions or her physical response felt much like grasping for an outstretched hand, only to have those rescuing fingers slip away. 
     Finally Jessup stood back, peering down at her.
     “Initiation’s over, Shelby Ryan,” he said
     Then he dropped a blanket over her body and left the cell. 
     She was left to her fears, and when not her fears, her memories that came flooding back to her, times she would just have soon forgotten, times these current circumstances made it easy for her to recall…
 
***
 
     “Ms. Ryan.” The voice was crisp and efficient. She responded to it with unthinking obedience. This was what Mr. Darcy demanded, so this was what she wanted to do in order to impress him. “The report ready?” he asked. 
     “Yes, sir,” and she moved back to her desk in the outer office to retrieve the report in question.
     Before she could return, his private line rang, and while he spoke to someone named Bailey on the phone, she re-entered his office and laid the file on his desk. Assuming that he would want to be alone during the call, she quietly began her retreat.
     “Ms. Ryan,” Mr. Darcy raised his voice this time, the chill of its unique vibration sending a spine-tingling sensation down her back. She turned around, waiting as he finished his conversation.
     “Here, please,” he said once he laid the phone receiver on the cradle. For two weeks, she had suffered through the crackling commands and the hard formality of her employer’s autocratic style. At night she suffered from terrible attacks on her imagination, hot sweats and painful cravings she did not understand. She was by then understandably tired and feeling weak; sometimes wondering if she might just wilt in his presence. 
     She stood in front of his desk, forced to confront his imperious stare, oddly feeling as if he were taking off her clothes in his mind. This careful kind of scrutiny had occurred nearly every day, until he finally dismissed her to resume her work. This time, however, he stood up and moved out from behind his desk until he was standing behind her. 
     “Don’t move,” he said, when she started to turn around. He was very close, closer than he’d ever been, his hand coming to rest on her ass and squeezing the soft globe of malleable flesh. 
     Her body quickened instantly. 
       What was this about? Her mind searched for answers, and though she had every right to object to the inappropriate act, she couldn’t bring herself to speak.
     “This is what you have wanted, isn’t it Ms. Ryan?” he spoke softly at her ear. “Even though I’m not your handsome prince, I am the man you’ve been madly inflamed about for the last two weeks.” Already her lips were parted and she was panting softly under her breath. Her chest was heaving slightly, while all her mental attention was settled on the hand that slowly worked its way under her skirt until it rested against her bottom, just her panties between his palm and her skin. Suddenly, he flung the hem of her skirt up off her bottom and started to smack her ass, not once, but two, three, four times. “For all the little transgressions, there’s nothing like a good spanking to settle the score.” She felt light-headed and about to faint, as his hand continued with the firm slaps heating her skin to a feverish degree. When he stopped, the spanking apparently done, his index finger fished its way under the edge of her panty, then into the crack between her thighs, swimming downward toward her sex. He reached the sensitive bud of her clitoris and began to rub with a finesse that made her breathing deepen even further. 
     She quietly mouthed, “Oh, dear god,” when a savage spasm made her entire body shudder with pleasure. Before she could return to her senses, she felt Darcy’s hips move in against hers, then he thrust her over the edge of his desk, pushed away her panties, and pressed the head of his penis against her vaginal opening. The forward thrust tore open the barrier to her inner sanctum, one bright burst of pain producing a whimpering gasp. 
     The pain lasted only briefly; while the hard pulsing of the man’s organ produced an erotic burst of pleasure throughout her entire body. He moved inside her for maybe five minutes, banging her so hard that she had to grab the far side of the desk to steady herself. Then his body suddenly froze tightly against hers for a moment, while the organ in her erupted in strong ejaculations. Finally, he resumed the savage lunging until his cock was spent.
     When he pulled out, Shelby collapsed against the desk, so bewildered and frightened that she couldn’t move.
     “I think it’s fair to assume, Ms. Ryan, that you’ll be servicing me in this way, just as you serve my business interests. You can go clean up now.” He’d used her so intimately and still he spoke so coldly. 
     When she didn’t respond to the terse command, Mr. Darcy gently pulled her upright.
     “You’ll be just fine,” he said. A trace of a smile on his lips left her with an odd and unexpected feeling of longing. 
     “Yes, sir,” she bowed her head, blushing with shame.
     “Now, go on, you have work to do, don’t you?”
     “Yes, sir.”
     Her panties were wet and his juices dripping down her thighs, as she rushed from the room. She was almost frantic as she sought out the ladies room and cleaned herself.
     Later, after she had recovered some, she was brave enough to knock on Mr. Darcy’s office door – something she never did unless she had been summoned. He probably did not expect her to knock now. Maybe he would be angry, she worried. But instead, he called out with a simple, “Come in.”
     “Mr. Darcy, sir, I really need to talk to you.” A wildness of emotion seemed to overtake her in that fearful moment and she was about to cry.
     “You do?” He looked strangely amused by her halting presence and the raw emotion that poured from her trembling form. For just a moment, his face softened and looked more welcoming than she’d ever seen it. 
     “Yes, sir. Please. If you don’t mind.”
     “Then come here,” he motioned her to his side. 
     “Sir, I really can’t be…”
     “Come here, Shelby.”
     This was the first time he’d called her by her first name, and the sound of it seemed to ring through her body like a beautiful bell. She didn’t object this time. 
     Once at his side, he ordered her to sit up on his desk.
     “Sir?”
     “Yes, that’s what I said.” He’d rolled his chair back and pointed to the cleared space at the top of the desk. 
     This seemed like an awfully odd thing to do. But she was still so very scared of him, and being so completely under his control, she couldn’t object. 
     “This is awfully awkward,” she blushed, as she edged her bottom up on the edge of the shiny black surface.
     “I know it is. I also know that you’re feeling ashamed of what we just did. I took advantage of you. I stripped you of your virginity. You were a virgin?”
     “Yes, sir, I was.” There were more tears gathering in her eyes. 
     She sat on the desk with her hands grasping the sides, her knees locked together, her face staring down at his placid and amused expression. 
     “I knew that to have you, Shelby, I’d just have to take you. A man like me is not going to attract the eye of a lovely young girl like you. But my feverous passion will. I could feel it rouse your own passions from the moment you stepped into my office two weeks ago. You may not have realized it then, but you will as you get used to being with a man. This is unfamiliar territory for you, am I right?”
     “Yes, sir. Very unfamiliar.”
     “Which makes you particularly suitable for me. You will find me an insistent and demanding lover. But you’ll find me kind as well, as long as you yield to my demands. Don’t bother to fight what you feel. I know there will be a temptation to go home and try talking yourself out of the relationship. Don’t let that happen. Don’t give in to that kind of schoolgirl silliness. 
     “Let me assure you that this is not a simple affair for me. It’s not a lark, it’s not a way for me to exercise my power over you – though I certainly will. I am quite serious about being the only man in your life, the only man you will ever want or need. I have no doubt about that or about my intentions toward you; I felt them the first time I laid eyes on you. I knew then. Which is why I have no qualms about having forced myself on you today. We needed to break through the one barrier that remained. From now on, it will be much easier.” 
     He reached out with his hands and gently parted her knees so that they were wide open, and he could see straight up her skirt to her pale pink panties. “Were there bloodstains?” he asked.
     “A little,” she said meekly. She was too overwhelmed by his little speech to even think straight. 
     “Let me see.”
     “Sir?”
     “Let me see. Take them off, the panties.”
     She started to speak, but could not make anything come out. Then with graceless movements, she reached under her skirt, first lifting one hip then the other in order to pull her panties off her ass and finally down her legs. 
     Mr. Darcy inspected them briefly, then tossed them into his bottom desk drawer, a soon to be forgotten trophy.
     “No panties anymore, Shelby. Not ever, unless it is your time of the month. Your pretty little pussy belongs to me.” Again his finger was deep inside the valley of her sex, moving adroitly in a way that sent waves of pleasure through her loins and caused her belly to spasm and her sex lips to dance on his finger. “No more fighting anymore. You have no need for that. I’ll give you everything you need and much of what you want. All you have to do is put yourself in my hands.”
     He already knew that she was under his power and there was nothing that would shake his hold on her. 


Chapter Four 
 
Shelby woke when she heard the clanking of her cell door. Someone had brought her some food, which she wanted to refuse. Rent with fear and loathing, her body angrily denied its needs. But when she got a whiff of something unexpectedly pleasing, her stomach changed its mind, and her hunger won out over stubbornness. She dove for the food, eating with her hands the bread, the meat, the potatoes and vegetables, until there was nothing left on the tin plate. She drank from a bottle of water then curled up in the old blanket and sat with her back against the cold cell wall. 
     Three days elapsed before Jessup came again. She knew this only because the guard that brought the food told her so. Perhaps she should mark the days with stick-like etchings in the concrete wall – but she was not yet that bored by the long hours alone. Her thoughts kept her company, that and the dreams that swam through her psyche when she passed out. In her more cogent times, she wondered if she’s been drugged to keep her so compliant and perpetually sleepy. Not that rebelling against her circumstances would have gotten her anywhere. The cell could not be breached, at least not in any way that Shelby could devise. Eventually Jessup would come for her again. He wanted something from her, and though she had no idea what it was, he would try again. If he tried again, maybe she could sway him. 
     While she knew it was ridiculous to think that she could earn his compassion, she clung to the possibility nonetheless.
     During one of these three days, she couldn’t quite remember which one, there was a table brought into her cell on which she was lifted and laid down on her back. The event was jarring; her sore body ached in response to the touch of brutal men. A flashback to the gang rape filled her with fear and then with a verboten feeling of desire that she pushed away with all the strength she could muster. 
     While two guards held her knees open, a third slapped a hot towel against her crotch. The three waited several minutes, speaking to each other casually in a foreign tongue she did not recognize. Finally, with their attention back on her, the towel was removed and her pussy hair was lathered with a smelly cream. Finally, a straight razor began a harrowing journey to rid her of every bit of pubic hair from between her legs. She was surprised by the efficiency of her barber. He worked quickly with skillful strokes, with what was obviously a very sharp blade. Shelby had trimmed and shaved herself just days ago at home, but the stubble was already growing long. Apparently, Jessup required that she be shorn of every speck of pubic hair, since that was the result.
     After the three men were gone, and Shelby was back on the cell floor, she pressed her hand to her pussy and found it so smooth to the touch that she couldn’t stop herself from playing with the sensitive furrow. Her mind retreated to the awful scene of torture, the memories coming at her relentlessly, despite attempts to steer her thoughts to better times and better men. So savagely pent-up, it took little more than a minute to release, to feel pleasure from the memory of pain. She would rather have not needed the release, but once it was over she felt much better and rested more easily in her semi-conscious stupor.
 
When Jessup came to her cell again, he dragged two chairs and a table into the room, aided by another one of the guards, although none of the guards stayed. The session would be just the two of them again. Jessup’s sadism; Shelby’s unwilling compliance.
     The one chair was a standard slat back in which Jessup would sit, the other was much the same, though it had been fitted with straps and eyebolts for immobilizing her in bondage. 
     “I can’t have you moving, Shelby,” he said, revealing a quirky sort of kindness. And what was this: already he’d started to use her first name? Was this to promote intimacy, suggest some kind of camaraderie in the proceedings? Only a mind twisted like Shelby’s might think something so strange. Was this to move her into giving up the information he wanted so badly? The information she did not have? She sensed that men like Jessup would use any means to get what they wanted, including what sounded like genuine kindness.
     Again efficient, again with an air of stern command, Jessup roped her to the chair, hands behind it, thick smelly hemp circling her naked torso and pulling up tight so that she was utterly fixed against the slats of the chair. The ropes lifted her breasts from below and squashed them down from above, which put them into a painful bondage, leaving her nipples sticking out red and engorged with blood. When he got to her legs, he opened them wide apart and tied them off to the outside of the chair legs so that her pussy was splayed wide and her sex lips were available for what Shelby could only envision as more torture. The fact that her pussy had been shaved made sense now, given what she expected to happen. Although it was still not all that available for him to torture – long as her cheeks were firmly planted on the chair seat. She had yet to imagine how the man would torture her this time.
     With an officious air, Jessup opened up a black valise, although with its lid upright and facing her, Shelby could not see what was inside. Her fear naturally expanded under the spell of this mystery.
     “Whatever you plan to do will not change a thing. I swear to you, I know nothing about that disk. Torture me all you like, I have nothing to tell you. Please, sir, a little pity…” She rushed on more anxious by the minute. An overwhelming sensation of panic had begun to work its way through her psyche, produced by a sudden feeling of claustrophobia. 
     Jessup appraised her with a thoughtful stare; though the man was remote and purposefully guarded, his energy commanded the room and the quivering Shelby. She could not bear to look away. “Sorry, Shelby Ryan, you have me nearly convinced. But it really doesn’t matter what you say or don’t say. I’m beyond asking you questions, or gleaning information. I’m here to do as I’ve been ordered. Yes, I do answer to those above me in this chain of command. They told me to press the case with you, take all measures at my disposal to make you talk. So, whether you talk or not is really of no interest to me. I do this because I can, because it’s my job, because I’m a sadistic bastard who enjoys causing beautiful females to suffer.”
     “You can’t! You can’t be that evil!”
     “Evil? Now that does amuse me. You call me evil.” He laughed. “I’ll see if I can live up to that description.”
     He pulled out needles and Shelby shrunk back, if not literally, then figuratively. Within minutes, her breasts looked like pincushions with needles poked through the soft flesh, and others shoved through her nipples. Each time he grabbed her breast to forcefully jab a needle into her flesh, the shock stunned her overwrought nerves. She panted heavily, breathing through each burst of pain, clenching teeth and sobbing softly. However, once the pain subsided she was left with the aftereffect of her rising endorphins and a sweet bath of pleasure moving through her. 
     Her eyes were half closed, her mind in a drunken stupor. Taking a deep breath, she smelled Jessup’s rising pheromones, his feral male essence. The taste of desire on her tongue could not be ignored. Though multiple piercings like this were new to her, other events in her past had taught her how to handle sessions of extreme pain, when one level of torment was only exceeded by the next. 
     However, whatever pleasure or joy or sexual satisfaction she might have felt as a result of the torture, she could not let Jessup know that she experienced anything other than physical agony. If he sensed the truth on his own, then that was her bad luck. But to hedge her bet, she made herself cry out, forced her face into a twisted grimace and begged for his mercy. Every response was carefully calculated now.
     Had the pain made her so sane, so clear thinking? Strange as it seemed, for the first time in days her mind was crystal clear and her outward response to the piercing was purposefully scripted. She prayed that Jessup would be clueless about her plan and maybe he was, since he moved almost mindlessly through his ritual, apparently getting buzzed every time he plunged another needle into her flesh. 
     He said nothing. He barely looked her in the eye. 
     Shelby couldn’t bear to look at her aching breasts. Even the smallest touch of his fingers produced a vibration enough to send a new river of pain shooting through her fried nerves.
     The way he stood back and viewed his handiwork, Shelby thought he was done. She breathed deeply and hung on, determined to remain unruffled until the ordeal was over. 
     “I’m impressed by your calm, Shelby. Makes one wonder if you’ve done this before. Let’s see how you suffer through the rest.”
     When he came back to her again with another needle, he crouched in front of her crotch, lifted her outer labia from the chair and abruptly jabbed needle through the plump skin. 
     She gasped deeply, finding the level of pain in this new location more difficult to control. It was good that she couldn’t move, the ropes might have saved her a lot more pain. 
     The second needle through the other labia hurt just as much as the first, and her tolerance for pain was rapidly waning. A third needle placed just above the first and panic struck. She was about to lose it all. Never had she suffered so and her cry came roaring out…
     “Pluuuuhleeeassssssssssss. Please stop!” Her head shook back and forth while Jessup speared her labia one more time, then he stood above her and watched the torture play out across her face.
     “You’ll be glad to know that I’m not going to lay you on the rack and fuck you. Although the idea of it is damned appealing, the logistics could get a little messy. I’m not allowed to damage you further. I think the company wants to ensure your further usefulness. But perhaps next time, I’ll just forget about what the company wants. I’ll string you up by your piercings. Give the boys a show. Oh, what a find you’ve been, Shelby Ryan, a damn fine masochist!”
     If she weren’t in so much pain she would have spit in his face. But the unabated sensations from the piercings made her desire to fight him fall away. To beg now would only encourage his lust for control. So, stoic and angry, her body venting sexual pheromones, she waited, trying to calm herself with measured breaths.
     He watched her carefully through the next sixty seconds, brow furrowed, eyes in wonder. Shelby could feel the pulse in his crotch. Perhaps more painful than the physical torture was knowing that she wanted that cock between in her lips, or in pussy, or even in her ass. 
 
One by one the needles were removed. More pain rifled through her body. More shooting stars behind her lids. More angry endorphins surfacing. More raw and grating discomfort deep inside her belly where even this turned sexual.  
     Jessup massaged her breasts when they were free of the needles and she moaned, her aroused body needed badly to come.
     “You are quite a challenge, Shelby. Makes me look forward to our next session.”
     Then he called to someone outside the cell and promptly three men entered, assisting as the ropes were untied and she was laid over the edge of the table. One by one, her pussy was taken. Two of the men fingered her asshole until she was sure that she’d be taken there too. But then they all slunk off after they spent themselves. Just Jessup and Shelby to pick up the pieces. 
     “Why don’t you fuck me too?” she blurted out spitefully when he made no move to take her.
     “I’ll bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you? You pride yourself on being desirable. All females do. But just because my job is to make women like you suffer doesn’t mean that I want to use you too. There are other women for that sort of job.”
 
***
 
She was draped over his desk, his juices still dripping from her pussy. She had come, her body having experienced another almost frightening climax. Even now, her belly felt the fluttering post-sex spasms. Every nerve in her had been awakened so that even a faint draft of air across her exposed pussy continued to arouse her. She heard the familiar sounds of him stuffing his cock back inside his trousers and she was about to rise. 
     “Stay where you are!” he barked the command, and so she nervously clung to the desk, while he moved in closer to her and began smacking her ass with his hand. A frightful sting began to rise on her bottom. She strained to get away, but he held her down with his left hand firmly at her waist. When he finished with his hand, he picked up a wooden ruler from his desk and smacked her with that; the pain intensified. She had to bite her lip to keep from crying out. 
     She thought it was finally over when he stopped and moved around to the front of this desk. But he was only there to retrieve a wooden paddle from his desk drawer. 
     “Oh, sir, please!” she wailed. 
     “You’ve kept quiet so far, Shelby, you keep that up and I won’t be too hard on you.”
     “Oh, but sir!” she cried, pouring out all the anguish she felt despite his instructions.
     Smack! the paddle came down against her ass and from that moment her plaintive cries turned into sobs. Firm, measured strokes followed, as if she was being righteously punished for some mistake, some fault. She wracked her brain to understand, but the agony became too great to even think. However, just when she thought he’d never let up, he paused for a moment to massage her burning ass cheeks with his hand, in the process bringing on an unexpected degree of arousal – something almost violently passionate. Pleasure poured down through her body, taking hold in a remarkably short time. Even when he began again with the paddle, the sensuous feelings did not abate. She ground her hips wantingly into the edge of the desk, knowing that another climax was just moments away. If he’d stopped to massage her ass again she would have exploded. But Mr. Darcy must have known her urgent desire because the paddle continued to rain down blows against her bottom until the scorching sting became too much to bear. “No! No!, please, sir please!” she screeched. “Nonononono…” she stomped her feet in anger. 
     All thoughts of pleasure had retreated, hiding in wait for another merciful reprieve.
     But as he ignored her escalating cries for mercy, she warred inside herself. To run would be catastrophic – she imagined his fury yanking her back to face more pain. And yet to stay and suffer as she was seemed just as impossible with each succeeding smack. About to make a rash bolt for the door, he suddenly stopped and pressed his hand to her crotch, working his fingers into her pussy and rubbing her hard against her clit. Her body instantly grabbed back the erotic fervor from earlier in the session, her mind screaming for joy as the pleasure washed through her again. Oh, yes, yes yes! her silent cry.
     Suddenly, he withdrew his hand and shot off a new command. “Stand up!”
     “Sir?” Almost lost to a powerful orgasm, she whimpered hearing the abrupt order. 
     “You heard me, Shelby!” 
     She straightened and turned around with her entire body venting lust. She sensed the urgency of his own arousal reaching out to her, making her want to drop to her knees before him and take his cock inside her mouth, but she was not that bold. He turned the moment back on her with his next order:
     “I want to see you get off with your own fingers.”  
     Had she been able to see her face, she would have seen it drain of color first, then turn bright red seconds later. 
     “Oh, I couldn’t!” she immediately reacted, while any erotic feelings rapidly dwindled away.  
     “Of course, you can.” He stepped back further, sitting down in an easy chair in the corner of his office where he waited for her to respond. For a long time she stared at him in shocked silence.
     “But, Mr. Darcy, you have a meeting now!” she finally blurted out.
     “Do I?” he glanced at his watch. “Ah. I almost forgot. All the better. Go on and let Mr. Jones in. I’m sure he’d like to see this too.”
     “Oh, no, Mr. Darcy, I couldn’t do that. I couldn’t, I swear.” She’d been holding up her skirt and immediately pushed it down to cover her privates and restore some dignity – scant as it was, considering that her sex juices were making an embarrassing trip down her inner thigh.
     “I’m surprised, Shelby,” his voice turned grave and filled with disappointment. “I would have thought by now that you’d know the price of defying me. This is not for you to think about, for you to decide if you’ll obey. You do as you’re told. That has been our agreement from the start of your employment, and it is certainly not going to change because I demand something of you that may initially be difficult. If you wish to remain employed here, if you wish our relationship to continue, you’ll follow my orders regardless of the embarrassment or pain they may cause you. Now be a good girl and raise your skirt just as it was before, go to the door and show Mr. Jones inside.”
     Shelby trembled before the man she’d grown to adore, uncertain and questioning. She hesitated much too long for a woman who’d been trained to react immediately. However this time, the man seemed content to wait out her few moments of indecision. Finally, there seemed to be nothing else that she could do. Although the blush across her face was real and filled with shame, she managed to raise her skirt again, move toward the office door and after furtively peeking into the outer office, call to Mr. Jones who was waiting for his appointment with her employer.
     Mr. Jones was as handsome as Mr. Darcy was hard and rugged. At first, he seemed surprised to find her, the office secretary, exposing herself so blatantly. But that surprise was short-lived. In fact, he seemed hardly shocked at all when he finally nodded pleasantly to Shelby, completely ignoring the fact that she was shaking in her shoes with embarrassment and fright.
     “That’s a nice red ass she has,” he commented to Darcy, after giving her a good long stare. The handsome Jones then moved into the office and shook hands with her employer. “So can I assume that your secretary has been getting a little necessary discipline?” he asked.
     “She’s assuming the role of my sex slave.”
     Shelby whipped around in shock at the words used in reference to her. “Sir?” Again her body seemed to drain of energy. She could barely speak, her small voice sounded frail.
     “What, dear? Is it so repugnant to think of yourself as a slave to me? It’s what you have become. It’s what I’ve mentioned to you many times. Three short months in my employ and certainly you have become as compliant as any man’s bound slave. I think it’s time that we get the formality of the arrangement handled.”
     She had been forewarned, not once but many times that something this extreme was clearly in his mind. After that first time in his office, he had sex with her nearly every day over the edge of his desk, his cock taking pleasure in what he described as the ‘unsullied innocence of her spirit and her untried body’. He seemed almost smitten with her. He called her charming – the kind of talk that made her blush. While he enjoyed her coy charms and the velvety tightness of her awakening sex, she learned lessons in submission and physical surrender to the superior male. 
     But Shelby had mixed emotions about the abrupt turn her life had taken – after all, she was only nineteen! Although she had few serious expectations for her life, she did have dreams: the charming prince, the virile lover, the handsome suitor. But none of her imaginings made her the love slave to a much older man. Her employer simply slipped himself into her life without giving her a choice, and there was no saying no to the powerful Mr. Darcy.
     Even now as she gazed at the two men, she didn’t have a clue what to say, or how to respond. Both men were fixed on her with keen eyes and critical expressions, sitting side by side now, as Mr. Jones had taken the chair next to Darcy. She remained stock still in the center of the room some ten feet away from them, still holding up the plaid, pleated skirt to her waist. Her red ass throbbed behind her, while her glistening pussy was completely exposed to their view. The silence gripping their small tableau became profound; for Shelby it seemed to scream in her ears. 
     Her eyes began to fill with tears. She knew the truth about Mr. Darcy’s talk of slavery; she knew what was true about their relationship. But to have had it suddenly spelled out so blatantly, no longer couched in sensuous sounding euphemisms, made the truth a little shocking. Even he had once called her a woman of tender years who needed to be treated with some delicacy. She only wished he’d been more delicate with his rash announcement.  And before a stranger…? 
     The fight to flee or stay returned again – even though she knew exactly how this battle would end. Mr. Darcy’s chilling statement of fact had brought her to a new level of excitement, like nothing she’d ever felt. Even if she did not yet know what slavery meant, she could not deny that this was exactly where her most outrageous fantasies led. In the dark recesses of her psyche there had always been a thrilling and peculiar place where the most foul desires cavorted unrestrained. But while being a sex slave was a wickedly delightful turn-on, to actually find herself in such a position in her real life seemed preposterous.
     When she finally regained the ability to speak, she asked as a humble slave might: “What would you have me do, sir?” 
     The man’s face broke into a smile, seeing her statement as an act of surrender. Perhaps it was. “I’d have you bring yourself over here so I can show you off properly to my friend. I promise you, he won’t bite.”
     “Yes, sir.”
     Ashamed and self-conscious both, Shelby moved gingerly toward the handsome Mr. Jones.
     “Turn around,” the stranger ordered, his voice had dropped to that masculine tone of command that was so easy for her to respond to.
     Shelby hastened to please him, but more importantly to please Mr. Darcy, to whom she seemed irrevocably bound. Oh, never had she dreamed that her life would come to this! How could she, given her youth, desire something so extreme as slavery? Yet, at the moment, nothing seemed more natural to her than to be the object of these men’s scrutiny, her very soul judged worthy or not worthy of their time and attention. Wasn’t this what a slave would do for her master?
     Shelby seemed to be following a path that had been unfolding over the past few weeks. In addition to the sex, there had been scolding lectures, and corporal punishment for mistakes she’d made in her job. At every turn she hastened to please the man, no matter what awful thing he did to her. But such a paradox. Those awful things were exactly what she seemed to live for. At night, when she went home, she’d play back her interactions with Mr. Darcy, letting them work through her imagination, finding them powerful aphrodisiacs that would send her trembling into bed where she brought herself to overwhelming orgasms. 
     And now, as the handsome Mr. Jones ran his hand over her punished ass and reached deep between her legs in order to pinch her sensitive labia, she felt something new in her continuing sexual awakening. She felt like no more than an object, depersonalized, deprived of her humanity, indeed, Mr. Darcy’s sex slave! A shudder of desire pierced her in the gut. Such humiliation, but such an awesome sense that this was so very right for her – and so ungodly arousing to her sexual body. 
     “May I?” Mr. Jones asked.
     “She’s yours to use. I’m sure my little minx will give your cock a good work out.”
     “And what kind of beating will she take?”
     “Find out for yourself,” Darcy answered. “The whips are in my bottom drawer.”
       Another beating! Her ass was still so very sore from the rough spanking she’d just endured. She’d never hold on! Never! But that was exactly what she’d attempt to do. 
     For the second time in one afternoon, Shelby found herself over her employer’s ebony desk. This time, she was whipped with a vicious leather tawse with falls that cut like knife blades. The dozen strikes cut pitilessly into her already sore skin. At least the thrashing was delivered quickly; and the horny Mr. Jones dispensed with further punishment in order to plunge his cock where Mr. Darcy’s cock had just been. As he forcefully moved inside Shelby’s pussy, he reached around her torso to pinch her nipples. She learned that day that even handsome men can be demented sadists. 
     Once the man shot his seed inside her and he withdrew, Mr. Darcy stepped in and bound her hands behind her back. Then picking up the tawse, he whipped her ass, going over the territory that had already been ruthlessly punished. When he finally stopped, he said, speaking to Mr. Jones, not her, “The skin is about to break. I prefer not to leave that kind of damage. It takes too long to heal.”
     Shelby didn’t hear what the man said in reply, but she heard what her owner said next:
     “I’ll pierce her cunt lips with rings tomorrow to mark her more permanently as my property.” 
     Another shudder of fear and thrill tripped through her body. A moment later, she heard his next command:
     “Kneel with your back to me.”
     At first, she didn’t understand what he wanted; a blur of emotions kept her from thinking clearly and he had to repeat himself. 
     “Shelby, on your knees now.”
     This was completely new territory in their relationship, taking her places she’d seen only in her dreams; a command that made her quake, her frayed nerves rendering her almost unable to respond
     She trembled, as scared as she’d ever been.
     “Now open your blouse,” he said. 
     Her eyes were brimming with tears as she unbuttoned her blouse down to her waist. He’d never demanded that she bare her body for him. Oh, her ass had been bared for him plenty of times, but in her mind that was much different. This was so intimate, so personal, a very different kind of exposure. Not only that but in front of a complete stranger as well – her humiliation couldn’t have been greater. She was glad that her back was facing the two men so that she didn’t have to meet their gaze. 
     “Now the bra,” he said. 
       The bra!
     Tears began streaming from her eyes as she realized how far the man might go – he might have her naked, right there in his office! After some hesitation, Shelby finally reached back, unhooked her lacy bra, and set her breasts free. Her entire body rushed with a depraved erotic thrill. Though she tried to hold back her feelings, this sudden surge of energy was too powerful to ignore.
     “Not a word from you now,” he said. “Not a whimper, not a sound.”
     She trembled waiting, biting her lip, her hands clinging to the sides of her skirt. Her torment was worse not knowing what was going to happen next. Then suddenly, a strong cut from Mr. Darcy’s tawse lashed across her back. She lunged forward, gulping for air. 
     “Straighten up!” She instantly obeyed. 
     The strikes came on ruthlessly from that point, maybe a dozen, maybe twenty, the number was lost in the savage sensations. Never had she experienced such pain, but by force of will, she managed to suppress her urge to scream, knowing how much this would displease him.
     “This is what a slave will do for her owner. Obey without question. Offer up their body for their owner’s pleasure, whether it is their owner’s pleasure to use them sexually or inflict pain. A slave gives without question, Shelby, without hesitation, holding back their own hurt. Do you understand that?”
     “Yes, sir,” she said, fighting back her desire to cry.
     Despite the pain, the fear, and her profound humiliation there was something far deeper at work here. Completely bewildering to her was the weird satisfaction she gained becoming Mr. Darcy’s slave. Yet, it also felt so right, as if she were destined for slavery, fated to be the property of a man. Mr. Darcy had been right when they first met, that he knew her better than she knew herself. 
     Once she’d been used for sex and soundly thrashed, her owner suddenly returned to his initial command of her. “I believe we started today with my wanting to see you come by your own hand. Do you recall that?”
     “Yes, sir.” Oh, please don’t make me do that!
       “Well then, stand up and turn around.”
     She could barely move to her feet, her legs were shaking so fiercely that she could hardly maintain her balance. And once she managed to turn around, she felt the men’s eyes focus directly on her bared breasts. 
     She turned her face away in shame. 
     “She has a fine body,” Mr. Jones commented, a haughty arrogance in that pronouncement.
     “Indeed,” Mr. Darcy agreed. “You should be proud of what you have, Shelby. Look at me.”
     She could just barely meet his gaze. A nervous hand brushed away a lock of hair, revealing more clearly the blush that turned her cheeks pink. 
     “You will survive this, Shelby,” he assured her. “I know that Mr. Jones and I will both enjoy your performance. Raise your skirt, come on now. Play with yourself until you come. We want to see your face when the orgasm peaks inside your body. Nothing could be more profound for a man than to witness that.”
     Her intense humiliation seemed to have the same arousing effect on her as pain and punishment and forced sex. All objections seemed to fall away, and she raised her skirt, moving her slim fingers between her outer labia until they finally reached her sex bud. She gently rubbed the sensitive tissue, finding the sensuous waves of pleasure igniting almost instantly. 
     “Look at me,” her owner ordered. By then, there was not a second’s hesitation. Shelby’s eyes came to rest on Darcy’s craggy face. Though her embarrassment knew no bounds, this act of submission was a pleasure all its own. To stare into the man’s eyes and know that he’d taken control of her made her humble. That fact that their fate together was irrevocably sealed and she belonged to him made her feel safe. That he owned her every thought and action turned her body hot with lust. With a suddenness that nearly knocked her off her feet, the fiery sensations centering in her clitoris burst outward and consumed her in a spasming climax. She moaned, as her wet pussy ground against her hand, then with back arched she gave up a silent cry. 
     As the spasms finally died off, Shelby slumped to the floor, feeling as if she’d been laid bare, the very darkness of her soul exposed for what it was. She could have used his assurance in that vulnerable moment. Just the touch of his hand, a kind word, a kiss on the cheek. 
     “She seems to be an adaptable little creature, I’m sure quite serviceable,” she heard Mr. Jones speak first. “The youthful blush on those rosy cheeks will certainly attract some fans.”
     “Exactly what I was thinking,” Mr. Darcy replied, then to her directly: “So, Shelby, I think you’ve shown me all I need to see for now. You can go back to work. Mr. Jones and I have business to discuss, and I’m sure you have much to do.”
     Her heart reached out to him, tugging him toward her with a look of utter longing.
     “Sir, please—”
     “I said back to your desk, Shelby. You have reports waiting there to be typed. You’ll be here all night if you don’t get started now. Let’s hope your ass is still smarting from the punishment. If not, maybe you need more motivation.”
     “Oh, no, sir!” She picked herself up off the floor, then quickly buttoned her blouse and swiped her bra from the floor. “I’m sure I have enough motivation,” she said. “I’ll get started right away.”
     Tucking her wild emotions back in place, she exited the office door and dove enthusiastically into the projects on her desk.
 
There were so many interruptions that afternoon that Shelby had to work through dinner to complete the files on her desk. Mr. Darcy had left with Mr. Jones at seven, giving her clear instructions that she was not to leave until she finished. At nearly nine o’clock, when he returned to the office alone, she had still not completed the complicated contract he’d left for her. 
     She looked up on hearing him enter, “I’m sorry, sir. I still have a few more pages to do…” Bleary-eyed, she returned to her typing without finishing her statement.
     “Shelby.” The quiet timbre of his voice jerked her immediately from her task.
     “Sir?” She looked up.
     His eyes were strangely soft now, almost luminescent in the glow from the office lights. The effect was curiously soothing. By comparison, the computer screen practically burned her eyes. 
     “Close the file and come with me.”
     “Sir?” 
     “Close the file, and come with me,” he repeated.
     “Yes, sir, certainly.” Her breath was suddenly shallow, her heart racing fast. It did so often in the man’s presence, but this time there was something very different about his order. It didn’t seem like an order at all but kindness. She moved from her desk where he reached out with his hand and took hers, leading her through his office door and into the private apartment, which was accessed through a secret door in the rosewood paneling. She’d known for weeks that the apartment was there. Darcy had told her so, though she’d never seen it, nor had she known exactly what he used it for. 
     His plan was almost obvious from the beginning, though she dared not assume that being allowed into this inner sanctuary would actually mean what she hoped it would. Excited beyond words, she shivered nervously in her high heeled shoes waiting for the big secret to be revealed. After Mr. Darcy tripped the unseen lock and the sliding panel was pulled aside, Shelby gazed in electrified wonder at the vast space that opened up before her. The cozy sitting room, the glittering bar and the enormous bed along the far wall were almost more titillation than her sex-hungry body could withstand. 
     “Sit down, Shelby,” he motioned her to the soft leather couch. 
     Darcy made her a drink, and while he stood by the side of the bar, she sat primly on the edge of her seat, much too nervous to relax. Her mind kept wandering toward the bed behind her, but she didn’t dare look. Instead, she carefully sipped the drink, not liking its sour taste in the slightest – this might have been the first hard liquor she’d ever tasted. However, once she consumed half of the drink, she found her body warming and her nerves quelled. With the warm glow magically melting away her fear, she drank the rest more quickly, wanting to slip even deeper into this pleasantly altered state. 
     When she finished the first drink, he gave her another. He was still standing, downing his second glass of Scotch. She stared beyond him, mesmerized by the glittering array of liquor bottles. “Shelby,” he drew her attention back to him.
     “Yes, sir.” 
     “You know, dear, being owned doesn’t mean that you have to live your life on pins and needles,” he spoke quite kindly now. “It’s all about satisfying each other’s needs. You take care of mine, I take care of yours. Simple as that.”
     “Yes, sir, that seems reasonable.” She offered up a timid smile. 
     “I understand that what a starry-eyed young woman wants is romance, a little tenderness, even if she’s a born submissive masochist like yourself.”
     “Is that what I am?” She stared at her drink, feeling the intoxication beginning to take hold. Her mind began to spin.
     “You disagree?”
     She wasn’t sure that she was thinking clearly, but what Mr. Darcy said sounded perfectly logical, considering her behavior of the last few weeks. He always sounded logical, always perfectly reasonable, even when he twisted her thoughts into knots. He always knew the right answers, while she fumbled around to understand things – fumbled like she did now. Sometimes her feelings were way beyond her, as they were that day, and he seemed to put everything in its proper perspective. She looked up, her head feeling strangely fuzzy. Was this what it was like to be drunk? “No, sir, I can’t disagree. But I think I’m very tired.”
     “It’s been a big day for you. I’ve asked a lot from you, and you haven’t disappointed me.”
     “No?”
     “Not at all.” He smiled again. “Come here. Finish your drink and come here.” He held out his hand. 
     She stared into the glass and then nervously took another gulp, then abruptly downed what was left. The liquor burned all the way to her stomach, and yet it continued to warm her in a strangely pleasant way. When she moved to her feet, she nearly stumbled, but then blushingly righted herself before making up the distance between them. Standing inside his overwhelming aura, so close to his beating heart, hers jumped a few anxious beats. Her fear never greater than it was now. His hand gently pushed back her mussed up hair, then he affectionately laid a palm against her cheek. No warning at all, and his arm captured her inside its grasp, while his lips crushed against hers and his mouth opened. Furious and deep, the longed-for kiss made her melt against him and her body became his. He’d taken her mind and twisted it for his perverse purpose, leaving her mystified by his power to do that. But the kiss was more direct. And the way he led her to the bed, there was little mystery about what he planned to do. Nor was there any confusion about what she wanted. Her heart seemed to lead with her mind too drunk to think straight. He stripped her clothes away, his eyes clearly coveting her youthful body. The lovely roundness of her breasts was cause for his adoration. The taste of her skin as his mouth and lips devoured it made him groan with unpretentious lust. In the heat of their mutual desire, no commands were necessary to have her bending to his will. And when he hovered over her nakedness, his own naked body poised to strike, her fierce desire for him was unmistakable. 
       “Oh, sir, take me!” she silently cried out.
     He must have heard her beg; it took only a moment to react. 
     Mr. Darcy was quickly inside her, the experience quite unlike anything that had ever happened to her. His erection speared her deep, for the first time their bodies were skin to skin. While taking her with long, penetrating thrusts, she responded as an eager sex slave, pulling him into her body and holding him fiercely. She ached for him in a way that was unfamiliar and verboten in the world she’d come from, and yet this seemed so perfect. The two would never be more one than they were that night.
     They slept together when their initial sex was over. They snuggled close like lovers at midnight, and woke at three for sex again. 
     And though Darcy was gone when she awakened the next morning, she found him in his office already working, freshly showered and immaculately dressed as usual. A check of the clock – it was nearly nine o’clock. 
     “You’re a mess, Shelby,” he said directly. “Perhaps you should go home and get yourself cleaned up.”
     “Yes, sir,” she smiled, “I do feel rather…rather well-used.”
     “Indeed you are.” He smiled back. 
             
Giving up her apartment and her salary, and everything she owned seemed only to cement an arrangement she deeply cherished. Mr. Darcy’s property. She even loved the sound of that and what the thought of it did to her body. She was at his disposal any hour of the day or night. She belonged to him as much as his house, his clothes and his business belonged to him. She was an asset he’d acquired with great time and expense to him. She couldn’t have been more grateful to have found a man who so thoroughly understood her.


Chapter Five 
 
“So, when does this end?” Shelby peered through the gloomy fog of the dark room, sensing Jessup’s presence. The fear and loathing that she’d felt since her incarceration began were morphing into something very different, but she was unable to name exactly what that was. Desire? No, too strong a word. Desire resided in her heart as much as in her sexually charged loins. To desire the man meant that she had some emotional bond with a known evil. 
     Maybe she was going soft on her captor? Was his abuse becoming as welcome as the sound of boots on concrete? Boots brought food and whatever comfort she was given. Boots bore her to sessions of masochistic pain. The sound of boots sent a shiver down her spine…
     Obviously something was happening in her fractured psyche. She’d lost track of the days…in her mind she was living simultaneous to her time with Darcy. She could flip back and forth from one to the other easily, one consciousness as distinct and real as the other. At least she could still tell that the one was her past and the other her present. 
     In her present life as a captured criminal, she was regularly taken to the machines. Dildos were fitted into her vagina and ass, and her body was fucked by attached mechanical arms that trust the invaders deeply into her sexual spaces. The erratic rhythms seemed to go on for hours at a time. Although judging time was impossible in this place. What she might take as minutes, could be hours, hours could be reduced to minutes. Is this how insanity begins? she asked herself. But there was no one listening, no one to answer but the voices inside her head. 
     “And how is my favorite masochist?” Jessup taunted her when he came to watch the sexual torture.
     Her body spoke when her voice refused to answer. She glanced down to see him staring at her, a foul and vulgar gleam in his eye. He was obviously enjoying the sight of her rapturous body forced to come and come again, having no control over her sexual responses. 
     “This is a natural state for you. I think you even know that, Shelby. When you’re gone from here, I’ll have the movies of you to play back any time I want.” He pointed to the eye of the video camera set in the far corner of the room. 
     Not that she hadn’t seen the camera before; she had confirmation…maybe a reason why she spent so much time on the hateful machines. Would they sell the tapes to some collector? Post them on the Internet? Her imagination rattled on with the possibilities – none of which was hers to control. She closed her eyes, closing out Jessup and his video camera, then turned her face away, giving the lens as little as possible to record – as little as possible for Jessup to gawk at on some future date.
     When she opened her eyes again, the man was gone.
     Long periods of bondage followed the sessions with the sex machines. Jessup fashioned himself an expert in shibari bondage. She hung suspended until her consciousness fell into deep, meditative states from which she could hardly be awakened. Sometimes, she dreamt of flying, sometimes of drowning in the ocean, or diving from the sky into a dark pool of loving hands.
     On more lucid days, she wondered if her captors noticed her delirium. Did the sadist Jessup still get off to his choreographed sessions in torment? He ordered her abuse, which she took with few outward signs of suffering – pain was pain; and there were ways to escape pain. The mind just needed to figure out how to outsmart the attackers, and make its way through the intensity until those merciful endorphins kicked in. 
     On the other hand, it became more difficult to avoid reality and check out during the gang rapes. The men were real, so were their mouths, their hands and their penises, hungry for the satisfaction her body could give them. She relished their feral scent. She looked forward to their sweat, even to the odors that in her real life she would have shunned in disgust. They were alive and human, with beating hearts, and mouths that groaned and growled and panted in their quest for the physical satisfaction she would give them.
     Funny, how deprivation changes the mind about a lot of things. Judgments cease. Longings take new forms. Any sort of touch can be welcome. And small favors – a bite of fresh baked bread, a stolen sip of wine, the scent of sweet perfume, a breath of fresh air – this was what she lived for. 
 
Then one day…
     Shelby was marched from the cell by two guards and was taken to the shower room. She’d been there before when they blasted her with hoses, and laughed at the way she danced frenzied and screaming as alternating bursts of hot and cold water exploded against her skin. Just as before, one of the guards took pleasure in roughing her up with soap. Before, the scent of it had been foul and the smell lingered on her body for several days after. This time, the soap smelled of lilacs and honeysuckle. The heady scent seemed to tap an endorphin all its own and she smiled, cheered for the first time since her captivity began. This was a sensuous surprise to enjoy, though undoubtedly it was only meant to taunt her with a promise that would be left unfulfilled. Such scents were for lovers to savor and there was no lover to savor the sweet scent of her flesh.
     Before, when she showered, she’d been left to drip dry in her cell. This time she was handed a large scratchy towel and told to dry herself. Then there was scented cream to rub into her skin and a comb to smooth the tangles from her hair. The soft wavy hair framed her face when she was finished and for the first time in days, she blushed as the guards gazed at her nude body. Was she even more appealing to them now?
     “Here, put this on,” one of them handed her a dress: a bright print with a collage of colors vivid enough to shock her eyes. After so much gray in a long series of foggy days, she’d wondered if the world had turned black and white. She was thankful to see that it had not. 
     The dress was small, covering little of her flesh. Her breasts were pressed so tightly against the fabric that her nipples poked out like bullets, while the short hemline had her honeysuckle scented pussy peeking out from underneath. 
     “And these.” The same guard shoved a pair of red high heels into her hands. “He wants you wearing these. And you’d better walk like a whore.”
     “Who wants me to walk like a whore?” And how does a whore walk?
     “Don’t ask questions. You’ll have your answers when you get there.”
     “So Jessup’s prostituting me tonight. Is that it?” she sarcastically bit off. Buoyed by the normality of dressing in real clothes, she took a chance with her haughty retort. “I always figured it would wind up like this.”
     “You’re wrong,” the guard answered curtly. “And don’t even talk, unless you want to get slapped around again, or you want to be gagged.”
     “Sorry,” she replied, having been immediately reminded of her status in this house of horrors. She sheepishly bowed her head in shame, knowing this was exactly what they wanted to see, and it was easy enough to give them.
     Then they marched her down the hall, the pretty prisoner with her fresh-washed hair and fancy flowered frock and tall high heels. Walk like a whore. She did her best, bouncing her hips back and forth, letting her lips part like a sexy runway model’s. They should have given her lipstick to paint her mouth and mascara for her eyes if they wanted her to be a whore. But maybe this was good enough.
     A few corridors here and there, enough for her to lose her way, and she was shoved into a room, almost stumbling on a carpet so thick that her heels sunk in a good half inch. She righted herself and peered at the bewildering sight of a living room, chairs, a sofa, tables that looked like vintage 1950. Mid-century lamps were lit around the room, casting a yellow fog of light over everything inside the strange looking space. 
     At first, she thought she might be staring into a painting, or had walked onto a movie set, or flipped back to a past she was far too young to have lived. The scene felt too contrived to be real. But then there was Jessup in an easy chair by one of the glowing lamps, smoking a cigar and chewing on the end. 
     “Why did you bring me here?” she asked suspiciously, almost an accusation. She felt curiously annoyed, though she couldn’t understand why.
     “Is that any way to greet me? Here I thought you might enjoy a little civility. I give you a shower, clothes. I thought a drink, a cigarette, maybe a decent meal and a place to sit would please you.”
     The food on the coffee table was real, so was the smell of liquor. Both were very welcome. But what she said in response to these alluring stimulations was, “I don’t smoke.” Her voice was terse and meant to hurt.
     Jessup shrugged. “No matter to me, sit down, Shelby Ryan.”
     She tried sitting in the chair farthest from Jessup but he objected and motioned her to the couch next to him. 
     “I won’t hurt you,” he said. “Not now, anyway.”
     He poured her a beer. Suspicion made her reluctant to take the glass and reluctant to drink. But the liquid went down fast as soon as she tasted that first sip; it tasted like freedom on her parched tongue.
     “Eat what you want. This is here for you.”
     She stared at the plate filled with olives and cheese and slabs of beef and succulent grapes. There were even chocolates on the side. The smells were rich and fragrant, rushing into her nostrils. But too much all at once and her senses were quickly overloaded. 
     She wanted it all and her famished belly was growling like a hungry bear. 
     Though she was ravenous for the beer and she’d made that clear, she was more careful eating the food. An olive at first, then a slice of smoked Gouda, then a small cluster of plump red grapes. Her stomach craved more, but she managed to keep her distance from the food, wary of what it might contain. More drugs, no doubt, and she didn’t want to be drugged.
     Her mind shuffled through a dozen questions that naturally popped up in her brain…most of them centered on ‘why?’ Why this? Why now? What are you going to want next?
     Maybe the food was drugged, or maybe it was just its natural essence that turned her ravenous hunger into ravenous desire. But the throbbing for cock was nearly as painful as her hunger; and suddenly the fear of losing a precious moment of physical intimacy made her more careful of how she spoke to her host. She could not afford to offend the man who’d given her beer and food, a clean dress and a clean body. A man who routinely promised her body the sexual release it craved was not one to piss off if the alternative awaiting her was a cold damp cell.
     While Shelby ate, Jessup viewed her with the same cruel stare as when he tortured her. But this time was different. This time he wouldn’t dare demand she suffer another session of pain. Or was he just playing her for a fool?
     When it appeared that she was finished eating, he spoke again. “Come sit on my lap.”
     Her eyes got big with question marks, but her body was unable to budge from the sofa and he spoke again, “Come here, I’m not going to hurt you.”
     Would it have mattered if that was his plan? Would it have made any difference as to whether she obeyed or disobeyed? He held her life in his hands. She was his to control, what good would hesitating do her?
       While moving from the sofa to Jessup’s lap, she found the tall heels awkward, almost tripping her up again. She was unused to them; and frankly unused to walking after so many hours on her knees.
     What Jessup wanted was for her to straddle his legs, and for her open pussy to rest against the fabric stretching across his crotch. The scene was wildly erotic with the callous Jessup crushing his palms into her breasts, taking her mouth with his, inserting his tongue like a lover and kissing her hard until her face hurt and her pussy was throbbing for more than just the feel of cock through a layer of heavy fabric. She felt the hard erection beat against her wet snatch. And soon she felt herself reaching out to have him with the same vigorous zeal he used to win her cooperation. 
     He’d hurt her so many times, been the author of her worst nightmares, and still she could lust for him. This only proved the nature of depravity as a place where there are no rules, no values, no right behavior or wrong act. In that delicious place another plane of reality exists and sound judgment is suspended in favor unbridled pleasure. God is a hard cock, a wet pussy and the time to explode the one inside the other. Nothing else in the world has any meaning until that very basic need is satisfied. 
     But who would have guessed that a cruel brute like Col. Jessup would be such an accomplished tease? His hand gently pushed the hair from her face, then his thumb slowly grazed her lips with tender affection. A moment later, he brought his mouth to hers for the second kiss. 
     She didn’t worry anymore about understanding why. She didn’t worry about being hurt again. When he told her to back off so he could strip away his pants, he was actually a little awkward, like a naïve schoolboy doing the dirty deed for the first time. Once he was back in the chair, she beheld his stiff erection and a glimmer of heat emanated from her smoldering eyes. 
     “Come here, slut,” he said, a gentle snicker across his face.
     She straddled his lap again. This time, his thick pulsating organ sank inside her love hole, and dove deep to the darkest reaches of her sexual body. She fell into his chest wiggling her crotch against him and closing her eyes to savor the sensation.
     “Ooooooooo, yess!” she hissed, drawn away by the powerful force. Her lips went to his ears where she blew hot breath along the skin. She felt his teeth sinking into the side of her neck. “What? You just turned into a vampire?” she giggled because the biting tickled. 
     “That’s right, I’m a vampire here to drain your blood,” he laughed darkly.
     After that, she fucked him. Bouncing on his lap, her first orgasm rifled off within minutes of her being impaled. Jessup took much longer to come, building up steam while his raunchy date worked herself to at least three orgasms before he ejaculated into her steamy hole. After the first wounding copulation, she wanted him even more; she wanted him hard again and for the fuck to keep on forever. If she kept him happy, he wouldn’t hurt her, she surmised – although she couldn’t count on anything with this man. 
     When he pushed her off, she fell to the floor. Ah, yes, it’s back to the floor again, she thought as she hit the hard concrete on the edge of her hip. The carpet did little to cushion the blow. 
     While waiting for her next order, he lit his cigar again – such a sensuous cliché. She almost asked for a cigarette, but then she remembered that she didn’t smoke. 
     “You know, you don’t have to sit there, slut,” he finally said. He looked sated and softer than she’d ever seen him. “I imagine the couch is much more comfortable than the floor, but then I really wouldn’t know.”
     Shelby didn’t wait for a second invitation. She scrambled to the couch and waited there for him to speak again. While he collected his thoughts, he sipped his drink and lit the cigar again. 
     Finally, after several long soothing drags on his smoke, he said, “You know, the way I see it, you’re not going to tell anyone a damn thing about that silly disk.”
     She gazed at him shocked. “You mean you believe me?”
     He shrugged. “I probably do, though it’s really not my place to make decisions like that. I just do what I’m ordered to do. I’ve told you that before.” He smiled scornfully as he often did, not with his full mouth, but with one corner lifting up just enough to suggest that he was mildly amused. “But you know what else I believe?” he puffed away on his cigar like he was proud of the cloud of smoke that blanketed the room. “I believe that you are a bonafide masochist. A well-trained one at that. And that, Ms. Shelby Ryan, makes you quite a commodity on the slave market. I suppose by now you’ve figured out that you won’t be released from the hell hole of captivity regardless of what you do or say. But where you go next, that is where I have some influence. The way you take pain, well, you’ll be useful to my personal cause. There’s a big black market where women are bought and sold and sold again. Yes, you will make a useful addition to my bottom line.”
     Of course, she could have guessed the possibilities for her future, but she’d been too afraid to speculate. “Useful?” Her voice was weak and tired, and the way she bit her lip made her look like a naïve teenager. 
     “Why not? A cunt like yours shouldn’t go to waste. There are men who will pay bundles to have a pretty American like you ready for cock with a horny snatch. It’s even better if they have an inclination for pain.” He smiled, a very happy man. “Men are such sadists at heart; I guess you’ve seen that here. Although some men get off on delivering pain to women who can’t stand it, I find it more interesting to take on women like you who’ve learned to derive pleasure in the roughest of circumstances. Whoever trained you did a first rate job.”
     “And what? That’s supposed to make me what…?”
     “You don’t have to feel a thing. What all this means is that tonight is your swan song in my detention center, honey. That’s why the big send off with all the amenities. I wasn’t going to let prime meat like you go without a little fucking from the man in charge. I mean everyone else around here has had the pleasure of fucking you at will. I was beginning to think your cunt would fall off.” He stared her down, just like he had so many times. “Don’t look so scared. I promise you, where you’re going, you’ll be treated far better than I’ve treated you here. It will be a lot more comfortable. The brothel actually has some nice soft beds. I’ve been there enough times, I should know.” He laughed, expelling more smoke.
     “You’ve sold me to a brothel?” Neither despair nor surprise accompanied that question. She just wanted to know the truth.
     “No, that’s not quite it. I’m taking you to a brothel to be sold. Where you go from there, well, that’s out of my hands. I’m just around to collect the cash.”
     The hazy grey of his cigar smoke turned back the sensuous yellow glow, making the room feel more like the pit of hell than the sensuous love nest it had been minutes before.
     When Jessup was ready for sex again, he laid his captive out on the couch, and after hovering above her just staring into her watery eyes for far longer than was comfortable, he began to slowly move in and out of her pussy. The way he stared her down, she thought she would break into a million pieces. In time, he picked up speed, working himself to a steady rhythm, thought it took a long time for him to come. Despite the way things normally worked in his world of quick and dirty sex, Jessup liked the long slow fuck. 
     Shelby could sense when his orgasm was just a breath away. At that moment, she instinctively bore down with her inner muscles. Seeing the grimace on his face was satisfaction of its own. She could have timed her body to get off in the same instant his climax hit, but just before that last finishing thrust, he suddenly decided that the tighter hole would serve him better. He pulled out, jerked her over, and brought her ass up high to meet his glistening erection. After giving her tight anus a little prodding, he reached down and gathered a little pussy juice to lubricate the path. Satisfied that she was ready, he sank his organ into her ass in one brutal thrust.
     A moment of panic was followed by a moment of delirious bliss for both. In another place, another time, as the old cliché goes…but then, for anything good to have ever come of these two, they would have needed to be in far different circumstances than a prison in Eastern Europe. By the time they met, Jessup was hardwired for sadism, and Shelby was just a pawn in his game. Changing the circumstances wouldn’t have been easy, and, in the end, probably not worth the trouble. 
     Jessup had her sleeping in a real bed that night, though he was nowhere around. Whatever late night cocktail he gave her must have had a pungent drug because she didn’t awaken until dawn – yes, dawn, the first she’d seen of the sky at morning in over two weeks. It was only a glimpse, but it was a precious one: blue sky, the promise of sunshine and in one corner of the high window, the green leaves of a tree floating on the breeze. Such a small image, that piece of a delicate morning. But it was enough to send her bleary mind back in time again…
 
The men seemed to pour into the office; their faces serious and determined. They talked in grave speeches about subjects Shelby wasn’t entirely clear about. She didn’t have to understand since her job was to serve drinks from the bar inside Mr. Darcy’s office.
     When the meeting was to begin, her owner ordered her inside the private space, leaving the secret door wide open. The day before, unbeknownst to her, a fuck rack had appeared in the private refuge, looking like a great wooden behemoth next to the elegant furnishings of the apartment.
     “Up!” Darcy’s order was terse. He was a busy man and he had no time for her hesitation. Being so well-trained, any uncertainty she exhibited was only brief; responding instantaneously had become second nature.
     Shelby fitted herself into the seat and leaned back against the supports, her feet in the stirrups and her crotch positioned with a click of a lever until both her nether holes were exposed and vulnerable to penetration. Likewise, her head was situated so that her mouth would be available for oral sex.
     Her owner paused briefly to stroke her cheek before he left, noting the trepidation in her soft eyes. “What am I supposed to do?” she looked up at him in earnest.
     “I’ve made it easy for you all strapped down. Being a fuck toy can be rough on a slave, but situations like this one, tense negotiations, that sort of thing, my friends will appreciate the opportunity to let off steam. You’ll be useful to the cause. You can come as many times as you like; it’s not like much will actually be demanded of you. I don’t expect them to be hard on you, most aren’t sadists like myself. Use you and leave is the usual style, they won’t have time for more. No complications, an easy ride for you this time.”
     Shelby would have liked to believed him, but first times are always rough – at least in her experience with Mr. Darcy. She’d had plenty of first times in the last few months – first time in a swing…as an exotic dancer…dancing nude on top of a bar…taking her owner’s cock inside her ass…and now this first time being given to a party of horny men. 
     He’d said they’d just be letting off steam, venting a little frustration, but it was more than just venting. The rarity of her bound position on the rack turned serious men with serious matters to handle into nasty brutes and sleazy party animals, depending on their mood. Sadists? Most no. But one man tore a cane from the wall and whacked her vulnerable pussy a good dozen times, right across the most sensitive places along her exposed crotch. She bore up well, knowing that to scream would infuriate her owner. But the beating inspired other men to test their skill at paddling and whipping a defenseless female. Some men marveled at her continued self control and put a good deal of strength behind the blows, trying to see how much pain she could withstand before she finally screamed. 
     Despite her earlier attempts to remain silent, her fierce concentration finally broke. Damned if she’d take all this torment without telling her side of the story – the painful one. 
     “Stop, please! Noooooooooooooo,” she roared, unable to take another stinging smack.
     “Damn, girl! You know better than that!” Darcy was at her side in a heartbeat, slapping her face to draw her attention. 
     “Please, sir!” she cried. “I can’t take anymore. I can’t!”
     “Please, sir, bullshit!” he snapped in a terse whisper as if it were a private conversation. His lips were so close that she could smell his breath. “You’re here to give my friends what they want, and if whipping you is what gets them back to sane then it’s your job to take it.”
     “I’m sorry, sir.”
     “And you’ll be sorrier still if you scream again.”
     Darcy always found it easy to put her in her place, “Just a little attitude adjustment,” he told his friends when he looked up smiling. “She won’t give you any further trouble. That I promise.” This was as much a warning to her as it was an explanation to his guests.
     Though they’d now been given the green light to abuse her at will, the men seemed reluctant to do so, almost as if the sadistic spell had been broken. From then on, she was the plaything she was originally intended to be, not a whipping girl. For most it didn’t matter which hole they used – vagina, ass or mouth – although it seemed to take a more daring man to screw her tight ass. 
     The night wore on until she was worn out – and so were the nonstop stream of horny men. In the end, she’d been more of a novelty item than a real means of sexual release. 
     Shelby had her suspicions that her stint on the fuck rack was more for her than Mr. Darcy’s friends, but she would never suggest that to her owner. How she felt about her turn on the rack was not discussed.


Chapter Six 
 
Shelby retained a vivid memory of the white van that whisked her away from the detention facility. Although they’d bound her hands behind her, roped off her ankles and gagged her mouth, preventing her from making much of a fuss while in transport, they didn’t bother to blindfold her, which made the events of that morning crystal clear in her mind. And yet, with no windows in the vehicle from which she could look outside, she had no idea where they were headed, or from where she came. The only clue to her whereabouts was a subtle shift in the air coming through the driver’s window. While she sat bound and uncomfortable on the hard metal floor, the air rushed in and surrounded her in the smoky smells of the city, then later in the more fragrant aroma of the countryside. For some reason the distinct change gave her reason to be hopeful.
     Time dragged on, then the van came to a sudden stop, the door jerked open, and Shelby was pulled out and dragged to the ground. Staring at the pebbled surface of the driveway, she took a moment to catch her breath, get her bearings, and assume the attitude of surrender she was sure to need to get her through the next ordeal. Knowing nothing of the circumstances into which she’d been thrown, she needed to consider the situation carefully to know exactly what was expected of her. The thought of freedom still lurked around the edges of her consciousness, though hope for her release seemed to diminish with every hour of her captivity.
     “What kind of marks does she have?” Those lingering around her changed places and finally Shelby had the courage to peer up at the faces peering down at her. 
     An imperious female dressed in an elegant, high-necked black dress and black leather boots critically observed the quaking captive. In the woman’s presence she was no more than a disdainful beast. Shelby still wore the slip of a dress she’d worn for Col. Jessup, although by then, it was in tatters and certainly soiled from sex. Even she could detect the pungent scent wafting up from her crotch.
     “Marks, Ma’am? Just the tattoo on her tit,” the guard answered. 
     “Let me see,” she said. 
     A guard’s large hand reached down and tore back the neck of the print dress. Pulling out Shelby’s left breast, he squeezed it firmly while turning the flesh so the woman could see the simple tattoo. 
     But she saw more than that tattoo. “Are those bruises?”
     “It’s Jessup’s job to give the sluts a thorough going over.”
     “When will those bastards learn that the more they soil the merchandize, the more it compromises the purchase price?” Whatever beauty exuding from the formidable female vanished with her twisted grimace.
     “She’ll clean up. I’ve seen her when she’s put back together. Jessup figures she’s a high five-figure slut. Plus, she’ll be ready for your sadists. A stunner at the end of a whip. I’ve seen her in action myself.” He was wholly self-satisfied communicating this fact to the woman. 
     “You fuck her cunt, her ass or her mouth?” The woman was all hard edges and haughty posing. Enough that Shelby cringed as she cowered at her feet. What Jessup had said about being treated better at this place than she was at his detention facility came tumbling back into her mind. Had that just been another joke?
     “I fucked her ass, ma’am,” the man replied.
     “And was it nice and tight?” The woman’s cold eyes dug in like daggers.
     The guard was blushing by that time. “Yes, ma’am,” he said.
     “Well, you can tell Jessup that I’ll be giving her the usual workout, then let him know the market price.” She stared down at the petrified Shelby with haughty indifference. “At least she has a decent face and a pleasing body.”
     Shelby’s blood ran cold when the woman’s hard lips formed a cruel smile. Until then, she hadn’t seen the cane the woman held hidden in her hand. But then a biting cut landed across her thigh and Shelby shrank back, whimpering in fear. 
     “A masochist, huh? I guess you’ll have to prove that to me.”
     
The newest whore at Madame Stafania Pavlenco’s brothel moved with a small cortege of regular customers to the whipping post, which was located in the yard outside her large estate house. The air crackled with tension, a forewarning about the circumstances into which Shelby had suddenly been propelled. The company around her, about a dozen in all, was an odd assortment of men in various kinds of dress: most dressed in casual slacks and shirts – this was not a fancy affair. However, one man who stuck out from all the rest wore a finely tailored business suit. He had slicked back hair and a pointed nose, and chained smoked cigarettes throughout the ordeal. The females were either dressed in stunning couture fashions and gleaming jewelry, or were like Shelby, wearing the skimpy clothes of prostitutes and sluts. No sooner had Shelby given her surroundings a good once over than she watched as one of the whores was strong-armed by a hefty man with a bearded face and shaggy hair. 
     “Go on, Tomas,” Madame Pavlenco snapped. “I need to see her suffer.”
     The girl, Eugenia – Shelby would learn her name much later – was dressed in a sexy yellow halter dress that barely covered her breasts in front and her ass in back. Her hair had been dyed a brilliant red and was now a mass of tangles; her make-up was smudged – dark circles under her eyes, and red lipstick smeared in a clownish wedge. It was obvious that she’d been sobbing. 
     At the haughty woman’s command, the bearded fellow shoved the slut forward to a massive whipping post. Shelby had never seen anything quite like the forbidding structure. Rising tall and threatening in a circle of stones was a hefty beam that had obviously been sunk deep into the earth. Across the top was a second beam, held in place with two angled supports and sturdy iron brackets. In various places along both beams were eyebolts for securing a victim, just as the redheaded girl was being secured. Each arm was raised above her head, and because she was reasonably short, the metal shackles on her wrists were attached to eyebolts high on the support brackets. Only her fingertips reached as high as the crossbeam. Then as the attendant left her writhing miserably against the post, he swiped at the top of the halter dress and tore the wispy thing from her body. A look of mocking contempt appeared on his face as he stalked off, leaving the dress in a pile at her feet, to be stomped on as she suffered her punishment. 
     As soon as he disappeared into the crowd, another man came out with a braided cat o’ nine tales and looked toward Madame Pavlenco for confirmation. 
     “Don’t question me, Victor. I want her whipped,” the woman brusquely spat. 
     “Yes, ma’am,” he bowed. Then he turned toward the bound female and set his feet firmly on the ground, while carefully judging the distance between he and his victim. A few deep breaths followed as he took aim. Then he reared back with his face hardened to the task.
     The blows came raining down fast and without mercy. Even when the poor girl screamed, he did not let up. Obviously, there was some preset number of lashes to be administered because once he’d reached a certain number, he abruptly ended the beating.
     Shelby, who had never seen another woman whipped, felt the blows figuratively scorch her flesh. Before she could rein in her response, her insides were hot and her pussy warm and wet, grinding with a fresh burst of arousal. Coming on so unexpectedly there was no way to squelch the spontaneous response. Although she remained remote and unmoving to the casual observer, giving no indication of the disturbingly painful sensations, the desire to rub herself had never been greater. Certainly she would never do that in a public place or in circumstances like these, but she was also thankful that no one paid any attention to her now. This was not the time to reveal her dark side to a company of strangers. 
     At the moment, all eyes were glued on the suffering girl. Anyone not completely enamored by the spectacle of the beaten female had their eyes on Madame Pavlenco, who was as fascinating to watch as the poor victim. Although her face was rigid, beneath the cold fury of her eyes and taut mouth was a passionately beating heart. If one were able to register the temperature of her crotch, they would have found it burning with heat as she observed the young woman suffer her beating.
     As soon as the right number of lashings had been laid on, the executioner, Victor, stood back, and following some moments of reflection, Madame Pavlenco moved forward into the ring, her hips swaggering with authority. She reached the girl and whispered something in her ear that made the poor thing shudder. Then she ran her fingernails down the welted back, digging in to further wound her trembling prey. Though the Madame listened to the whimpering cries, all the moaning and the breathy protests were barely heard and completely ignored. 
     “Bring me the weights,” Madame finally turned around, delivering her order. Victor assisted once again, emerging from the crowd and handing her two shiny stainless steel balls attached to thin chains. “Bind her feet,” Madame ordered. “I want them wide apart.” The girl wore shackles on her ankles that were effortlessly attached to eyebolts that had been cemented into the ground. With her feet wide, her body was more vulnerable than ever. “Perfect,” the Madame said once Victor stepped away. 
     From where Shelby stood, she could see between the girl’s thighs that she’d been pierced with what looked like two rings that dangled from her labia. To these, the Madame attached the steel balls, weighing down the sensitive flesh.
     “Oh, please, Madame, no!” The first intelligible cry from the sobbing girl rose up as an angry shout. 
     Countering back, the woman slapped her ass, then pulled in tightly, her voice loud enough for all to hear this time. “You think I would have mercy on you, you foolish little traitor!” The Madame turned again. “The paddle, Victor,” she blared. Scurrying to the sidelines, Victor found the black bag he’d brought with him. From it the nastiest of wooden paddles was withdrawn, one with holes drilled across the six inch wide surface. The business end was a good ten inches long and attached to a sturdy leather handle.      
     Swinging freely, Madame delivered blows that connected with the girl’s behind and with each, the heavy steel balls stretched the girl’s pussy further downward. Madame Pavlenco worked into a steady rhythm that had the girl writhing in torment, the sounds of her woe intensifying in the morning air with their unmistakable message of anguish. 
     The two females became one amazing show of pain and passion and sadomasochistic pleasure. The more the girl suffered, the more zealous the Madame became. Shelby even wondered if the woman orgasmed as she beat her victim. Certainly, the way her face lit up and her body shuddered toward the end of the session suggested that she’d thoroughly enjoyed the sadistic display of her power over this pitiful creature. 
     And Jessup had said that the brothel would be less sadistic than his detention center! Shelby recalled that promise clearly. But, of course, Jessup was prone to lie when it suited him. His voice rang inside her head…
       I say a lot of things that I don’t mean. I wouldn’t bother trying to find out which is true and which is bullshit.
       The woman was as brutal as the Colonel, which only reinforced the fact that Shelby had no desire to be tied up and tortured as this young woman had been. If it hadn’t been clear to her before, it was clear to her now – she would step on no one’s toes in this new place. She’d make no waves. She’d go submissively into this next ordeal, knowing that only divine intervention could save her. There would be little way to save herself while under the jurisdiction of Madame Stafania Pavlenco. If Shelby correctly understood the next steps in her captivity, ones Jessup alluded to in their last conversations, she could only hope that whoever purchased her would have some degree of mercy, a trait obviously lacking in the ruthless Madame. 
 
When Madame Pavlenco finally finished with the girl, she turned and walked away, offering up a triumphant smile to her company of friends, or followers, or whoever these strangers happened to be. Shelby could only guess. Then, almost as an afterthought, Madame abruptly stopped her trek toward the house and turned toward Shelby. After a few moments of careful inspection, she strolled a little closer to the newcomer.
     “So, I suppose you’ve learned something?” she asked. Her cool reserve had returned, her manner as placid as still water.
     “Yes, ma’am, I have,” Shelby replied in her most submissive voice. 
     “Very good.” Madame peered at her more closely, lifting Shelby’s chin for a closer scrutiny. Then she managed a cool smile as if she liked what she saw. 
     She turned away, and without further comment, Madame disappeared into the lavish house. The brief moments that followed allowed Shelby her first real look at her new home. The walls were a pale pink stucco and the roof was tiled in blue like a French country house. The windows and doors were rounded at the top and surrounded by fieldstone, while on one side of the building, a rambling vine of ivy climbed upward toward the chimney. What might have looked like a forbidding mansion was softened by the erotic vine, making it appear as charming as a quaint country inn. The surrounding area was dotted with fruit trees and fields of maturing grapevines, completing an innocuous pastoral setting for the Madame’s house that would belie the kind of harsh reality that was apparently a way of life at the brothel. 
     However, as innocuous as the country brothel might have appeared at first, another cell awaited Shelby Ryan once she was led inside the house. Escorted by one of the men who had attended the whore’s whipping, Shelby was taken to her new home through a side door near the kitchen. She would see little of the rest of the house while she was there, again confined to a small secluded space. Her new cell was much like the one at Jessup’s detention center, although the air inside was far warmer, and there was a pallet bed on the floor, a pillow, a blanket and a chamber pot. Under dismal circumstances, one becomes thankful for small things.
     Her escort didn’t say a word as he pushed her into the small space, and Shelby was too afraid to speak. But once the lock clicked shut and the fellow was about to walk off, the captive found her voice. “What’s to happen to me?” she called out in sudden desperation. Her hands clung to the cell’s bars, while a moment of panic swept her submissive calm away. 
     The man moved her way, taking a moment to appreciate her fine body, when it had not seemed to affect him before. “Hell if I know,” he answered. “But I imagine you’ll come in mighty handy for some man’s hard prick.” He cackled as he turned around and sauntered off. 
     
There were two cells side by side, both close to the kitchen – something Shelby could tell by way the fine smells of cooking food wafted down the corridor and into her small space. In the distance, she heard the sounds of chattering voices, clanking pots and running water, the sounds of a busy kitchen preparing the midday meal. 
     A long time passed during which Shelby realized that she’d become very thirsty. Finally calling out for water, she was rewarded when not a minute later a barefoot girl in a skimpy costume came running down the corridor with an earthenware cup. 
     “Shhhhhhhh.” Her finger covered her lips as she pushed the cup of water between the bars and rattled on in a language Shelby did not understand. Shelby thanked the girl with a smile and her silence, having gratefully accepted the drink of water. 
     The girl smiled back and left in a hurry, leaving the scent of fear in her wake.
     Later there was food – a small repast of meat and fresh-tasting vegetables – but still no Madame Pavlenco, and not word on her fate. It would seem that the wheel of bad fortune turned slowly in this place and for hours she would wait in dreary silence. That night Shelby fell soundly asleep, then toward dawn, when the light in her dank corner of the house began to lighten, she began to dream, moving in her consciousness back and forth from the present to the past…
 
She stood in front of Jessup naked, feeling his eyes intent on her, his hand grazing her body,  her limbs trembling, her pussy ravenous with sexual heat. He would whisper in her ear and she practically swooned against him. More of his hot breath and she sunk to her knees with lust, grappling for the cock hidden in his pants. 
     “You little beast…” he said, standing over her begging body, smirking.
     Jessup’s face so clear one minute became another face in the blink of an eye. “Mr. Darcy,” she sobbed, looking up into the steely eyes of her owner with a face of fear. 
     “Please, please don’t sell me away…please…” 
     And then Padraig’s smiling eyes and handsome face appeared to her and she woke up sobbing, begging her mind to bring him back. But already his face had vanished and she could not even recall what he looked like.


Chapter Seven
 
“You are not right in the head, are you?” 
     Shelby raised up from the pallet and looked across the cell, seeing the girl from the whipping post huddled before her, looking limp as a rag. She was such a small thing. So frail. Her wild mop of red hair overpowered her slight body.
     “You?”
     “Me? Yes, Eugenia. An’ you?” She spoke with only a slight accent, but one that was strangely familiar though Shelby couldn’t quite place it.
     “I’m Shelby.”
     “You were there, you saw it all, huh?” the girl wondered aloud, cocking her head. Her face was quite pretty now that the thick make up had been worn away from all her crying.
     “I did. You must have made the Madame very angry.”
     “Ach! Madame always angry. Nasty bitch. Only when she makes love is she human.”
     “And you’ve made love to her?”       
     She laughed. “Of course, everyone in this house is hers. We belong to Madame. We worship her. Then she tires of us and she sells us down the river.” Eugenia chortled in a strange sort of way. Frowning, her face looked miserable and disturbed, pale as a ghost. She fidgeted nervously with her clothes. With the bright halter dress long gone, she wore a thin white shift that hardly hid a thing from a discerning eye. Her heavy breasts pressed against the fabric, her dark nipples just small pebble-like shapes making clear indentations against the stark white.
     “Is that what she’s doing to you? Selling you down the river?” Shelby wondered.
     “Me. I’m just like everyone else. I try to be different. I try to love her, I try hard to love her and do what she wants. But, always she ends up hating us. Don’t bother with Madame, you end up scorned like all the rest.” She gave up a deep sigh and settled into the side of the cell, with her hands clutched to her breast, her eyes shifting, then her entire being drifting away for a long while. 
     Had she gone mad! 
     “So, what has my poor Eugenia told you, Ms. Ryan?” a sultry voice interrupted Shelby’s reverie.
     She looked up, seeing that Madame Pavlenco had glided down the corridor unseen and had obviously been listening to the strange dialogue between her two slaves. 
     “Nothing, ma’am. Nothing that makes any sense to me.” 
     Madame stood in the corridor beyond the cell’s bars, dressed in her black from neck to toe, her hands on hips, her demeanor more benign than what Shelby had previously experienced.
     “But maybe it will make sense to you after you’ve been here a while,” her voice was mellow and melodic now, quite different than the harsh one that had crackled in the morning air. “Eugenia is very astute. She will have lots of nasty tales to tell you about me. You can assume that her stories are true. If you think she’s mad, you’ll find that she only takes after her mistress. Some think I’m as mad as the mad hatter. I prefer to think of myself as wickedly brilliant. You see, those that think I’m mad haven’t had the opportunity to see me when I’m sane, or if they did, they didn’t realize what they were seeing. I find it exhilarating to be seen as eccentric and peculiar. I even get that lovely ‘mysterious’ label sometimes. I’ve spent a good deal of time crafting my persona. Years in fact. I studied corporate executives in the West for many years, which is why my English is so precise.” She laughed lightly. “It’s a bit daunting when my customers travel so far into the wilds of these shadowy places only to find a woman with Eastern blood speaking to them in the language they understand. All part of my craft.
     “One thing you’ll surely learn is that for all the talk of madness and eccentricity, I rule my little kingdom here with an iron fist and no one crosses me. I think perhaps you got that point today.” Madame Pavlenco suddenly sighed heavily, a little sadly in fact, as if she felt some remorse clutching at her hardened heart. Suddenly, her mood shifted and she spoke crisply. “Well, now that you’ve heard my little speech, you can prepare yourself for tonight. I’m afraid that I need to call you into service immediately, since Eugenia is going through a spell, as you can well see.” In fact, Eugenia seemed to have passed out on the cell floor; she hadn’t budged or made a sound since the Madame had announced her presence. “You’ll take her clients tonight, standard fucking mostly, but if one of the men should ask for something out of the ordinary – which here would mean heavy bondage or beating – you will direct them to me first. I do make certain that my girls are protected from the thugs. Since you will eventually be sold, I don’t want to see your value slide. What I’m glad about is that you are amenable to the hard action. So many of the girls have to be sexually reprogrammed to endure pain. And that takes so much time, such a tedious thing. However, Col. Jessup assures me that won’t be necessary with you, that you have a natural predilection for masochistic sex. He also said your body heals fast. That’s very good. You don’t know how grateful I am that you won’t be out of service for too many days after a good session. But then that sometimes can’t be helped when most of our customers tend to prefer a clean slate on which to write their tales of power.”
     The women sighed again, “So, Shelby, Victor will be along shortly to get you ready for tonight. And please,” her brow furrowed as if she were perplexed, “do put a little sweetness into your expression. You’ve looked like nothing but a dour urchin since you’ve been here. Certainly we’re a far cry better than that grimy detention facility the Colonel runs. Here, my whores can’t afford to wear their emotions on their sleeves. So whatever feelings of gloom and doom you might be entertaining because fate has led you to me, rid yourself of them now. If you enjoy sex at all, you might even enjoy the night. There are no injunctions against a few good orgasms, so why not indulge yourself? Most of the men are clean and well kept. Not those rugged-smelling brutes you normally find. I’m very particular about my whores and my clients, which makes my brothel one of the finest in Eastern Europe. I think you’ll find it a rather pleasant place.” Her attempt at a smile was strained but reasonably genuine. And then her glib speech was over. 
     For one brief moment the bizarre thought flashed through Shelby’s mind that she was in the presence of a country club wife arranging a cocktail party. Weird, how the mind twists itself in extreme circumstances such as these. Only after Madame Pavlenco left and Shelby shook herself back to reality did she let that crazy thought go.
     As far as Shelby could tell, the Madame of the house was quite sane, alarmingly sane in fact. Everything else was just a show, intended to throw the rest of her world off guard so that she could remain in control. For God’s sake the woman even spelled it out in plain, and, yes, very articulate English. Who could argue with that? If she hadn’t feared her so much, Shelby might have admired her cunning. 
 
Of course, there was Eugenia still huddled in the corner of the cell. Her white shift had ridden up so that Shelby could see the marks from her beating, savage welts that would take days to heal. She seemed to be sleeping peacefully, until Shelby’s staring eyes penetrated her somnambulant stupor and the girl awoke.
     “Oh, damn! My pussy aches!” Eugenia sat up, grimacing. Suddenly wide awake, she launched into an amazing monologue. “You know the way she stretched my labia? She likes to do that, she likes to make it hurt like hell. She’s teaching me to absorb the pain. I’ll bet that you didn’t know that she attached the weights to my inner labia, did you? Not the outer ones. That’s what everyone would think. Those  wouldn’t have hurt at all. No, it’s the inner ones that arouse her, that caught her fancy because mine are so naturally pronounced. She says she’s only enhancing what God has already given me. She’ll stretch them out until they are dangling between my outer lips, until they are red and swollen, signaling my sexual ripeness, my fertility.” Eugenia laughed for a moment before being reduced to tears again. “Isn’t that ironic. I’m not fertile at all. That was taken from me…” her sad voice drifted and she gazed down at her bruised knees, picking at the skin in a disturbing way. Then her face transformed again, and she looked up with a lighter expression, speaking wistfully. “Sometimes I think she’s making me into a freak. She does that, you know. Turns us into freaks, when it suits her. Watch your back, Shelby Ryan, make sure you watch your back. I was once a little American girl from Maine. Maine, what a nice sound that has, firm, steady. It’s a very sober place, but not nearly as sober as Madame’s Pavlenco’s house.”
     Shelby shivered from the base of her spine to her fingertips. The warning from Eugenia’s lips might have been so much nonsense, just like much of what she said. But in that instant, the redheaded girl was brutally honest. As sane as Shelby would ever know her to be. And her warnings were not ones that she would take lightly. 
     
For nearly three days Shelby was on call in the house as resident whore. Because she was new, all the regulars had to try her out. They took turns, rolled dice to see who had the right to initiate her as a prostitute, then rolled the dice again to see who had her next. 
     In a few hours, once word got around that there was a sexy American in the brothel, a fight nearly broke out. Shelby was huddled on the sidelines, her eyes wide with fear as the men tussled with each other, trading barbs in a foreign tongue. 
     Suddenly, Madame Pavlenco appeared on the scene in the common room, hands on hips and a withering smile on her red-painted mouth. The room fell silent and the fight immediately stopped, four petrified men shaking off their anger, knowing what would come of it should they continue. 
     Madame looked at Shelby. “You’re the cause of this. On the table!” she ordered tersely. 
Once the champagne glasses were swept away, Shelby mounted a small cocktail table with the help of a vigilant Victor. Balance proved difficult since she was wearing high heels along with the slinky red dress. But when she was about to stumble back against Victor, Madame rifled a reproving grimace her way. “Deal with this, Ms. Ryan. Don’t make me have to take out my anger on your lovely body.”
     “Yes, ma’am,” and Shelby stood up straight as an arrow, finding a focal point on which to focus her attention. A few seconds ticked by and she almost relaxed.
     “So,” a more pleasant Madame Pavlenco gazed at her minions, “you want her, you’ll have to bid for her services. Let’s start with a thousand, you’re all good for twice that, so don’t complain.”
     Until that point, Shelby had not been naked the entire four hours she’d been working the floor. The men that took her were too anxious to make her strip. Twice in her cunt and three blow-jobs; Madame was right, whoring was easy in this place, and at least so far she was enjoying a honeymoon with the brothel customers; one to enjoy while it lasted. No, she didn’t particularly want to be giving up her body for cash, but there were worse things. 
     For the auction, however, Shelby was in the Madame’s hands and the woman planned to make a show of it. 
     “I think a little strip-tease, what do you think?” Madame Pavlenco turned to the crowd.
       Shouts, catcalls and whistles followed. Shelby had only to think of the girly bars at home…Mr. Darcy had taken her there once. Ironic now. 
     With a fresh burst of confidence and buoyed by a sudden change in background music to something that was decidedly more erotic, Shelby began to move as she’d been ordered, slowly at first, but not faltering in the slightest. She could see the lust in the men’s eyes, their momentary adoration of her sex. She knew that adoration would falter once she became just another girl in Madame’s whorehouse. But for now, that didn’t bother her. Her body fed off their attention, her lust on their lust. What had been difficult in her past, the blatant exposure of her body to strangers was easy for her now, her inhibitions tossed away in a place where having inhibitions mattered to no one, and for her, could be a definite liability. 
     Maybe Jessup was right, she would get used to a new life and forget about the one she lost. The music moved inside her with its steady beat, while the look in the old men’s eyes held her enthralled. She was gone. Yes, Jessup was right. Her past, her life were losing their grip, all of it drifting away. This was Shelby now, the sexy dancer, the peep show queen, the brothel whore, clamoring for their attention, for the horny adoration of a room full of appreciative men
     The dance became more lurid, all about showing off decadent innocence, her natural self. She needed no prompting to move the exhibition further; she lifted the hem of her skirt, smiling coyly at their catcalls and slowly inching the dress up her dancing legs and swaying hips. 
     On the sidelines, the Madame collected money, while quickly making a ledger of who would be fucking her and when. By the time Shelby flung the dress off over her head and danced naked for her audience, Madame was smiling fiercely.
     The beat of the music slowed, the dance coming to its end with the trampy, naked American girl grinning down at her customers. 
     “So, now you need to fuck them, Shelby,” Madame finally announced as the music diminished in volume. “Sergei.” She motioned to the first man, and Sergei, a hefty fellow with a pleasant smile, lifted Shelby from the table and carried her over his shoulder up the stairs and into Eugenia’s vacant room. What Eugenia wasn’t using was Shelby’s for the night. In fact, for the next seventy-two hours this would be her brothel, a one woman whorehouse with men that came and went in a steady procession. Whatever money crossed hands she didn’t see. She was more than just a whore, she was Madame Pavlenco’s slave.
     There were cocks for her mouth and for her cunt and eventually her ass. Sometimes two at once – double, triple penetration made her especially delirious. 
     She moved from man to man with thoughtless efficiency. If one was a particularly good lover, she might find her body experiencing a rousing climax; though most were clumsy and ineffective in the lovemaking department; out for the quick thrill. She did no more than spread her legs. The ones that came in twos and threes could be brutal; but they were often the most interesting fucks. Three days of nearly nonstop fucking – it was a lot to handle but for the most part, the hours went by in dreamy blur. 
 
When two young blond men came roaring in, their egos were bloated with ale, their cocks hard and jutting from their pants like spears. Shelby had seen this kind before.
     She was naked and brushing out her hair, when after a half hour reprieve, Madame sent them up to her room. Just what she needed: two more eager young bucks. After long hours with little sleep and almost no food, she hardly had enough energy for more.     At least they were pleasing to look at.
     “Pretty, huh?” The one young man whispered to his friend. 
     “Ja! Nice.” He was bigger than his friend, brutish looking but with the boyish smile of a virgin.
     “You take her cunt, huh?”
     “Ja!” He yanked her away from the dressing table where she’d been applying a fresh coat of make-up. He then laid down on the bed and pushed Shelby’s face into his hairy crotch. Resigned to another hour laboring for Madame Pavlenco, her lips covered the organ before her, enjoying the newness of a young man’s first time. When she had him hard, sticking straight up in the air, she pulled away, and rose up on his body, straddling his hips. As she mounted his erection, the long thing speared her to the end of her vagina.
     “Ooo, you are very good,” she purred in the boy’s ear as she moved down against his torso. As her tongue danced along his earlobe she felt his body quicken. He began to groan with his excitement mounting fast. Then as if he’d been fucking all his life, he grabbed her hips and began to thrust upwards, picking up speed as he built up confidence, banging away in a ruthless rhythm until his friend settled in behind Shelby’s ass, and started to work her asshole with his finger. 
     The young brute shouted in his foreign tongue; the handsome blond shouted back. An argument ensued. The two men fought for the right to fuck her, all the while the virgin never stopped his assault of her pussy. The heated battle stopped when the blond behind her finally thrust his erection into her asshole and reamed her with the same frenetic fervor as his young friend. They came explosively within seconds of each other, leaving Shelby torn, her weary body in rebellion and an unexpected anger rising up from a place in her she hardly knew. 
     “Get out!” She would have shouted from the top of her lungs but she was much too tired and the vehement order came out in a throaty whisper. 
     Scared, they fled. Over three days and she was dead to the world. 
     When the next customer found her passed out, he tried to shake her awake, but she wasn’t budging. Madame Pavlenco tried to arouse her too, but Shelby did nothing but groan. 
     “Leave her be,” a voice behind the Madame spoke, masculine and steady, carrying some authority. “What do you expect when you work your girls so many hours?”
       “Oh, she’s just getting geared up,” Madame said.   
     “So, let her rest, the boys below can wait until she’s ready.”
 
In her dreams, Mr. Darcy opened an enormous door leading her into a vast room. The party had been going on all night. Though morning was about to dawn in the Eastern sky, the night inside the big hall was still intense, thick with the smell of smoke and sex. 
     He made her strip. All the other girls were stripped, so why not Shelby too? “Please,” she turned to her owner and pleaded for all she was worth, but he slapped her face in a reminder of who she was. 
     “You will do this,” his terse words repeated in her mind like a mantra for the rest of the night.
     He played with her body, showing the growing masses that observed how silly her protests truly were. She was deeply aroused in all the lowly places of her body, huge convulsive spasms rent her groin, making her high-heeled nakedness fall into her owner’s arms as she gasped. She’d lost control, moaning uncontrollably as the climax continued.
     After coming, she remained pressed against him, while he reached around and pried her ass cheeks wide. His large fingers made the exhibition easy, the taut rosette of her nether hole now on display. “On the floor, Shelby. Show them,” he ordered, and he pushed her listless body away from his. 
     “Please, sir, no!” she tried one more protest. 
     An abusive shove followed. “Show them where you want their cocks!” he ordered. “Show them, Shelby, show them!” Show them, Shelby, show them! His command rang in her ear, over and over until her shoulders were forcefully pressed against the hardwood floor. She reached back and opened wide her two ass cheeks to let them see what was theirs to take. An open invitation meant plenty of takers that night. Like any other night with Mr. Darcy, she could not object to his demands. Even if she waged a rebellion she was sure to lose. He was always there, reminding her of the truth, the hard facts of Shelby Ryan, the bare-faced evidence of a submissive who could do nothing but surrender to the man that owned her. This was her fate, her most treasured desire, what made her tick and her life work; to the end of her days she could imagine nothing but this man’s rule over her life. On the floor at his feet, her ass exposed, the welcome obvious; her rear end was already swaying erotically, proof of what he swore to them. She proved him right and her protest foolish when she nearly orgasmed as the first rock hard cock entered her rectum and began the night of her anal awakening. She had taken Mr. Darcy’s cock in her ass, but this was very different.
     They gave her a bed eventually, when she complained that her knees were aching too much to continue. Even in bed, however, the fucking was no less brutal or unwelcome. 
     Mr. Darcy won again.


Chapter Eight
 
“You’ve been dreaming, girl,” Jessup informed Shelby when her eyes finally opened in Madame’s brothel.
     “What?” she could barely pull herself up on the bed. “What’s going on?”
     “You really are out of it.”
     “I’ve been fucking every man within a hundred miles who has a hard cock, what do you expect?” Even delirious she could manage a wry retort to suit Jessup. She ran her hand through her hair, trying to open her eyes on the dimly lit room. She’d hardly had the time to inspect it, not with her legs splayed and the door opening again soon after it had closed on another man, another man to fuck. “How long’s it been?”
     “Stafania says you’ve been here nearly four days; you’ve been working the floor and in this room for better part of three. Hardly a break since you started. She’s quite impressed, thinking she might not sell you after all, if you can make her this kind of money every week.” 
     “Like I could go on like this nonstop?” Her heart refused to ache. No point in it. But at least she could argue for her limitations. She was just an innocent coffeehouse waitress four weeks ago. God! Was it four weeks? Or four months? Time meant nothing in captivity. “Can’t you get me out of here?”
     “Aw, don’t you worry, pretty girl. The bloom will be off the rose soon enough and you’ll be onto other duties elsewhere. This is just one place among a long string of sexual assignments awaiting you, Shelby.”
     “So why are you here?” Maybe she was waking up, maybe her mind had cleared and she could see things a little more plainly. “How long have I been asleep?”
     “Maybe ten hours. No one counts the hours in a place like this.”
     “So, my question, Jessup, why are you here?” 
     “This is were I go to get away from work,” he said. “There’s nothing like a good rollicking whorehouse to soothe a sadist’s soul.” He grinned. And then the cigar came out, so did the lighter and soon he was puffing away, sending up a cloud of smoke enough to choke them both. Shelby hated to admit that she’d gotten used to the fragrance of his cigars; maybe forever she would associate him with the sweet aromas. Certainly her body would respond whenever that scent filled her nostrils. Memories would return.
     “You’ve got to be kidding, you come here to soothe your soul?”
     She laughed and so did he. 
     “And why not? You have no idea the demands my job makes on me,” he spoke mockingly. “It’s not all Shelby Ryans coming through my door. Not every man or woman is as fine a fuck as you are.”
     “I guess that makes me special.”
     “Sure it makes you special.”
     “And you want me now?” Somehow staring into his eyes, listening to his voice, and smelling the heavy scent of his cigar made her numb body come to life again. Impossible, she thought, but regardless of what she’d done in the last three days, her crotch began to ache and her belly spasm. Her lust was racing away with her again. 
     “You want me, don’t you?” he said, smugly.
     “Why would I want you, Jessup? Why?” She was practically pleading with him for a decent answer.
     “Because we are so damn right for each other. I’m a sadist. You’re a masochist. We fit like fine gloves.”
     “Right,” she sarcastically bit off. And yet, her body throbbed with want.
     She waited for him. She could afford to bide her time. She figured that as long as he was in Eugenia’s room with her, there would be no one else to bother her. Madame Pavlenco would not dare interrupt them. He could smoke his cigar, eat cheese and grapes from the bowl at his side and share the beer he brought. When he was ready, he could have her and she wouldn’t resist. Would it be easier for her because she knew the man? Fit like fine gloves… Geez, what an idea!
     “So, you want to beat me first?” she finally asked him after a long silence and plenty of sidelong glances. 
     “You want to be beaten?” he asked.
     “No, I’ve had my fill for a while. Just thought you expected it.”
     “Perhaps I’ve come to appreciate a good fuck the way I appreciate a fine cigar.”
     “So, come on, Colonel, fuck me.” She pulled the sheet down off her naked breasts and put her hands to her side, reminding him of what he came for. A whimsical smile, a little laughter, a seductive twinkle in her eye. He wasn’t half the bastard he claimed he was – nor was she the slut she pretended to be now.
     On the bed Jessup got a little brutal. After the initial rough foreplay, he threw her onto her stomach, raised her rear end and spanked her ass until it was hot and sore, and the juices were flowing from her pussy. When he turned her back around, she was more than ready to take him; she wanted him as much as she could ever want any man. He was hard and big and made her pussy respond in all the ways she loved. She raised her legs up on his shoulders and let him pound her hard. 
     It wasn’t that she needed more fucking – her pussy was sore as hell and screaming for him to stop as much as it screamed for him to go on. The rest that Shelby’s pussy craved meant little with Jessup in the room and wanting her. He actually kissed her on the mouth like he meant it. His tongue probed between her lips and she probed back. He held her and she held him, and for a long while after he ejaculated and their hot juices mingled together, they lay in each other’s embrace like lovers. 
     If only, eventually, she found a man like this one to own her – well, she could do without all the rampant sadism. But she could take the good with the bad if she had to, as long as there was some good in the man that purchased her. Wherever she landed in the next few days or weeks, she could hope for this much from her sad fate – along with a little mercy from a relentless God she seemed to fail every time she wanted something good for herself.
 
A drowsy silence in the predawn kept voices to a murmur, cries of ecstasy to easy groans. Madame was sleeping, as were her whores. Jessup and Shelby were in Eugenia’s room, while the crazed Eugenia was sleeping in Shelby’s cell. 
     No one stirred for a long while, all was much too cozy inside this blanket of silence – for soon the cock was about to crow the morning, and all hell about to break loose in Madame Stafania Pavlenco’s brothel. 
     Emerging from the woods and fields, mercenaries dressed in black from head to toe crept close to the house, finally scaling walls, moving through windows, dropping everywhere around the silent residence like enormous spiders looking for prey.
     Suddenly, doors burst wide open, one by one along the corridor in the hallway of whores, until Eugenia’s door opened too, and Shelby Ryan sat up naked, looking into the eyes of a masked raider. 
     “Shelby Ryan?” 
     “Yes.” She gazed back breathlessly.
     “I’m here to take you home,” the man said.
     Jessup heard it all and was alarmed, although his pistol was on the far side of the room and there was no time to act – and no reason. The prayer on his lips was that the prisoner would make it safely out of harm’s way, while the rest of the brothel was left alone. 
     But then that was not the plan…
 
Shelby was lifted from bed and carried through the house in the arms of her brawny rescuer, then taken swiftly to a chopper hovering at ground level in an open field. As soon as she was lifted off the brothel’s grounds, the terrain surrounding the house was covered by a web of agents, mercenaries and local soldiers. Jessup would get away because he was trained for quick exits and he knew all the trails that led through the woods. The rest of the Madame’s operation wouldn’t be so lucky. 
 
“Who the hell are you?” Shelby’s whisper was more of a shout. The noisy helicopter had risen like a winged beast into the morning light. She clung fiercely to the blanket that covered her naked body, unsure if this was a rescue or just another in her odyssey of capture and punishment. 
     “I said, I’m here to take you home,” the man whispered back, his lips right close to her ear so she could hear him clearly over the vibrating sound. “You’ve done your part, Ms. Ryan. You’re going home.” 
     The noise was too loud for further conversation. But the long road home had begun.
     One minute a fate written from the pages of the devil’s handbook, the next the normalcy of her real life.
     And she still had no idea what the hell was on that damned disk.


Chapter Nine
 
A knock on the door. She was barely awake. Barely back in the real world. Two days from captivity, nothing seemed real and that elusive home she was promised still seemed very far away. 
     With the cozy, white hotel bathrobe cinched around her waist, she peeked out the door. 
     Pierre Dansk, the agent in charge stood there stiff and cordial as ever.
     “Shelby, there’s someone waiting for you in the lobby,” he said as she opened the door further. He made no move to step inside. “He’s anxious to see you.”
     “Who is it?”
     “Shall I send him up?”
     “Who are you talking about?” She had a feeling that she knew the answer.
     “I was going to let that be a surprise,” he managed a strained smile.
     “Oh, puh-lease.” She was too tired for games.
     “We’re finished with the debriefing, Ms. Ryan, so I really just wanted to give you this,” he handed her a package. “Your passport and a ticket home, some cash. Should be everything you need until you’re stateside. I also send along a grateful thanks from your superiors; your service to the company has been exemplary.”
     She took the envelope, her hand shaking for god knows what reason, since this was what she’d been waiting for since her rescue. “Thank you…I guess,” she said with some hesitation. She looked him in the eye.
     “What you do from now on is up to you, but I’d suggest a quick trip back to the States.”
     “I want nothing more than that.”
     “So, I’ll send up your visitor.”
     Before she could wring the visitor’s name from Pierre’s tight lips, he’d disappeared into the nearby elevator. 
     
Petit Maison was a small French Hotel in Vienna, three floors and Shelby’s room was on the second floor. It would only take a few steps before the visitor was at her door, and yet, by the time she heard the knock, her anxiety had already risen. When she opened the door she was still wearing the bathrobe since she hadn’t had time to change. Her wavy hair was pleasantly disheveled, and she hadn’t a lick of make-up on her face. Yet despite her apparent sleepy state, she looked terribly sexy to her visitor in such a pleasing state of disarray. 
     One look at the man and her eyes opened wide with shock. 
     “Ohmygod!” The breath was practically knocked from her body. 
     Before her stood her handsome Padraig – not the man she expected. 
     “Padraig! Oh, my god!” With her body suddenly functioning again, she jumped into his arms, tears streaming down her cheeks. 
     “Aye, lass, you look like the prettiest rose on the vine.”
     Then at last, the reality of the man, the muscles, the brawn, the Irish in his voice, and her head began to clear. She finally pulled back enough to see his strong and placid face. Nothing had changed about that. She set her feet back to the floor and pulled him inside the room, closing the door behind them. 
     “How did you know?” she asked.
     “What? That you were missing…? Christine called me when you didn’t arrive in Vienna. I contacted the State department…the last few weeks have been a nightmare…”
     “Oh, my, how you must have worried!”
     “Yes. Worried like I have never been in my life.” 
     “But how did you get to Vienna?” 
     He laughed. “A plane. I hardly had the wings to fly.” 
     “But, I thought you didn’t have any…you know…money…” she was reluctant to even mention this. 
     “I borrowed the fare from a friend, no worry, my girl. You think when you were missin’, when we thought you were dead that I’d miss the chance to see you are alive an’ well?”
     “You have no idea?” she shook her head. 
     “You, doan need to say a word, Shelby. I’m just here to hold you.”
     That was what he did for a good long while – simply hold her in his arms until it was clear to her that there was no going back to the brothel, or Jessup or the cruelty of her last months’ captivity.
     
***
 
Why did it disturb her that Padraig was there to take her home? Perhaps because there was so little she wanted to tell him about her incarceration. She could sense how much the kind of cruelty she suffered would hurt him. What would he think if she told him she’d fucked dozens of men in a whorehouse, or was brutally whipped, or had been the center of vicious gang rapes? What would an Irish Catholic boy think of that? Worse, what would an Irish Catholic boy think of her response to the work of sadists? Could he even fathom that, being a natural masochist – something of which he was unaware – that she could walk away relatively unscathed by the rough treatment?
     No, unscathed was not exactly the word to describe her response to her ordeal. She’d been brutally abused, her body marked; her pussy had seen too many cocks, and what’s to say those cocks were clean and she wasn’t taking home some sexual disease? The doctors seemed to think that she was fine. But what about her soul? Had they been able to inspect that, would they have seen the wounds there? So what if she’d been an unknowing party to the take down of a massive slave and porn ring. Small comfort that was, when the tight hold on her psyche that kept her emotions in check finally began to give way. The real truth of her mortal fright surfaced, disturbing any sense of peace she’d managed to cling to. Even as bad as it was with the man who’d trained her at nineteen to be a submissive sex slave, she’d never felt so unsafe and insane as she had been in Col. Jessup’s detention facility. She had been condemned by her own desires at the same time she was saved by them.
     Even so, this shouldn’t have happened. No, it should not have happened. Not to her or any woman.
     And she couldn’t tell her dear, sweet Padraig Finnian any of it. The man just wouldn’t understand. 
     Shelby had hoped that before she left Vienna, she might have some time to herself, time to put the pieces of her life back together. Maybe then, when she returned home, she might go about her life as a coffeehouse waitress, and Padraig’s fresh-faced girlfriend. She’d let time handle the rest. 
     But she didn’t have the luxury of time. Her worlds – the masochistic one and the normal Shelby Ryan world – had suddenly collided in a hotel room in Vienna. The sex slave Shelby was no where near restrained as she should be. Not back in her box, not safe inside that sheltered place inside her psyche. She was not back to normal, not yet the pleasant young woman she always appeared to be in Padraig Finnian’s company. Nothing could have been more comforting than having Padraig there to hold, and nothing could have been more unsettling. 
 
***
 
That first night, they ate in a pleasant restaurant, sipping wine and enjoying divine food. Padraig’s treat.
     “You must be holding out on me,” Shelby declared, suspiciously. “This is going to cost a fortune.”
     “So what if it does? It’s money well spent, lass. I imagine that you didn’t get food like this when you were…” he did not want to finish the statement. His head was bowed and cocked to the side, his eyes peering up at her, smoldering, sexy and sincere. 
     “No, I didn’t get food like this.” The silence that followed became uncomfortable. “You want to know about it, don’t you?”
     “Not if you don’t want to tell me, I don’t. You tell me you want to put it in your past and walk away, I ‘ave no problem with that. I just doan want it troubling you.”
     “Padraig, I can’t talk about it. I can’t. Not now. Maybe sometime. But not now… It’s just too fresh, too vivid, too awful to think about. Besides, I wouldn’t know what to tell you. I mean, you have the gist of it…but the emotion is a raw wound. It’ll take some sorting out, some distance. I’ll have it handled, I know I will. Then maybe…”
     He nodded, pacified enough, at least for the moment. “All right,” he said, although he seemed to be inspecting her the way men had been inspecting her for weeks, as if he was trying to crack open her skull and pick out a piece of her brain where her memories lay unguarded. How far he got, she could not be certain. What he surmised on his own from what he’d been told, she had no idea. But this terrain was too dangerous and she too vulnerable to walk down those precarious roads without some perspective. Only time would give her that.
 
Back in the hotel room, Shelby was tense and edgy. Maybe it was the room, the Petit Maison with its gold and gilt and fancy linens, and the fact that Padraig was a common working man with simple tastes that made him look so out of place inside this luxury  The two didn’t mix. If she’d been home it would have been easier to handle her boyfriend’s presence and find the intimate place they often shared. Only a few short weeks before there’d been no trouble connecting. In fact, they’d been separated for months at a time, and could still find their way back into each other’s arms. The sexual bond between them had seemed to heal whatever pulled them apart, always strong, never shaken.
     Yes, the sex always came back first.
     Until now. There was more awkwardness than erotic feelings between them in the Vienna hotel room. Once she kicked off her shoes and motioned her boyfriend to the couch, she stared around the room, nervously. She was grateful to be staying in a two room suite where the bed was safely behind the bedroom door. No unspoken sexual messages that way. 
     “Would you like another glass of wine?” she asked.
     “Rather have a beer,” he answered.
     “Sure.” She looked through the small wet bar, and pulled out a German brew. Not his Guinness, but it would be better than wine. She held it up for him to see.
     “Why not?”
     His cool reserve was killing her. The way he looked at her with the square jaw, insightful eyes – his presence more enigmatic than ever. Was he speculating about her incarceration? Searching for clues, picking her brain again with unseen fingers? Maybe she should just have told him everything – but she couldn’t bear to talk about Jessup, the sleazy guards, Madame Pavlenco and the rest…
     “I’m taking you home tomorrow,” he finally broke another awkward silence with the bold announcement.
     “That’s good,” she said, settling down in the chair opposite. “I want to be home. I want to be in my own bed.” She sighed heavily, then tentatively took a sip of wine. “But maybe you want to stay here and see the sights? It’s a beautiful city—”
     “I’ve seen enough. I want you home not here. This place gives me the creeps.” He quickly scanned the frilly femininity of the room, then downed half the beer and slammed the bottle on the coffee table a little harder than he’d planned.
     “Me too,” Shelby said with a nervous laugh.
     She could feel a simmering fire in her belly warm her as she continued to drink the rich merlot. But too much in one night and suddenly it began to sour her stomach. Her head began to ache. She set the glass aside and popped up from her seat, too anxious with him just staring at her waiting.
     “Maybe we should see if there’s a soccer match?” she said. 
     She turned toward the TV, but he stopped her. “Maybe you should come sit with me?”
     His words sounded more like a command than a suggestion. Not unlike Padraig’s direct style, but the bravado seemed a little strong even for him. Then again, maybe she was unjustly thinking of her brutal masters – seeing their rough commands as his too. Padraig didn’t give orders, and yet, she felt compelled to obey him. How little time it took to revive the habit Mr. Darcy had trained in her; taking orders had become second nature again. The practice was comfortable, safe, even with Padraig.
     Sitting next to him on the couch, his arm immediately went around her. The snug feeling was significant, even his familiar scent welcomed her inside his space. This was not half as difficult as she thought it might be; all the small things she loved about him were still in place. Who’s to say that recent memories had to prevent her from being close? That her weeks of captivity had to still clutch at her harshly? She relaxed back and for a moment pretended to be Shelby, just Shelby, Padraig’s Shelby. 
     And when he sat up and turned around to look her in the eye, the connection between them she once enjoyed came back, shaky at first, but still there. 
     As if determined to wipe away that recent ugly past, he leaned in and kissed her hard against the mouth, then immediately pulled back.
     “If I come on to you too strongly, it’s because I want you back with me so badly. If those bastards hurt you, I would tear them apart if I could get to them. I never should have let you go.”
     “Let me go? You had no idea. This is not your fault!”
     “That cannot stop me from feeling that way.” 
     He kissed her on the mouth again, then swiftly had the buttons on her blouse opened, his lips and tongue making their way to her breasts, devouring her in a way that shocked her system back to life. Each nipple turned hard and throbbing inside his mouth and her soft flesh proved as malleable as ever.
     “What’s this?” he sat back and stared at the small tattoo, the JPX7. 
     She looked in his eyes, almost afraid to speak. “They had no plans to let me go, Padraig. I was to be sold.”
     His eyes steamed with anger. She thought he wanted to rip the tattoo from her body. 
     “I’m going to have it removed soon as we get back.” Her eyes were tearing, as she wondered if this explanation would satisfy him. Did he wonder the unthinkable: how many hands, how many men, how many cocks had made use of her? 
     But then, Padraig suddenly seemed to calm and his face broke out in a smile. He was remembering to be gentle and non-threatening, and she could almost see his brain working toward that end. “It matters nothing to me. I swear to you, it does not.” 
     He continued his kissing, covering each breast with his lips and then moving down her torso, stripping away her skirt and arriving at the fragrant love nest between her thighs. He suckled her there, bringing back feelings of old, a raw, steamy almost angry arousal rising to the surface in them both. When they changed positions so he could have her crotch more easily, Shelby lay back savoring his loving attention as he devoured her body with a force quite unlike his past sexual performance. She grabbed his head and held on, loving him for his constant ways, his steady determination, the way he skimmed over the truth of her incarceration, ignoring what would have been impossible for most men. 
     If he could forget all that now, so would she. 
     “I need you inside me, Padraig,” she murmured, clutching him more fiercely than ever. 
     “As if I wouldn’t.” He came up for air with a wry smile.
     “You are so very good. So very good to me.”
     “That I am. Now do you mind if I fuck you?”
     “No, sir.”
     “And should I be easy, girl?” 
     “No, no,” she shook her head, “don’t be easy on me, Padraig. Don’t.”
     “Good then.”
       He rose up off the couch and picked her up in his arms, kissing her all the way to the bedroom where he deposited her atop the damask sheets. She watched from the bed as he stripped off his clothes to reveal the gleaming muscles of his torso. His slim hips cradled the base of his jutting spear – the object of her desire. 
     She wanted to taste his essence on her tongue, to lavishly serve him as she did so many men. But he dove for her pussy first. Landing between her outstretched legs, he shoved himself inside her, then fell against the softness of her breasts. As he covered her mouth with another rash of kisses, his hips began to move. 
     What was meant to be tender and loving became raw and steamy and wild. Shelby’s rage was too close to the surface to rein in, and Padraig responded with a startling savagery, a fierceness she rarely saw in him when making love. Forces collided. They grabbed for each other, consumed by pent-up need. Then they rolled from side to side on the hotel bed, clutching, grasping, humping with an animal fervor, tearing away all pretense that her healing would require a gentle hand and careful touch. Neither came until he had her on her hands and knees with his hips behind hers and his cock poised at her ass. He abruptly thrust into her backdoor. A dark eroticism billowed from the verboten place of pleasure and she screamed: “Fuck me, Padraig, do it!” should he have been inclined to hesitate. 
     But there was no real hesitation in Padraig Finnian; any pause was just his sizing up his desires for her. For a moment, he relished the sweetness of her flesh, her malleable ass with its two soft orbs still bearing visible marks from her sufferings in the whorehouse.
     “You doan need ta worry, lass, you’ll get what you want,” he said.
     He plunged inside the tight space after slickening the entry with her juices. 
     They groaned while rocking against each other with the same steadily driving rhythms. They fucked until there was nothing to do but explode on each other, each offering up a string of profanity into the elegant air of the Viennese hotel. A sleazy dive would have been more appropriate for this kind of sex, and yet the irony of their surroundings might be something to laugh about some time later.


Chapter Ten
 
Because the elevator in the office building was broken, Shelby raced up three flights of stairs. She swept past the bewildered young secretary – not even bothering with a wry smirk of recognition seeing such a frail thing at that desk. Even when she barged into the office without knocking, she ignored the poor girl behind her shouting ineffectively, “You can’t go in there, miss!”
     And there he was, sitting so proudly behind his desk, in control as always.
     “You bastard! You worthless piece of swine. Clive Darcy you are the devil’s henchman!” She charged in his direction.
     He might have been amused if there weren’t three men sitting with him discussing important matters with sensitive international repercussions. 
     “I’m sorry, Ms. Ryan, I don’t have time for you now,” he said.
     “Oh, but you will take time for me, Clive,” she countered directly.
     His voice got deeper, the sound of it memorably terse. “You’ll have to wait.”
     “No, I will not wait,” she refused to budge, “and if they” she referred to the three stunned men in suits – “are not out of here in fifteen seconds they can hear what I have to say too.”  
     Darcy turned to his visitors. “If you’ll excuse me, gentlemen,” he said without missing a beat, “I think I need to take care of this right now. I’ll have Miss Jenner show you into the conference room. She’ll have some coffee and snacks available.” With an open arm, he showed them to the main office door and nodded to his secretary. The pretty blonde was shivering in fright, still recovering from the last two minutes. 
     “I’m sorry, sir,” she rushed on, obviously in fear of the man. “I didn’t know—” 
     “Please, Elaine, just show these gentlemen into the conference room,” he said kindly. “A few refreshments, if you will?”
     “Yes, sir.”
     With that handled, he turned back, closed his door and gazed into Shelby Ryan’s steaming eyes. 
     “I see you’re back safe and sound, but I can’t see that it gives you the right to barge in here unannounced.”
     “Don’t talk about ‘rights’ to me, Clive. You had no right to send me on that trip. No right. None.”
     “I’m sorry if it came down the way it did. But I couldn’t afford to tell you in advance.”
     “You couldn’t afford to tell me! What kind of BS is that? You couldn’t tell me that you planned to have me arrested? Interrogate and shipped off to become the target of a ruthless sadist? You put my life at risk. I can’t believe you’d stoop this low.” Her eyes flared again. “You are the most detestable being on the planet.”
     “Am I really?” he laughed, and sat back down behind his desk.
     “I could have been killed!” She leaned over the desk, her attempts to remain cool having failed miserably. 
     “You’re being far too dramatic, Shelby. They wouldn’t have killed you. Your life was never at risk.” He was calm, as clipped in his tone as she expected him to be, and maybe just a little bit ruffled by what he saw before him. “Besides, we had you tracked every hour.”
     “Oh, yes, the chip you planted in my shoulder. As if that would have kept me alive when Col. Jessup and his thugs started beating me. They were men without souls, they didn’t care whether I lived or died. And they certainly would have killed me if they believed for a second that I was planted in their operation to bust up their slave ring. Don’t tell me I was safe, Clive. You were not there.”
     “Sorry. I still can’t see why you’re so steamed,” he dismissively rattled off, “you completed your mission; the nasty slave ring has been destroyed. My team in the area has been trying to shut them down for years. And you, you, Shelby Ryan managed to infiltrate their system and tear it up by the roots. You should be proud of what your little incarceration won for the free world.”
     “Proud? Oh, damn you!” She fought back the tears. “You had me systematically tortured, fearing for my life, and I should be proud of enduring that?”
     He sat back, a little bewildered. “Oh, c’mon now. You’re telling me that you didn’t even wager a guess as to what was happening? All that time, not a guess at all?”
     She looked at him stunned. “No, Clive, I didn’t wager a guess,” she was as much bewildered as she was angry now. “I couldn’t fathom that you would do this to me. It might have crossed my mind, the disk and all that stuff about it, but it was all so vague. No, not until that chopper lifted me away from the brothel and my rescuer was telling me that I’d ‘done my part,’ did it cross my mind that you would place me in harm’s way, having no idea how your treacherous game would play out.” Weakened by the emotion, she stepped back, shaking her head, befuddled as ever, “There was no way you could control the outcome. What’s just as bad is thinking you had the right to use me without my consent.”
     “You are more naïve than I figured, Shelby. You actually think that you were in control of your life, that I wouldn’t use you as I used you before? That you weren’t just one easy trip away from the big one? I’m finding that hard to believe.”
     “I’ve always been naïve, Clive. What I wanted when I left you was a normal life. That’s all I wanted and you knew that.”
     “So why didn’t you make a clean break? Why did you go to Greystoke month after month; why did you keep being my mule, letting me send you to foreign cities with those little packages?”
     “You know why I went to Greystoke. And you know that I wanted nothing to do with his kind of sex games once it was over.”
     “But still you couldn’t stop yourself. All those trips abroad…”
     “Because I believed in what you were doing, Clive. And I trusted you when you said that they would bring me no harm. I trusted you. I did.” She stared at him wonderingly. “But maybe I am getting it now.” She nodded her head. “Yeah. Maybe now I understand the real reason…why you’ve been hanging on to me.”
     “Oh? And what would that be?”
     “After I ended our affair, you gave me to Greystoke to punish me, and when that wasn’t enough, you cooked up this scheme to get back at me, to remind me who I am. You never believed I could let it go, did you? That’s it, isn’t it? You knew what they’d do to me. You knew that I’d suffer blows that you couldn’t give me. And you wanted that. This has been your revenge, the ultimate payback.”
     “Oh, my dear, you are stretching things now way out of proportion,” he almost laughed.
     “I don’t think so.”
     “Think what you want, but you survived to live another day. And look at you now, my sweet. You were exceptional. You were the only one who could have pulled this off. I knew I needed a bonafide masochist like you in that prison and that brothel. It’s too bad I couldn’t have pulled you out sooner, but some things can’t be helped. You don’t seemed to have suffered all that much.”
     “That’s easy for you to say since I’m all in one piece. But let me go back to what I first said: you are a bastard, Clive Darcy. I hope I never lay eyes on you again.” 
     It was time to leave and she was moving toward the door, knowing that freedom was on the other side…
     “So, what are you going to do now, Shelby?” he asked. His voice leapt out at her as it had so many times. 
     She froze a moment, turned around, and then without any further hesitation, she said: “First thing, I’m going to the company doctor and have the microchip removed so you can’t track me anymore. And the tattoo on my breast, I’ll have that removed too, so that my boyfriend won’t be freaked out every time he sees it.”
     “Yes, well those are the easy things. But what are you going to do when those old desires start to leap up on you again and you have no sadist to turn to, hum? No man who will take you to those despicable places?”
     “I don’t know, Clive. I lived without it for nearly three years, and did just fine. But I guess, if I really need it that bad, I’ll find another master.”
     “Yes, I suppose the boyfriend won’t do,” he sneered. Something strangely mystifying about that particular sneer. 
     “What? What do you mean by that?”
     “Nothing really. Just that your Padraig Finnian, isn’t it? He doesn’t seem to fit the class of man you’d be interested in.”
     Class of man? “Well, I certainly wouldn’t want to find a lover from your class of man. Consider this my formal resignation and my final farewell, Clive. Mr. Darcy.” She took a deep breath. “You really are an ass.”
     He smiled, chuckling darkly, which made her hesitate for just a few unguarded seconds. “I may be an ass and a bastard and all the things you say. But you, Shelby, still belong to me.”
     She looked at him calmly and shook her head, feeling nothing, not even the most meager flash of masochistic thrill. This was very good. “No, Clive. Not anymore.”
     If she’d rehearsed her lines a little more thoroughly she might have found a few more invectives to fling on him in response to that accusation, but her simple response worked just fine. She’d finally cut the ties to Clive Darcy. After ten years of his control, it was time. 
     If he didn’t believe what she said, maybe her emotion would have left its indelible mark.      If her ‘vacation’ in Vienna had taught her anything, it was how to deal with truly villainous men, and Clive Darcy, her former owner really paled in comparison to men like Col. Jessup. 
     
***
 
For several days after her return, Shelby stayed home, resting. She promised Padraig and Maureen that she would give herself some time before taking a shift at the coffeehouse. Padraig checked in on her in the evenings when he got off work. If he were tired, he’d give her a good night kiss and then go home. If he had a little more energy and she was willing, they made love. 
     However after a week with long hours at home alone, Shelby was getting antsy to resume her life. 
     “I need to work,” she argued with Maureen over the phone. 
     “Geez, Shel, after what you’ve been through, you can’t be…well…you can’t be…”
     “Be what? Go ahead, say it.”
     “You can’t be right yet.” She said this knowing only half of what Shelby had been through at the detention center.  
     “That’s just the point. I need some normalcy to heal. I need to do something other than rattle around in my apartment with nothing to do. I’ve slept until I can’t sleep anymore. I’m sick and tired of daytime TV. I’m bored with books and cleaning and eating. I need some human interaction, for crissakes!”
     A long pregnant pause followed, and finally a reluctant, “Okay, but just for half a day, and if you show any signs of…well, breaking down, you’re out of here. I love you, but I need you sane, Shelby.”
     “Oh, Maureen, you are a gem!”
 
Diving into a busy day, waiting tables and making sandwiches, Vienna was far from Shelby’s thoughts, so was Col, Jessup, Clive Darcy and Padraig Finnian. She stayed far longer than the four hours Maureen conceded to, and ended the day with a cup of her own coffee and a long talk with her business partner; not about anything to do with her nightmare of incarceration. She smiled as she left the coffeehouse and let Maureen lock the door as she headed to her car. 
     An amazing feeling of relief was beginning to make her feel almost sane. But when she pulled up in front of the apartment, she found Padraig pacing on the steps, obviously annoyed that he had to wait.
     “Where have you been?” he spit off angrily as she came up the walk.
     “I had to get out.” Just the expression on his face, and all her restlessness came back to her, the gnawing feeling in the pit of her stomach, the agitation over so many lies and half truths and pieces of Shelby Ryan that Padraig could never know. The reality of home seemed far more difficult to deal with now than her weeks in captivity. 
     “You had to get out why? Where’d you go?”
     “What is this, Padraig, the third degree? I was at the coffee house, working.” She shuffled inside her purse, looking for her keys. 
     “What’d you mean working so soon? We agreed you’d stay home, you needed to rest. You didn’t even answer your cell phone when I called and now you tell me you’ve been gone all day?”
     “I’m sorry about the cell phone. I guess I didn’t bring it with me.” She opened the front door and moved inside with Padraig at her back. “I was getting restless, Padraig,” she said with a sigh. And now she was tired after a long day.
     “Restless for what? I don’t understand. Is there something you’re not telling me?”
       Dammit! Why wouldn’t he stop!
       But he wouldn’t stop. He spun her around, and though she was afraid to look him in the face, she had no choice now. He stared her down with his green eyes almost ruthless the way they appraised her. She’d never seen him quite like this in their three years together. Everything about him made her shudder in strange ways. 
     She wanted him, but there was so much that he didn’t know about her, so much she’d deliberately kept hidden. Why would he need to know about the kinky sex with Clive and his demented friends if she had no intention to go back there? It seemed like good excuse at the time. And it worked perfectly until the hard S&M in captivity brought back her masochistic desires. Submission to sadists was as real to her now as it was when she became Clive Darcy’s slavegirl. There’d be no hiding from the truth again. But Padraig Finnian would never understand how or why she could endure the beatings and the hard sex. How could she even admit to her Irish boyfriend that her body still craved that rough abuse? At night when Padraig wasn’t with her, this was what she thought about. There wasn’t a gentle thought in her head, just the images of surrender and punishment and the exhilarating ride on waves of pain.
     “Padraig, I don’t know if I can be with you now,” she said to him, sighing heavily. She moved into the living room and flung her purse on a chair. 
     “What? What do you mean?” he came after her. “Turn around and look at me.”
     She turned to see his eyes still flashing, though they were full of worry now. 
     “I-I’m sorry. I just don’t think this is going to work.”
     “What the hell are you telling me?”
     “The truth. The truth about me. You have to know that I’ve kept things from you. Not just now, but before. And that’s not right.”
     “And what is it that that you’ve kept from me?”
     “Padraig, please. This is so difficult…”
     “What’s so difficult about the truth?” he pressed, moving closer still. 
     “They did terrible things to me when I was incarcerated. Terrible things. Things that would give most women nightmares for a long time. Most women, anyway.”
     He stared at her skeptically. “But not you, eh?”
     “Not in the same way,” she admitted. And now there was no way out, none. “Sit down, Padraig, please.”
     They sat on opposite couches; Shelby curled up in the corner of one, Padraig in the center of the other leaning forward, his eyes not wavering from his distraught girlfriend.
     “I never told you this because I was hoping that I could just forget it…but now I have to tell you.”
     “Tell me what?”
     “I have a past with a man who used to do those sorts of things to me. The things Col. Jessup and the others did while I was captive. He would bind me, beat me, and make me crawl at his feet. The reason he could do that was because I loved it. I craved it. I can’t explain why, but it’s who I am, like I was born to be a kinky slut. I thought I was over it after I left him. I mean, it seemed as if those desires for submission were gone, at least for the three years you and I have been together. But the last few weeks have proved my assumptions wrong. The desires have hovered on the sidelines of my life, but have never really gone away. And then…like fate catching up with me, or bad karma, or an angry god’s revenge, I get searched at the airport and all of a sudden my past hits me squarely in the eye.”
     Padraig peered at her carefully, like he was counting every hair on her head. “So maybe, you’re sayin that what happened to you wasn’t all that hard to take?”
     “It was horrible, Padraig. I was so afraid, every day I was afraid it would be my last. But the sex and some of what was most painful…I, um…” She bit her lip and closed her eyes.
     “You were turned on. Is that it?”
     Her eyes popped open hearing him nail the truth. “Yes. I know that sounds awful, but I couldn’t help it.”
     “An’, you think I doan know that, lass?”
     Her face reflected back her befuddlement. “What? You know about my kinky fetish? How could you, Padraig?”
     “I’m not the naïve choir boy you think I am, Shelby Ryan.”
     “No?” Her heart started beating very fast. Her hands began to sweat. She stared at him not knowing how to answer, and he not saying more. What did he really know? What had he guessed, or was it something else…? Then suddenly little things, like pieces of conversations flashed through her mind. Padraig in Vienna, Clive mentioning his name, sex since she was rescued having a harder edge than normal, and that odd feeling she’d been battling back for the last couple days. “Padraig, how did you get the money to fly to Vienna?” 
     He looked at her surprised. “Why would you ask that?”
     “I want to know. I want to know the truth.”
     “You so sure about that?”
     “Yes, I’m very sure.”
     “Your Mr. Darcy gave me the money.”
     “Clive? Clive Darcy gave you the money? You know him?”
     He nodded. “Indeed.”
     She felt a sudden lurching in her belly, something awful grinding there, almost like she was about to vomit.
     “You’ve known all along, haven’t you? He sent you to me, isn’t that right?”
     He didn’t answer but he didn’t object. He just kept holding her in his gaze.
     “And you knew this was going to happen? You knew where he was sending me. You knew and you didn’t stop the man!”  She suddenly stood up, hugging herself with her arms, tears running down her cheeks. She wanted to run away, as far away as she could get from everyone who knew her. 
     Padraig stood up too. “No, I did NOT know. I did not know what he was up to. I swear I didn’t, Shelby. You ‘ave to believe me.” He moved forward and grabbed her by the arms to hold her shaking body steady.
     “No! No!” She shook her head. “Take your hands off me!” She threw her arms out and pushed him off, then backed up to the bedroom door. “Get out of here! Now! Out! I want you out! I never want to see you again!”
     “No, lass, you can’t do this. You hafta let me explain.”
     “No, I don’t have to do anything. I don’t have to listen to you! I cut my ties with Clive and I can cut them with you too. Now get out.”
     She slipped through the bedroom door and slammed it behind her before he could say another word. 
     She’d seen the fury in his eyes, and knew that in the quiet seconds that followed that he was holding back his Irish temper. Would he come after her? The tension mounted as she waited sitting on the edge of the bed wondering what came next. 
     A moment later, the front door slammed and he was gone. 
 
A day later, there was a message from Padraig on her cell phone.
     “Listen to your answering machine. I’m guessing there’s something you haven’t heard. You owe it to me, Shelby. You owe it to us.”
     Since she’d returned, it hadn’t even occurred to her to look at her answering machine. The blinking light had been covered by a newspaper so she hadn’t even seen it. Strangely enough, it had crossed her mind that she could now get rid of the land line since her ties with Clive were cut. He didn’t trust cell phones, part of an intelligence agent’s paranoia, and he never left her important instructions on one. She’d kept the old relic of a phone to please him.
     When she got Padraig’s message, her anger was still just a hurtful memory away. And though she pulled the newspaper off the blinking light to the recording device, she didn’t punch the button to hear what he had to say. She didn’t want to hear his voice, the Irish brogue, the tenderness, or the stern way he could sometimes rebuke her. At one time she found his rebukes an act of love. But she didn’t want any of that now. She didn’t want the lying bastard in her life anymore than she wanted Clive Darcy making her dance on puppet strings. 
     Throwing the newspaper back over the answering machine, she went about the business of forgetting Padraig Finnian. 


Part Two
Chapter Eleven
Dr Ramsey – Session One
 
The neutral cream shades inside Dr. Ramsey’s office seemed to soothe her in a blanket of calm, much as they had always done. The carpet was nearly white, and the couches, the walls and the chairs were lustrous shades of cream with just subtle variations in the fabrics: a little stripe in the client’s couch, a plaid in four shades of pale on Dr. Ramsey’s easy chair.  Everything in the room was perfectly executed to coordinate; the few accents were several large potted ferns and simple abstract paintings on the walls. Even the paintings’ muted pastels matched the color scheme that had been designed by a woman whose business was to offer her clients serenity when they might have little of it in the rest of their lives. 
     Sylvia Ramsey was as serene as her carefully appointed office. Her bulky body fit her loose clothes well:  Birkenstocks, muslin pants and a pale blue silk tunic the same color as her eyes. She wore scant make-up on a pleasantly aging face, and her dark greying hair was tied at the neck in a neat bun. She was distinct in personality but an earthy, easy woman who looked as much like a grandmother as she did a psychologist. Shelby loved her. Not once during the two years she’d sought her counsel had the woman judged a thing she’d said. How could she not love her? She’d told her everything about her life with Clive Darcy, and the woman hadn’t freaked. That counted for a lot in Shelby’s world.
     “Sometimes, I think you’ve been down the same roads I have been,” Shelby said in grateful admiration at the end of one of her sessions.
     “In a way I have,” Dr. Ramsey replied. “But only because you’ve painted such a clear picture for me to see. What I have to do to understand you is to understand where you’ve been. If I haven’t been there myself, I need a pretty good imagination.”
     Coming back after five years was easy, though once Shelby was sitting on the comfortable couch the feeling of panic that had driven her to make the appointment soon returned. 
     “You were almost frantic on the phone, Shelby. Tell me, what is happening in your life?”
     “It’s such a long, sordid story…and to be honest, I don’t even remember where we left off. I think that’s where I’d like to begin.”
     “I believe you quit coming after you ended your relationship with Mr. Darcy. The last entry I have in your file, you were quite pleased to be working at the coffeehouse with your friend, buying a piece of the business and starting a new life on your own. You’d worked for months to bring yourself to the point that you could leave the man.”
     “Yes, that’s right. I remember that now.”
     “So, do we begin there? Or is there something more current you need to talk about?”
     “Both I think. You see I never actually broke with Mr. Darcy…not completely.”
     “Oh?”
     “I wasn’t living with him as I had been. I did break that off, but I needed money…” She laughed nervously, “Isn’t that always the case?” She blushed revealing this, as she would blush before when revealing sexual information to the therapist. “Mr. Darcy, rather Clive – I’ve called him Clive since I quit being his slave girl. Clive had assignments for me where I could earn extra money. The first was with another sadist, someone he knew from his kinky sexual underground. He explained my mission as having a dual purpose. He was quite sure that I would suffer if I went cold turkey off the masochistic sex. He said I’d have nightmares and obsessions. That if I tried to renounce that lifestyle, I’d end up unhappy. I disagreed with him. I was certain that I didn’t need his hard brand of sex or anything associated with it. But he was right. I began having nightmares and obsessions. I know now that I could have eventually come to terms with that…but I was still just twenty-three and naïve about the world and myself. I returned to him two months after our break-up, a month after my last visit with you. I told him I’d be interested in his plan…
     ““It’s a simple arrangement,’ he said. ‘The man has needs, you’ll meet those, surrendering to his fetish, nothing more than that. He has a wife he loves, a life he cherishes. He needs you only to satisfy this one troubling corner of his life. It’s not actually troubling for the man. He loves his sadistic nature as much as I do mine; he just has a few more complications and I have arranged to see his need is met. You’ll provide that for him.’
     “And that’s it?” I asked the man.
     “‘Almost.’ He smiled in that shrewd way he had and went on to tell me that the man, Greystoke, was involved in some nasty and illegal business with known criminals. Clive was investigating him for some government agency, although he didn’t elaborate about that, he never did. He needed me to find out as much as I could about Greystoke. When I had the chance I would pick up the raw details of his life, the comings and goings, his travel plans, names of people he spoke with on the phone, that sort of thing. It was potentially a long term assignment. Not much could be gleaned unless I was there often enough to win his trust. The man had no idea what Mr. Darcy’s business really was. I mean everyone knows the man is a philanthropist, that he has a number of large corporations under his umbrella, but his intelligence operation…the network of private spies, the government connections, Greystoke had no idea about that. 
     “So, I took the job. By then, I was salivating for the kind of rough sex that had me unable to break with Clive even when I wanted to for so long.”
     
Shelby was fidgeting and nervous, wringing her hands in the old-fashioned sense, retreating again to child-like behaviors – biting her lip, sheepish smiles – suddenly the same bashful girl that had first come to Dr. Ramsey some years before. 
     “Tell me about this Mr. Greystoke, Shelby.”
     The question was logical yet her nervousness shot up like a feverish temperature. This was what she came to talk about, but at first the words did not come out all that coherently. 
     “I arrived at his house and he showed me to his private room. It was weird, frightening. A total stranger. I’d been with strangers before, but never alone. Never alone like I was then. Greystoke was younger than I imagined he would be, the kind of man who makes me instantly on edge. All I could think of was fucking him…and suddenly, he’s on me. He walks around me, stalking me, his eyes looking as if they are removing my clothes. I tried to run from the room but he pulled me back. He locked the door, pocketed the key, twisted my arms behind me and then threw me over the end of his couch and thrashed my ass with a tawse until he ripped my skirt to shreds and I was down to nothing but my panties. I almost came in that fury of emotion – although I don’t think he knew that.” 
     Shelby abruptly stopped talking, letting her mind regress deeper into the scene.
     “‘That’s punishment,’ he told me. ‘You’ll get more anytime you defy me. I have paid good money to use your body, which means that I really don’t care what you feel about the situation. Darcy assured me that you were owned property, his to do with as he saw fit.”
     “I agreed with him. It wasn’t true that Darcy owned me – at least as far as I was concerned. But I had to agree with the man. I suspected that Mr. Darcy had given him that kind of guarantee, so Greystoke would know to trust the arrangement.” 
     Shelby looked to Dr. Ramsey, expecting her to comment, but she was typically passive, a small smile to comfort her, then finally, “Do you want to go on?”
     “I have to,” she answered, although she felt more shaky than ever. Screwing up her courage, her story continued. “Once it was clear that there was no turning back, Greystoke tied me into an intricate body bondage and suspended me from the ceiling, practically upside down, my hands behind my back. My sex was bared, in fact, I was completely naked with my sex splayed wide so he could do whatever he wanted with my pussy and ass. I hung there until every muscle in my body was screaming. He seemed to know this. Maybe I was beginning to get restless inside the ropes – I hardly cared by then –  or maybe he just knew by instinct.
     “You think he would have let me down, but instead, he began to beat me, systematically, methodically.” Shelby could feel her body heat starting to rise as the memory returned.
     “How did that feel to you?”
     Shelby stared at her, eyes wide as the full moon. “I starting shaking, orgasming almost as soon as his baton hit dead center on my crotch. I must have repressed my desire, and he shook it loose. Before I stopped coming, he was pouring lubricant down my anal crack, then plunging himself into me. My spasming brought on his climax.” 
     As if she’d run out of breath, Shelby suddenly stopped talking. She took a deep breath, then cocked her head and looked the therapist straight in the eye, speaking quietly, “For the first time since I left Clive, I felt right inside my body. I knew I had to keep coming back for more. Even the strain of the bondage didn’t matter. Even the fact that I had to work hard to get the reward I wanted seemed right too. Mr. Darcy made me work for every bit of pleasure, and Greystoke demanded the same.”
     “What was Mr. Greystoke like?” the doctor asked.
     “Handsome. Older. But not as old as Clive and he was truly handsome. Dark skin, dark hair, sophistication oozing from every pore, and such a polished way about him. He had a critical eye he would train on me in a demeaning way. Never, not even once did he praise me, although I sought his praise. Just once, I wanted him to tell me that I’d done my duty well.”
     “And he never did?”
     “No.” She shook her head, adamant about this fact. 
     “What else did you feel for him?” The question seemed purposeful with the doctor’s unwavering eyes bearing down on her. 
     Shelby’s eyes burned with tears. “I loved him.” Her entire body was shaking, her eyes darting fearfully around the room. Unwittingly, she tucked her feet up next to her bottom, in nearly fetal position with her arms clasped around her knees, hanging on for dear life. 
     “How did you know that?”
     “My heart started to beat so strangely. He was all I could think of morning and night. I was fixated on him, lusting for him. He tied me up every time I went to his house for a session. The bondage became more and more intricate, more confining and extreme, and I began to yearn for the tight feel of his ropes. I could feel my body giving way to him, knowing that if I just let go and did everything he wished, he would love me too.”
     “And did he? Did he love you too?”
     “No.” Her voice turned hard and bitter. “Not that I could ever tell. But I kept trying to win his approval. He fisted my pussy once. I was suspended, and he held my swinging body against his while he worked his fingers into my cunt. My pussy was so small, his hand so large that it seemed impossible. But I willed his hand inside me. I worked with all my might to let go and allow him in. I thought that maybe this would make him love me – or at least show me some affection.
     “But he was utterly cold—” She left off there and in the quiet that followed she let her own words sink in. 
     “So, you were in love with a man who could not reciprocate your love.”
     “That’s it. I feel like such a fool for trying.”
     “Did you feel like a fool then?”
     “No, I was too naïve to imagine that possibility. Men are like that, withholding of their love until I proved myself to them. That was what Mr. Darcy made me believe, Greystoke was no different.”
     “You believe all men are like that, Shelby?” the doctor asked. 
     “I honestly don’t know,” she answered.
     “We’ll take this up in your next session. I assume you’re coming back. I certainly think you should.”
     There was no doubt in Shelby’s mind that she would be back. 
 
After she left Dr. Ramsey’s office, Shelby walked the downtown streets, gazing absently in store windows and listening to the cars screech about the city. It was a warm evening, but she was utterly cold, as if she stepped into the middle of winter, into a raging snowstorm. She understood that something was closing down inside her; if she didn’t keep her heart pried open it would shut down forever.


Chapter Twelve
Session Two 
 
     “…Mr. Darcy insisted that I come see him after my first session with Greystoke, then after every session that followed. Debriefing, he called it. I’d told him on the phone that there was nothing to tell him… no pertinent tidbits. I had no liberty when I was suspended, there were no conversations to overhear. But of course I went to Mr. Darcy’s office as he ordered. Like maybe my brain was still hardwired to respond to his demands. I silently, fumed when he ordered me to remove my clothes. 
     “‘I put you in the man’s hands, Shelby,’ he explained ‘which makes me responsible. I need to inspect your wounds.’
     “So, I removed my clothes and stood naked for him, while he inspected my body with a cold stare. He grilled me about the session with Greystoke. What kinds of things was I made to suffer? Could I take the bondage and the beating? Of course, I could. He’d trained me for nearly five years, what did he expect? There was nothing that Greystoke did that Mr. Darcy hadn’t already done to me and I’m sure he knew that. But he said that he didn’t trust the man and wanted no harm to come to me.”
     Shelby cut off there, her face disturbed.
     “What is it you need to say?” Dr. Ramsey finally interjected into her remote and brooding silence.
     She looked up, eyes stark. “I hated that when Mr. Darcy looked at me there were still feelings in me springing up out of nowhere. He made me confused, made me think I still wanted him, that I was still as much his property as I’d been before. After he finished with me, I’d get dressed, hating that he was still so much in control. I tried to swear him off. I really did. But after every session, it was always the same. I guess I needed Greystoke more than I needed to be done with Clive. I was so obsessed with the man that I couldn’t give him up. Clive knew this and used it to get what he was after.”
     “How is that?” the doctor asked.
     “Most of the time when Mr. Darcy made me strip, the inspections were impersonal. He was as cold as my cold lover. But then there were some days when…oh! I don’t know…he was in a different mood. I suppose I was too. That old spark was there. He’d start slapping my breasts or my ass or my pussy and I’d respond. I always responded to those things; that was something I couldn’t help. And when his fingers slipped into my ass or vagina, I knew what would come next. By then, I’d become addicted to the sensation. His cock would follow and we’d be fucking just as we fucked when he owned me. Brutal. Direct. Insensitive. I didn’t regret it. But I didn’t like it. And like Greystoke, he’d withdraw when he was done and send me on my way, ordering me to be gone…like his slave again. Actually, I think he treated me more like a slave then than he had before. At least when we were involved, there would be some kindness, some sort of affection, a smile maybe. There was none of that during those dreadful ‘debriefing’ sessions.”
     “Why do you think that was?” Doctor Ramsey asked.
     “Revenge maybe. I’m not sure. He was never one to reveal his deep dark thoughts, if he had any… But I know that his coldness hurt me. I had my own revenge. I made him pay by refusing to attend his debriefings. Of course, as soon as I did that, he threatened to take Greystoke away from me. He could easily send in another submissive to be what the man needed. We were at war. Shelby was always giving in,” she mocked herself. “Shelby’s submissive, we can count on her to do what she’s told…” She sarcastically spit out words laced with regret and self-recrimination. “I wanted to end it so many times, but then I’d go back to my lover and submerge myself in the sessions, letting the feel of his hands substitute for real love. I imagined them loving me, not just efficiently binding my body. I imagined him fixated on me. It was easy to do that considering how much time he spent with me, the care he took in making everything perfect before he hoisted me into the air. I could feel every tremor in his body, how it would heat as the intricacies of his task consumed his attention. It was almost as if we had the same heartbeat. I consoled myself, letting these small things be enough to encourage my adoration for the man. I even closed off my ears to those telling conversations, the ones I was supposed to be listening in on, when he’d be making pacts with the devil. The information I could have given to Clive would have brought Greystoke down. I kept hearing that from Clive. But I cared too much about my sessions with the sadist to ever let that happen. I don’t think Clive believed me that there was no trail to follow. I told him that Greystoke was a tough nut to crack, and at least for a while he believed me. 
     “But then things started to change.” Shelby stopped talking, looking as if she were lost in her thoughts. 
     “What changed, Shelby?” the doctor asked. 
     “Greystoke started bringing other men into our sessions, and I hated that. Sometimes one, sometimes more, three or four men maybe, they watched him work, looking as mesmerized as I was. They were fascinated by the intricacies of the bondage. Most of the time they were quiet, this eerie silence falling over us all. I felt weird, very self-conscious. Some of the men would ask questions about his technique. He’d answer simply, like he was teaching a class in how to bind and brutalize females. 
     “But it didn’t stop there. They stayed to see him thrash my pussy raw. They’d hear my cries, standing just feet away from me, stoic and dispassionate. They had to feel the symbiotic relationship between Greystoke and me, but that didn’t stop them from taking my ass when it was offered to them. They used me with the same brutal force that Greystoke and Mr. Darcy used me. Like I was just an orifice for their pleasure and not human at all. Afterwards, I was left in bondage dripping with their juices, while the men went on to discuss other matters. That was when my feelings for Greystoke began to change.
     “With my heart taking such a beating, my ears began to open for those tidbits of information; and when Clive asked me what I’d learned – he always asked – I started telling him what I heard. I have a photographic memory, so faces were easy to describe. Since the men never used their names in front of me that became important. Clive never reacted to the things I told him, so I didn’t know if any of my information was helpful to his intelligence operation. I just gave without a thought.” 
     “So you fell out of love?” Dr. Ramsey asked. 
     “Not completely. But my love was shaken and hurt and my giving Clive information was all about revenge. But I was very selective about it. When there were no other men around I’d ignore those overhead conversations as I had before. With him alone, the feelings of longing for my handsome lover returned and so would my fantasies. I think they were woven so deeply into the fabric of my psyche that I wasn’t sure what was real and what was fantasy. I had gone so far as to tell people that I had a boyfriend. I told Maureen that I was dating a married man. I knew how wrong that would sound to a straight-laced woman like Maureen, but I began to relish the taboo excitement behind doing something that outrageous.” Shelby laughed. 
     “Can you believe that…? For me dating a married man was the taboo, not my kinky desires. Like every woman was bound for sex and beaten and loved it. I felt wicked – loving the man and also doing my best to see his racket, whatever that was, was put out of business.”
     “A new kind of thrill for you, perhaps?” the doctor wondered. 
     “I’m sure. For a long time, my innocence had spun a protective cocoon around my life. But with Greystoke it finally had begun to crack wide open when I could no longer stretch the fantasy enough to fit the reality. I began to feel like one of Clive’s operatives. I could imagine the sad story of Greystoke’s demise. How he would declare himself to me, but only after it was too late. I would walk away lonely because I’d lost him, but curiously satisfied that I’d done the right thing. Oh my! What a trip that was,” she said with a huge satisfied sigh.
     Shelby had been huddled in the corner of the couch, hugging her knees, as she often did while spinning her story for Sylvia Ramsey. But by the end of the hour on this particular day, she’d pulled out of that hunched knot and was sitting straight up. Unlike her previous session, there was a lightness about her, a burden lifted as she finished the day’s tale.
 
After she left the session, Shelby bought a new dress at Macy’s after trying on a couple dozen. She had no idea what the occasion was, but she wanted something that made her feel sensational, as if she might find a new self inside the pretty fabric and stylish design. One last look in the mirror and she was happy with her purchase, though when she got home she wasn’t so sure if she wouldn’t have been happier in the green smock dress, rather than the blue print.


Chapter Thirteen
Session Three…
 
At her next appointment, a question from Dr. Ramsey about her physical experience of torture caused Shelby to dive right into a monologue about the effects of the bondage. By then, Shelby had begun to realize the purpose in coming to the psychologist: in reliving the experiences she could make sense of them…and perhaps make peace with herself. Perhaps.
     The doctor’s latest question was not difficult to answer. “I don’t think of the bondage as torture,” she stated. “It was difficult some times. But strange things happened to me after the bondage was over. The ropes were so tight that when I was finally released, there was this terrific euphoria. I usually hurt, aching muscles, tight skin, that sort of thing. There were often painful welts, too, from where Greystoke’s whips filleted my skin. But none of those things mattered to me. The elation after my release made the experience worth the agony. I found it a little bizarre, but there were even more odd experiences. 
     “The first times he bound me, I would struggle out of the ropes after he loosened a few knots. He was terse about it; he wanted me gone as quickly as possible. I sometimes thought he was worried that his wife might walk in. But I guess not. After my initial visits, however, things began to change. He began something new that felt gentle almost loving. Instead of having me quickly extricate myself from the ropes when the session was over, he loosened them himself. Refusing my help, he slowly drew the scratchy hemp along my flesh. Didn’t matter whether it was against my pussy lips, or my asshole, my breasts, my thighs, the same slow and methodical pulling on the ropes continued – almost like a meditation. 
     “Sometimes I’d be standing or sitting, more often though, I was lying down. If I really let myself go, I could orgasm when the vibrations of the sliding rope filled my body with a weird sort of tingling sensation. Greystoke liked watching how my face would change, or the way I’d groan, as if he were taking pleasure from my arousal. In fact, I think it made him horny. A couple times he actually stuffed his erection in my mouth when he finally had me untied and on the floor at his knees. This shocked me. It was another first… the first time sex between us was anything other than anal. He’d been so consistent about not using my mouth or vagina, that I’d begun to wonder if Mr. Darcy had some hard limit the man had to observe. I think he probably had a preference for the tighter orifice. Who knows?
     “One of those times he used my mouth – this was during the final months – I was kneeling before him, naked, Greystoke’s hand was in my hair, clutching it so tightly that it could hardly be called affectionate. He had his cock, which was fairly large when erect, stuffed in my mouth. He was banging away, not caring how much I was gagging as it slid deep down my throat. I couldn’t balk. But because he’d come in my ass not more than an hour before, it took him quite a while to get off. The first time it happened, I thought it might signal a significant change in his feelings for me. I was wrong there. The oral sex was just another means of playing out his fantasies for control. Except that this particular time there was something else new about the incident. I didn’t know about it until he was finished. When he finally pulled out, while I was staring up at him adoringly with his cum covering my mouth, he suddenly looked toward the door to his private playroom. 
     “I turned too, on instinct, I suppose. There was a woman there. Mrs. Greystoke, he told me. I’d never seen her before. The sight of her practically bowled me over. She was beautiful, and everything I was not: self-confident, a little brassy, but perfectly put together, her clothes the designer variety. She was wearing a pale green suit. I remember the skirt hugging her hips like skin and the coat cut deep into her cleavage. Light from a skylight above her streamed down on her breasts. It was almost blinding. And her makeup and hair looked as if she’d just come from a ritzy salon. Her nails were long and painted the prettiest shade of pink. She might have been a little brassy, but only because she reeked with confidence. I don’t think I’d ever seen a more beautiful woman. 
     “Jealousy ripped me apart. I suppose until then, the woman was just a figment. I knew there was a Mrs. Greystoke, but she wasn’t real to me. Suddenly everything with Greystoke shifted again, like it had when he introduced his friends into our session. I felt like I’d been caught red-handed with the man. I’d been through months of long sessions with him, doing all the reprehensible things he demanded of me in the name of pleasure, and I didn’t feel an ounce of shame. Suddenly I felt like an unrepentant slut. There… naked…on my knees… giving head to her husband like a street whore.
     “My face was on fire with embarrassment. But she was so calm about it. I guess that what her husband did in his spare time to let off steam was no surprise to her. She stood there, leaning sexily against the door post, a wry smile on her blush pink lips. It was hardly even the smirk you would have expected…
     “’So this is the latest, Grey?’ she said, staring at me looking almost amused. ‘She’s actually pretty.’
     “She moved into the room, those hot hips of her swaying, and stood right above where I was kneeling. Greystoke was done with me, his cock stuffed back inside his pants, and it was suddenly her hands in my hair, clutching it a little too vigorously to be incidental contact.”
       “‘Maybe you’d like to see me use her, Jen?’ Greystoke said.
     “‘Yes, I might actually like that,” she answered back. ‘And if you gave her to me, I might like that too.’
     “‘You needn’t worry, she will be back soon,’ he said.
     “The two were eyeing each other strangely. I couldn’t quite figure out what to make of them. Affection or something a little sinister between them…” I’d never felt so diminished, so degraded.” Shelby left off looking at Dr. Ramsey wonderingly.
     “And how did you leave that session, Shelby?” Dr. Ramsey asked.
     “I-I was so shaken that I practically ran to my car. I drove right to Mr. Darcy’s office and shook my clothes off in seconds. Mr. Darcy could see how upset I was. Suddenly, he was using me, no inspection, or questions. None of that. When he was finished, I told him that I’d met Mrs. Greystoke for the first time…
     “‘Ah, Jenna,’ he said – like he was really fond of her. Nothing about this went down easy. I felt like a fool, that my entire world was playing games with me and I was just their pawn. There I was, clueless about what was going down and far too unsophisticated to ever understand.”
 
***
 
Shelby left the session and walked the streets again, working off her nervous energy while trying to understand how she felt about what was going on in her sessions with Dr. Ramsey. With no answers immediately on the horizon, she finally took a bus to the coffeehouse – her car had broken down. She donned her apron and began waiting on customers. But when she hardly cracked a smile after twenty minutes, the vigilant Maureen pulled her aside.    
     “I don’t know what’s going on for you, but you need to go home until you snap out of it.”
     She didn’t argue with the woman. 
     Back home, she turned on the TV and found a series of Bette Davis movies featured on TNT. For the next six hours she submerged herself in the engaging dramas on the screen. These were far easier to deal with than her own drama, past or present.


Chapter Fourteen
Session Four… 
     
“I forgot where I left off,” Shelby announced when she returned for her next weekly session. She’d gone directly to her perch on the cream-colored couch, just as usual, though she seemed a little discontented on this particular afternoon. 
     “I believe you left off where you first met Mrs. Greystoke.”
     “Right, yes, I remember.” She clammed back up, and remained silent until the doctor spoke again. 
     “Would you prefer to talk about something other than Greystoke and his wife? This is your time, you can use it however you like.”
     “I know that. It’s just felt good to tell it like a story in the order it happened. It makes it clear in my head.”
     “Well then, lets start with a few details I’m missing. How long did you go to Mr. Greystoke for these bondage sessions?”
     “About two years.”
     “And how often were the sessions?”
     “A week, sometimes two or three weeks apart. Greystoke always arranged the meetings through Mr. Darcy. He had no way of contacting me otherwise. I suppose if it had been a real affair, I might have given him my phone number or told him where I lived, but Clive gave me so many warnings about how dangerous the man was that I was too scared to give him any personal information. He never asked for it, so I suppose it was a moot point.”
     “How would you describe your feelings about the sessions? Satisfied? Happy? Content? Needy?”
     “Never happy, not ever happy,” she shook her head adamantly. “But at first, after the strangeness wore off…I suppose that took about a month or two…I was satisfied, even content. The routine was easy. Here was Mr. Darcy arranging my sex life again, giving me what I obviously needed in a way I could handle it. Of course, he didn’t think about my heart, about love and honest affection. He couldn’t be bothered about that for himself, so why would it be important to me?”
     “But it was important. You did need love. You even sought it from a man who was colder and harder than the one you were trying to leave behind. You made it up in your imagination based on the tiniest traces of affection. Affection you knew was not real.”
     “But I didn’t know anything else.”
     “But I think you do now, don’t you?”
     Shelby’s face shot up, taken momentarily off guard. She could feel herself shiver inside. “Please say that again?”
     “I’m suggesting that you know something about love now.”
     “You can tell that?”
     “Sometimes. Sometimes my clients tell me things without using words. How about we skip to where you are today? We can pick up the past anytime. What’s going on for Shelby now? For a moment you looked like a deer in the headlights when I mentioned love. Is there someone now? Someone you love?”
     Huddled again in the corner of the couch, there was nothing in her mind but Padraig, as if he were clinging to her like smoke.
     “Yes. There’s Padraig Finnian, the man I loved. But he’s past tense now.”
     “Gone recently?”
     “Two weeks ago. Maybe three now.”
     “It was three weeks ago when you called me. You were desperate. Something terrible had happened, but you haven’t told me yet what that was. Maybe we should start today with what brought you back to me in the first place? What made you so scared?”
     Shelby didn’t say a word. She didn’t even look up.
     “Why don’t you tell me about Padraig?” the doctor tried again.
     The conversation stopped at this point and for maybe ten minutes the room was silent. Silence was not uncommon in Dr. Ramsey’s sessions with her clients, so it wasn’t uncomfortable to her, though it felt dangerous to Shelby. After a long and circuitous meandering through her thoughts, through the events of the last three years, and especially the most recent two months, it was still the present that upset her most. 
     Finally, she looked straight into the doctor’s eyes, and said plainly, “I’d rather talk about Mrs. Greystoke if you don’t mind.”
     “No, I don’t mind at all. You’re the one paying me,” Dr. Ramsey replied. 
     For now, this was a relief. To get to the real reason she sought out Dr. Ramsey, she needed more time. 
 
“Mrs. Greystoke was at my next session with her husband. And now everything changed. I couldn’t feel a thing from the man, nothing. He went through the motions, putting on a demonstration, tying me up as if I were a human Barbie doll. She made him do the breast bondage twice, insisting that it wasn’t tight enough the first time. I don’t know why she thought that, but she made him start over and wrap my tits until the ropes were so tight that I could barely breathe and my breasts were absurdly shaped and turning purple. After he hoisted me into the air, there was a little reprieve. My body settled inside the bondage so that there wasn’t so much pressure on my diaphragm. 
     She was the one who decided he should use the cane. She wanted welts that were deep and distinct across my terribly strained breasts…and, of course, my thighs, my ass, my cunt – whatever flesh was available and whatever would hurt enough for me to scream. Greystoke offered her the cane so she could do it herself, but she shook her head. I saw it clearly. My eyes were wide open and staring at her – as long as she wasn’t looking at me. I wouldn’t have wanted her to see me staring. I could see her mind working, planning, scheming. I was pretty sure this wouldn’t be the last I’d see of her. 
     “I screamed long and hard. The beating was far worse than any Greystoke had made me suffer. Or maybe it wasn’t any different, it was just her. Mrs. Greystoke and her gold grey eyes cutting into my flesh as sharply as her husband’s cane.
     “She stayed until the end…she even watched as he fucked my ass. She stood right at  his side so that she could look at how he entered me. I have no idea if this actually happened, but I think she may have had her hand on his ass. He seemed to have an extra spark in him, whether it was from her touch or just her presence in the room, I couldn’t tell.”
     Shelby took a deep breath, then she began again…
     “A week later, I was there again. Normally the sessions were not that often, but I learned when I arrived that Mrs. Greystoke had requested me, not him. In fact, he was away on business. At least that is what I was told. I suspected he was gone – I always thought that I could have smelled him if he were in the house; his scent, the cologne and the aftershave were strong, distinct scents I’ll always associate with the man. In fact, my body would start tripping as soon as I arrived, as soon as I had the first whiff of him. 
     “But there was no trace of him when I arrived for that session; and I wasn’t sure I liked being there without him. I felt as though I were on a fresh, green field filled with scents I couldn’t recognize, nothing earthy, no manly musk. 
     “Suddenly, Mrs. Greystoke stepped into the foyer, dressed in much the same way she was when we first met. Cold. Beautiful. Haughty. Her perfume was something cruel and damaging…like her long painted nails; they were blood red that day. This time, she was completely in control, not subject to her husband’s interference. 
     “‘You look different in your clothes,’ she told me. I was wearing a jean skirt and a t-shirt – made sense, since it was summer. There was nothing sleazy about my clothes, but you would have thought I was a low life by the way she looked at me. ‘Strip’, she said. I was used to stripping in that house so it was not that difficult, but it was different right out in the open foyer – doors leading everywhere; servants could have at any time crashed the party. But none did. I suppose they’d been forewarned. I’m not sure she liked me any better naked, but this was one way to dehumanize me. ‘Crawl,’ she said. I wanted to challenge the woman; but I was also scared to death. I dropped to my knees and crawled across the back and white checked marble, shivering the whole time. The floor was cold and so was the air; the air-conditioning had been turned on high – probably on purpose.
     “She led me right to Greystoke’s playroom, although she’d opened the dark curtains so that the landscape of the property was right there in front of my eyes. I could see across the lawn, and the trees, the rosebushes, all of it. It just wasn’t the same room, none of the dark depths that would call up my desires when Greystoke was there. But apparently this was the mood she wanted – my bound and brutalized body in broad daylight. There were two women joining us. I think one might have been a maid, because I’d seen her before and she wasn’t dressed up. The other woman must have been Mrs. Greystoke’s friend; she was dressed in the same kind of expensive clothes, although she wasn’t nearly as pretty as Mrs. Greystoke. 
     The two women watched as Mrs. Greystoke worked the Shibari ropes around my body. Her finesse with them was surprising. I expected she would have some hesitation since I assumed this was new to her. If that was true, she was a quick learner. She went through the complicated bindings, having my torso dressed and hands tied behind me within a few minutes. When she was done, she hooked me to the suspension apparatus and with the help of the maid had me hoisted high in the air, with my head and torso facing the carpet. My legs were just hanging down at that point. But she bound them too, so that when she finished, my back was arched, my legs bent at the knees and my feet tied off to my thighs. Ropes dangling from the ceiling were attached to the ones that bound my knees. Then my knees were pulled apart so she could abuse most any part of my body. 
     “She used a lot of clamps. Nipples. Labia. She hoisted me even higher so that she could easily reach her targets.
     “‘How does that feel?’ she kept asking me questions. 
     “‘It hurts, ma’am,’ I kept telling her. Then she’d move on to something else, leaving my body strained and screaming. The beating followed – her technique with the whip was as ruthless as her husband’s. I’d hardly healed from the last session with Greystoke and she just revived all that pain, and refreshed the fading bruises. She moved around me with her weapon for maybe twenty minutes, letting off steam with her arm reared back and coming down with the full force of her leather tawse striking me at will. She ended with a steady beating of maybe twenty or more strikes to my ass. I was sobbing, the pain so brutal that I could hardly stand another blow – although I didn’t really have any choice. There was no symbiotic coupling with this woman. All that harsh daylight – there was no imagination, no mystery, no hope of tender affection. With the clamps still on nearly all my body parts, she stuffed a vibrator in my ass, another in my pussy, and turned them both on high. Then she stepped back and swatted my breasts until I came.”
     Shelby shuddered anew as the memories came back to her with the fresh intensity of that terrifying scene. And still there was more to tell…
     “I hated her more than I’ve hated any man who used me. The orgasm was not satisfying, but at least it ended the beating. Perhaps she had some sort of climax as a result, but she seemed for all her beauty to be as cold as stone when it was over – just as she was when the scene began. She showed not even the slightest bit of excitement. I could tell that the maid was uneasy and she wanted to leave as soon as it was over, but Mrs. Greystoke made her stay. 
     “Her friend, however, was a different matter altogether. She must have slipped out of the room at some point, because when I saw her again, she was dressed in the clothes of a Femdom: black corset, fishnets, high heels and this big black nasty strap-on sticking out from between her legs. 
     “The two women worked together with the pulleys until I was in a position where she would take my ass with some ease. Of course, the dildo that was already in my ass was removed, but the vibrator in my pussy stayed. The dildo harness must have had part of it that rubbed the woman’s clit, because as soon as she started fucking me, she started getting off. Grunting, groaning… really going crazy. For me, feeling her get off was the only thing about the whole incident that I enjoyed. For a while, I forgot about Mrs. Greystoke, who was standing there watching. The maid had slipped out by then, so it felt like just the two of us. I actually felt some genuine affection, maybe not affection, but lust. It was feminine, forceful and strangely tender. Her gloved hands touched me and I felt a sweet spark of desire take hold; nothing like I’d felt in my sexual experiences so far. She actually gave me hope…”
     Shelby stared directly at Dr. Ramsey
     “Perhaps the woman had a heart?” the doctor suggested.
     “I think she did. In fact, afterwards, I’m just remembering this now,” Shelby went on excitedly, “she kissed me. She and Mrs. Greystoke had lowered me to the floor, and she was working on the ropes that bound my breasts. ‘I think these are much too tight, Jenna,’ she said. But Mrs. Greystoke didn’t agree with her. ‘We’re paying for this slave to perform. Long as she walks home on her own power, what we do to her doesn’t matter.’ They both kept working until I was free, then Mrs. Greystoke excused herself from the room, telling me, ‘You get your clothes and leave. You may tell Clive you were satisfactory.’’ The way they talked, I thought they were going to keep going, so this was good news. She left me with her friend still hovering above me, saying she’d see her in the morning room. 
     “With Mrs. Greystoke gone, the woman looked at me and smiled. Then she kissed me on the mouth. I still remember how soft her lips were, and the smell of her perfume. It was very sweet and earthy, almost like incense; the fragrance was still clinging to my skin when I got home. ‘You are a lovely woman,’ she said. I think she wanted to say more. In fact, I’ve imagined her telling me to stop doing such self-destructive things like this, but she didn’t go that far. But it felt good that she was worried about me. Even worried that she’d damaged me. Although, I don’t imagine she was thinking about that when she was getting off…”
     “You think what you were doing was self-destructive?” Dr. Ramsey asked. 
     “That day I did,” she replied wistfully. “I don’t think it had ever occurred to me before.”
     “And after?”
     “I went back again. But there were only two more times with Greystoke – Mrs. Greystoke disappeared again like she was never even there. By the time I went back, all I wanted was to scrape up information that Clive could use against Greystoke. I got lucky that day. He left me dangling from the ropes because he needed to answer a phone call in the next room. He left the door open, probably thinking that I was too out of it to hear a thing, but I overhead plenty. That wasn’t my first big score, though. Right after the session with Mrs. Greystoke and her friend, I spent a long time with Greystoke’s date book. The two women had left the room and I’d been ordered out. But neither one stayed to see me leave. Greystoke would never have left me alone, not with sensitive material that close by. Not that he was suspicious of me in particular; but he would have been careful with anyone inside his house. I don’t know; maybe his wife wasn’t aware of his criminal activities so she had nothing to fear from me. Luck? Coincidence? Who’s to say? But between Greystoke’s date book and that telephone conversation, I learned everything that Clive wanted. Clive didn’t exactly admit that during the debriefing, but I could see his eyes light and that satisfied smirk…gave him away every time.” 
     “And that ended your sessions with Greystoke?”
     “Just one more. I’m not sure why I went back. Habit, maybe. But it was worse than all the others. He did the usual stuff, maybe a little more extreme than normal, but any magic there’d been was lost. As far as spying for Clive, I think he had all the info he wanted. When I told Clive afterwards that I was done with man, he was surprised, but not really bothered. I guess he figured that I’d eventually tire of the bondage, even if it did earn me some decent money.
     “Making the decision to stop may have been difficult, but once it was done, it was like a huge weight was lifted from me. There’d be no more stripping for Clive either. I was done with him too. I swore him off…” 
     “And were you done with him?” Dr. Ramsey asked. 
     “I was.” Shelby laughed a little with a shamed face. “Except for a night about three months later when I came to the office for money he owed me. He was very good at sensing my vulnerable moments and sliding into them like a wedge. He pried me wide open with a few keen observations and we fell into a scene that I still regret. He poured out a cold wrath on me, bondage, and pain and sex…hard nasty sex. Of course, I came. I’d been programmed to come with that kind of rough abuse. But it felt as empty as the last time I was with Greystoke. That was the last time with Clive Darcy. 
     “I told him over the phone that I wouldn’t be coming back. I’m sure he didn’t think I was serious. After all the time I’d backpedaled, why would it would be different? He suggested that we meet occasionally for lunch, ‘nothing formal’ he said. He had assignments for me. Easy stuff. Nothing dangerous. No bondage, no sex. No debriefings.”
     “And you took his offer?”
     “Sure. There was money in it, money I needed for the coffeehouse. But I didn’t want to see him. I stipulated that he was to make arrangements over the phone. I wasn’t going to see him anywhere for at least three months. He accepted that.”
     “And you kept to your word?”
     “I did. In fact, it was probably five months before I saw him again, and by then there was Padraig.”
     Dr. Ramsey raised her eyebrows as if she really would have liked to have heard about him, but the hour was up. 
     “Maybe you can tell me about Padraig in our next session,” she said.


Chapter Fifteen
Session Five…
 
“You’ve had a busy life in the years since we had our first sessions.” Dr. Ramsey opened the next hour with that observation, to which Shelby jumped right in:
     “I guess I have.”
     “But you haven’t even approached the reason you called three weeks ago. Am I right?”
     “Yes,” she grinned self-consciously. 
     “But let’s back up just a bit…a few observations if you’ll permit me.”
     Shelby didn’t object, though she could feel her anxiety start to rise. She’d almost not come to the appointment, knowing that when the last session with Dr. Ramsey ended there were no more sordid tales about the past to tell, just the story of Vienna and Padraig. “Sure, why not?” she answered in a shaky voice. 
     “What I have seen, Shelby,” the doctor began, is that you’ve grown up quite a bit since I saw you five years ago. You are more direct, less timid and unsure of yourself. You were just coming into your own, but it seemed to be more tiptoeing than arriving with a shout. You left Clive Darcy, but did you really leave him?”
     “No. Obviously,” she grimaced.
     Dr. Ramsey smiled warmly. “Even now there is that young girl in you, the one that gave herself to Mr. Darcy. But she’s much less in charge. I’ve found it interesting when you were telling your story about Greystoke, that you went back and forth between calling Mr. Darcy by that name, and then by the name Clive. His first name still seems awkward for you at times. You lapse back and forth. Maybe it depends on how you’re thinking of him.”
     “Maybe I’ll never be over him.”
     “Oh, I think it’s possible that you can put him behind you. But he was your first love and as severely as he controlled you, wrenching yourself from his control can’t be easy, as you’ve already seen. Maybe you needed those two years with Mr. Greystoke.”
     “I thought I did and the money was good. Even if it sort of makes me a whore, money for sex, that was what it boiled down to.”
     “But that really isn’t what bothered you when you gave it up.”
     “No, that wasn’t what bothered me. It was so empty. Maybe Clive wanted me to see that so I’d go back to him.”
     “But you didn’t go back to him.”
     “But I leaned on him for money. The assignments…”
     “What was that about?”
     “His work, his private intelligence company needed me to make flights across the Atlantic carrying certain parcels. Clive even had a microchip implanted in my shoulder so that he could track me if necessary. He said it was just a precaution, that my assignments were only simple deliveries…but just in case.”
     “And how long did you do these assignments?”
     Suddenly, the truth seemed to be aimed from an arrow right between her eyes. A burning sensation began there. The reason…the truth…Vienna and Padraig and Jessup… Shelby fumbled with the zipper on her hoodie, closed her eyes and took a breath.
     “How long, Shelby?” the doctor prompted.
     “Three years. For three years until,” she hesitated, toying briefly with the idea of lying, but then the truth just seemed to spill out “…until a few weeks ago.” She squirmed in her small corner of the couch unable to meet Dr. Ramsey’s gaze. 
     “So, all this time,” she said. 
     “Only once or twice a year, maybe it was three times that first year. I had an all expenses paid vacation for a simple trip to Europe.”
     “With a chip in your shoulder.”
     “Yeah, with a chip in my shoulder,” she smiled nervously.
     “And what happened on the last trip? It was the last trip when something happened, wasn’t it?”
     Shelby’s whole body clammed up; even her open posture changed back to that of a frightened girl. “But that is another story, Dr. Ramsey…”
     “And we have nearly an hour, Shelby. Just tell me what happened.”
 
For the next hour Shelby rambled on about the Vienna airport, the surly guards, the detention center and Col. Jessup, then the nights at the brothel under the control of Madame Pavlenco, the harrowing rescue by helicopter and finally her reunion in Vienna with Padraig 
Finnian. 
     “I got home and went to the office where Clive was holding court. I told him off. I cut the ties. I had the chip taken out, and the tattoo removed days later. I won’t see the man again, even in a moment of weakness, I know this now. I won’t. I can’t!”
     “I feel that, Shelby.”
     The woman calmed her with her soothing tone of voice.
     “What you’ve told me is astounding. Takes a lot of toughness to go through the ordeal you described. I find your resiliency amazing. But…I also sense that there’s something else going on, a subject that you haven’t talked about.”
     Shelby was silent. So was Dr. Ramsey, waiting placidly for a long time, until she finally leaned forward purposefully. 
     “Let’s get to the point, Shelby, I want you to tell me about Padraig Finnian.” 
     The woman could be so subtle, meandering her way through the minefield of a client’s ramblings, and then there were times like this when she might as well have donned the leathers and zipped up the stiletto boots. She was quiet in her manner, but her words cut right to the core where the broken shards of Shelby’s last three years lay waiting to finally be swept away. 
     “I loved Padraig. He was a better man than I’ve ever known. He’s handsome and sexy and down to earth, so Irish…he tries to hide it, cause he says he’s about being an American now. But the Irish slips out in such beautiful ways. I thought it might work out between us…but then Vienna happened and he appeared from out of nowhere after I was rescued. But he didn’t belong in Vienna…”
     “He didn’t belong? I don’t understand. He came to bring you home and you say he didn’t belong?”
     “It didn’t feel right from the moment I saw him in the hotel. I always assumed he knew nothing about my relationship with Clive…that he knew nothing about my bizarre sexual desires. But then when I got home, the truth started falling into place. What I thought to be true about Padraig was a lie. He belongs to Clive Darcy. Not the way I belonged to him, but he was one of Clive’s agents. Here I was thinking that I’d cut my ties with Clive and the man who steps in as my boyfriend turns out to be on Clive Darcy’s payroll. He even knew that the man was sending me to Vienna…that I was about to be arrested and swept into the underground slave market…” She spoke angrily, her body shaking, tears streaming from her eyes. 
     “Do you know this for a fact? Are you sure he knew what would happen in Vienna?”
       Shelby was silent then, drifting off, sobbing quietly.
     “Shelby, answer me,” Dr. Ramsey’s voice took on a stern edge. “Do you know this for a fact?”
     “What else am I to believe? He’s on Darcy’s payroll, why wouldn’t he know everything?”
     “For the same reason that you didn’t know everything. Clive Darcy is a schemer…
what’s to say that he didn’t set Padraig up along with you? Did you have any reason to suspect Padraig before? Any reason?”
     “No.”
     “Did he admit to knowing what would happen on your trip?”
     “No.”
     “And the last time you saw him…what happened?”
     “I told him about some of the things that happened with Jessup and the Madame, and how it wasn’t all that new for me…I told him the truth about what a slut I am. I couldn’t keep it from him anymore…he had to know that the kinky side of me is not going to go away. So what does he do but tell me he already knows – or at least he thinks he knows. He didn’t have to say much, I put it together on my own. I mean, I’d been suspicious all along…since Vienna. So I asked him point blank how he got the money to make the trip. That’s when he told me that he worked for Clive…”
     “And…?”
     “I threw him out.”
     “Without any further explanation?”
     “Yes, without any further explanation. I knew what I needed to know. I was furious, more pissed off than when I stormed into Clive’s office. So, I threw him out. I made him leave…I had to…” She made the last sad phrases through gulping breaths, a rush of painful sobs about to overtake her.
     Dr. Ramsey sat back and waited for Shelby’s tears to subside and for her to calm. 
     Shelby blew her nose in a Kleenex and dabbed her eyes. 
     “And now you regret throwing him out?” 
     “Regret it?” She looked at the doctor doubtfully, then her tears began again. “Maybe I do.”
     “Has he called you since you ‘threw him out’?” the doctor asked gently. 
     “Snuff…A few times. He’s left messages because I won’t talk to him.”
     “And have you seen him?”
     “No.”
     “Not even in the coffeehouse?”
     “Well, once. But only from behind the counter. Maureen covered for me. Told him exactly what I wanted her to say. That I wasn’t going to see him. She said he was angry and sad and, well, spitting nails angry.”
     “You threw him out just before calling me. Am I right?”
     “Yes.”
     “Shelby, I think you might need to go to him for the explanation. You never gave him the opportunity to tell his side of the story, and I think that’s what’s troubling you now. You wonder if you made the wrong decision about him, came to the wrong conclusions. Maybe he was as duped by Clive Darcy as you were.”
     “No, please…”
     “People don’t fit neatly into good and evil, black and white. There are lots of shades of grey. Look at yourself.”
     Shelby gazed up at the ceiling, sheepishly biting her lip. “Yeah, look at me…” Then she looked back at the doctor and tried to smile. She felt a little better; maybe the catharsis did her good. But see Padraig again? “He keeps telling me to listen to the message on my answering machine.”
     “And have you?”
     “No. He left it on my land line. Clive’s phone. The one Clive used to arrange my assignments. The light’s been blinking since I returned. At first I figured it was a message from Clive – why the hell would I want to listen to him?”
     “So, you have no idea what Padraig has to say?”
     “No.”
     “Well, you’ll never know unless you push that button or go see him. You don’t need him haunting you.”
     “I wouldn’t know what to say.”
     “I think you’ll find the words. The outcome may surprise you. If you really loved him and he loved you, there might be something to salvage. If not, at least you’d know for sure.”
     “But what kind of relationship can we have now? What we had was built on lies – his and mine.”
     The doctor sat back, as stern faced as Dr. Ramsey would ever get.
     “I don’t tell my clients what to do, not often anyway. I think you know that. But I do think that when you listen to that inner voice, the honest one, that you’ll do what you need to do.” She waited a minute, then said, “Time’s up, Shelby. I’ll see you next week, if you like. Your regular appointment time is already in my book.”


Chapter Sixteen 
     
The newspaper thrown over the company phone in her apartment still covered the blinking red message light. She had successfully ignored it over the last three weeks, thinking the act of snubbing Clive and Padraig was an act of courage, part of her path to the rest of her life without them both. But now she had no courage, no will left to fight what had been inside her all along. 
     First message was a routine call from Clive, which she quickly deleted.
     The second was recorded the day of her flight after she left her apartment for the airport.
     “Shelby, answer this! Please!” Pause “You got to be there, lass. C’mon, pick up…” a frantic Padraig kept on. “Shelby, you there? Damn you, please pick up. You need to hear me.”
     The message had come much too late, at least two hours after she left for the airport. She was already in the air by that time, out of cell phone contact, half a world away.
     Padraig in a panic and what did it mean?
     The third message was from Padraig again, a month later, a day after she threw him out. “Talk to me, Shelby. Call me now…” Same as the fourth and fifth messages, in Padraig’s various states of mind … frantic, angry, the last she heard sounding defeated … until there were no more. She reset the machine and turned away. Then impulsively changing her mind, she turned back and yanked the cords from the wall, throwing the machine against the brick, gladdened to hear it shattered to pieces by the impact.
 
***
 
When Shelby had gone into her session with Dr. Ramsey, a week had passed since she’d had had a message from Padraig on her cell phone. Before she’d walked into the office the lack of new messages had been a relief. However, it was no longer a welcome relief when an hour later she walked out of the psychologist’s office with a new purpose burning in her heart. Perhaps no messages cluttering up her cell phone was a message in itself; that Padraig had given up on her and finally walked off to do something new with his life. Wouldn’t it be ironic to find that just when she allowed her heart to race again with thoughts of him, and fill with the hope that they could salvage something from the mess they’d made – that Padraig would have already moved on without her?
 
Shelby went to his favorite pub: the most likely place to find him after six o’clock on a week night. 
     And there he was … her heart anxiously leapt at the sight of him. Through the murky smoke of the cloudy bar, she peered toward the corner where they always sat, where Padraig would drink his Guinness and she sipped light beer or a glass of wine. He was there just as she’d hoped, in the seat where he always sat, where she had a clear view of his striking face and muscled shoulders. But he was not alone. Because of the high-backed booth seats, she could not clearly see who sat across from him – although she knew it was a woman. Her hair was a tangle of red curls and when she turned her head, Shelby could just barely see a sliver of her smiling, flirting Irish face – a beautiful Irish girl – like the ones from home. 
     Her heart sank like a sack of stones. Goosebumps made her shiver cold.
     When she saw Padraig glance her way, she turned back toward the door for a hasty exit, hoping he’d not actually seen her. Hurrying down the street, she gulped huge breaths of cool night air trying to hold back her emotions. She swallowed them hard until she felt nothing but numbness, then a steady ache in her head, her shoulders and her chest. She realized she could barely breathe, as if something had punched her in the stomach. Then a warm pain surfaced in her left shoulder. She was spun around, suddenly facing Padraig; he was hardly breathing hard, despite the fact that he would have had to run from the pub to catch up with her. 
     “What the hell are you doing coming in search of me, then leaving?” She wasn’t used to Padraig Finnian fuming, a hairsbreadth from a full-blown rage – although it seemed like most of their times together since her rescue had been marked by his anger, and even hers.
     “You were with someone,” she said meekly. 
     “I was. But only because you’ve thrown me out of your life, lass. You give me no chance to explain myself. For weeks, I’m in a panic because you’ve been fed to the wolves and I know it. Then you blamed me for your misfortune. That is not justice. But I can’t wait forever for you to come around.”
     “I’m not blaming you, Padraig…but I do need to talk…I mean if you’re willing to?” 
     He looked confused and then just determined. “Sorry, for now, your need to talk will have to wait. There’s a girl in the pub that I owe a beer and a good meal. I guess you’ll have to wait till it’s convenient for me.”
     There was a long wait, as though there were something left to say. In the quiet, their emotions gathered until they reached an intolerable degree. Suddenly, he reached out and pushed her into the adjacent alley and shoved her against the hard brick of a warehouse wall. A violent kiss followed, his tongue prying her mouth wide open. The potency behind the kiss she’d felt before, but not from Padraig. Roused by something dark inside him, he pushed her further into the alley, whispering vehemently. “Go on!” 
     Swallowed inside the murky depths of a damp alcove, he pushed again against the brick. Then in one swift move, he tore open her coat, pulled up her dress and yanked her panties down. Unzipping his fly, his cock sprung free and ready. “You better want this, lass,” he warned, “Cause it’s all you’re gonna git from me tonight.” Lifting her crotch up to greet his manhood, he delivered the final shock with his cock ramming hard into the wetness of her velvety hole. 
     Seconds later, he came with a muted groan, and ground himself deep as her body would allow. Shelby came too, heaving convulsively as the spasms in her coming body went on and on and on. Even when he set her feet back on the asphalt and backed away, her body was writhing against the warehouse wall, coming still, his juices dripping down her thighs. 
     “Don’t you call me, lass, though I don’t imagine you would,” he bit off scornfully. “I’ll call you when I’m ready.”
     She assumed he would leave her there in the alley to the rats and mice that scurried from one trash bin to the next. Instead, he tore away her panties, discarding them in the trash, then grabbed her arm and escorted her back to the sidewalk. Her car was parked just ten feet beyond. “Go home, now, Shelby.” Some of his bitterness had seemed to abate, but he was no less demanding.
     She looked back at him wishing with all her heart that they could just skip through the next few hours or days, or whatever it took for him to come to her again – if he even would. For just an instant, she thought she saw a look of regret pass across his face. But then it was gone. 
     “In your car,” he ordered. “I have to go back to my friend.”
     Sure now that there would be no changing his mind, Shelby fled to her car and roared off down the street. In the rearview mirror, she saw him standing on the sidewalk, watching her until she was out of sight.
     How swiftly the tables had turned! He was now the one in charge, and it was her turn to wait.
 
***
 
The incident in the alley replayed in Shelby’s mind for days after it happened. What’s worse, there was no Padraig pulling her from the purgatory of her anxious waiting. How did she even know that there was anything to rescue from their once idyllic relationship? When her  heart would suddenly leap back to him, she reminded herself that he still had much to explain. Why should she feel like shit? Why should she blame herself when she was the one who had been victimized?
     As the days went by without hearing from him, she began to regret the hours spent with Dr. Ramsey, slowly working her way to the punch line when she finally had the courage to spit out the truth she needed to tell. Why couldn’t she have avoided the drama of replaying her life in its tedious sequence of events? She could have saved herself the constant worry now. The lost sleep. The fretful hours wondering if the minutes spent with Padraig in the alley would be her last with him.
 
Five days after the shocking fuck, she rushed into the coffeehouse to start her shift; she’d be working until eight that evening. Maureen was there, busily making sandwiches, while Corinne, their teenage waitress was waiting tables, rushing efficiently from customer to customer refilling cups of coffee and taking orders. 
     Shelby’s eyes scanned the coffeehouse from behind the counter, her eyes suddenly lighting on a man in the corner, his face tucked behind a newspaper. She couldn’t actually see his face with his head still buried in his newspaper – but she knew who it was. Padraig had always been a glutton for news. Even then, she would have known who it was by the familiar work boots, the blue jeans and the way he sat back in his chair. Just his energy might have been enough to identify him amongst a crowd of coffee drinking patrons. He might have once blended into the walls and the woodwork of her coffeehouse, a handsome but enigmatic stranger, too closed to meddle with, too private for an inquisitive female. But he was nothing like that now.
     “He’s been here for almost two hours,” Maureen said, as she passed by behind her. “You might as well take the day off, Shel, because you’re not going to be any use to me here.”
     “But—” 
     “But what?” she scowled affectionately. “You’ve been waiting for this for the last week. Or don’t you remember telling me … let’s see, how was that you put it?” Maureen thought a moment. “He was in the pub, but we didn’t quite connect, whatever that means.” 
     Shelby still hesitated.
     “Geez, girl! Go on. Hear him out. You said it was in his hands now, well you’d better face it now rather than suffer more.”
     Shelby watched Padraig for several more minutes before she made her move. She had only to walk his way, and he lowered the newspaper to show his face. He must have read her energy as easily as she did his.
     “So have I paid long enough for my crime?” she asked, looking into his sparkling green eyes.
     “Maybe,” he said.
     “Well, you’re here, aren’t you?”
     “That I am.”
     “Maureen tells me I should take the afternoon off. If that’s what you like, I will.”
     He nodded, then tossed the newspaper to a nearby table, and leaning forward, fished through his pocket for a couple of bills. He rose and left them on the table, while Shelby scurried back behind the counter to retrieve her purse and coat. 
 
***
 
The day was a brisk one, but the breezy air felt good on her face as they walked through the city. She thought they were on some aimless trek until they managed to arrive at a park she knew was fairly close to his apartment. He still lived in the tiny space by the ‘L’, and at that seemingly perilous moment, something made her long for that small apartment and the comforting rumbling of the train. The first time they made love was a pleasant memory among many. Even the memories of when they fought, broke up and managed to find their way back together were precious to her now. Was it possible for that special magic to work again? Or were things too different now? 
     “I’m a carpenter. That’s what I’ve always done,” he started the conversation after a long quiet spell. 
     They sat on a park bench with Padraig leaning forward, arms on his knees and Shelby sitting sideways, so nervous that her entire body was quaking and hot, her ears practically burning – somewhere in that there must have been a metaphor but she wasn’t making commentary in her mind. Every bit of her was focused on Padraig. He looked at her a moment, then his empty gaze returned to somewhere in the distance, across the field of fresh mown grass to the great green trees that lined the park’s perimeter.
     “A few years back, right after you left Clive, I was doing the renovations on his city penthouse. My Irish brogue was thicker then. He took note of it and started asking me questions all about me self, where I came from, what kind of man I was. Things I liked. A queer guy, Clive Darcy – and I mean the normal definition of ‘queer’. I liked him, I thought. We shot the breeze about most everything when he was in a mood to talk. I’d work, he’d watch – or go about his business – simple as that. 
     “After a while, he asked me if I’d do a few favors for him, sort of like the assignments you had delivering sensitive information to important persons. I wasn’t so sure about that, so I questioned him. I didn’t want to do anything illegal to mess up my immigration status. He assured me there’d be no problem. Some kind of instinct made me believe him…that and the men he introduced me to. Important people in the government who contracted him for his intelligence work. They thought I was a good decoy. So I made short trips, just a few days at a time – I got back to Ireland that way. And I flew to Mexico, the Bahamas, Panama. He labeled me an operative because I’d come back with useful information. He could trust me, and it put a few extra dollars in my pocket. My work for him went on long after the penthouse renovations were done. After that, we didn’t see each other much; he’d call me about a new assignment and if I had the time, I’d take the job. If not, it was no big deal to either of us. I guess you could say he pulled me into his cause. 
     “Then one day, he calls me. Wants me to come to his office. Things to discuss.” 
     Padraig turned to her. She could see his face, and after finding his eyes much too intense, found herself staring at his lips instead. 
     “He said that he had a different assignment for me. A girl. In fact, his former lover. I already knew about his sadism. The things I installed in his apartment were enough to make most people walk away in disgust. Eye bolts, suspension harnesses and whipping racks. He made no apologies for his fetish; in fact, he seemed proud of what he could do to a woman with her consent. Before I left him, I saw him whip a female into a frenzy. Craziest thing I’d ever seen. Her back was raw with welts and there was this cruel smile on his face. I could see his pants bulging. Funny thing was, the girl. She was smiling too. I turned away and left, deciding that I had no business watching what came next.”
     “So, it bothered you?” 
     “Not much. Maybe what bothered me was that I found it so damn exciting. I went home and jacked off.”
     Shelby’s entire body bristled hearing this. 
     “So, he calls me into his office to tell me about the girl he wanted me to look after. He called her naïve and vulnerable. She used to be his secretary, but something had scared her off. I asked what that would be and he said that they had been intimate, lovers, even master and slave for a long while…but things changed he said. He didn’t say what except that he knew that this Miss Ryan had been with another man, an arrangement he’d engineered and now that the affair was over and she needed looking after. He told me I had free reign. I could do whatever I pleased with her – as if he still owned her.
     “I thought it odd, but then I found out that you were hot and beautiful and fascinating. I never expected to fall in love, but I did, Shelby.” He looked her straight in the eye. “I knew you had your assignments, just like I had mine. But I was told they were safe, document drops, nothing more dangerous than that. When you treated them like a vacation, I had no reason to think anything differently. But it wore on me that we couldn’t be honest about what we were doing. It wore on me that I couldn’t do some of the things that my desires led me to. I knew about you, Shelby. Darcy admitted that he’d been hard on you, but he made me promise to hold off on the rough stuff. He thought you needed a break. After a while, I didn’t care what he wanted. Even so, I wanted to be careful. I didn’t want to scare you off. I knew a lot, but I wasn’t sure what had happened with your last affair – you tossed it off like it was no big deal, but I wasn’t so sure. So what that I couldn’t slap your ass when I had a mind to, or hold you down, or let those fired up passions in me have their way with you. 
     “It did mess me up…the lies. What I knew were lies. They started to grind in my gut. That’s when I’d get pissed at you and we argued. The times I walked out and you wondered why. I figured we needed a break. I could feel the strain between us, but I didn’t know how to change that, make it better. 
     “I think things were starting to go well, though…until last month…” He bowed his head and stared at the concrete sidewalk.
     “They were going well, Padraig. They were the best times.” Her heart was beating so hard that she could barely speak. 
     “I thought your assignment was the same as the others, but then I got a call from Darcy. He said I needed to see him. He must have had it timed right. He must have known the minute you’d walk out the door. He told me I’d be flying to Vienna soon to get you. It didn’t make sense then. He only said that the assignment was a little different than the normal ones. I questioned him and got nothing but vague answers. He finally said it was none of my business. You’d signed on, you could handle it. You wouldn’t be in any danger. He swore to me you wouldn’t be in any danger.
     “I tried to get a hold of you, Shelby, but it was too late. You were already gone. You didn’t pick up your cell phone, and of course the call to your apartment was useless. I just hoped. I hoped so hard it hurt… then when you were reported missing, abducted, I was told, it was all I could do to keep from going back to his office and decking the bastard.”
     His emotion was still raw and enough to make the stunned Shelby shudder. 
     “So, that’s it. That’s my story, my explanation. I don’t know how I would ‘ave done things differently, lass, but if I’d have known what was going to happen to you, I would have moved heaven and earth to keep you out of that disaster.”
     Shelby sat back, too dumbfounded to speak for a time, then a meek, “I-I don’t know what to say,” came out on her whispered breath. Her mind spun, flashing back to incidents in the past that might have hinted to the truth about his clandestine activities … or times during sex when she had the feeling that he was holding back, and she could not bring herself to encourage his dominance over her. It was hard to say how much she forced herself to deny. But it was obvious that they had steered clear of precarious subjects like Clive Darcy, Shelby’s masochism and Padraig’s fascination for her kink. 
     Now, he was as quiet and thoughtful as she was. And for a long while there seemed no way around the awkward impasse. “So what do we do now?” she finally asked. 
     “I dunno…maybe we can start again, lass. No lies this time.”
     “Can we do that? I mean just pretend the past didn’t happen?”
     “We don’t pretend a thing. We’ve had enough of that. But you have to tell me what you want, girl. You have to quit with the brakes, because the things that I desire with you aren’t all that pretty sometimes. I want to play them out, but only if you’re ready for that. I know that it was bad where you were at the detention facility and I don’t want to bring on bad memories…”
     “Padraig you do know that I was sexually used. It wasn’t just being beaten. Most women would call it rape, and I guess I do too… though I’m wired differently than most women. I can take punishment and have it feed my lust. You sure you want a woman who’s had so many cocks that she’s lost track of the number? You sure that won’t matter? That down the road, you’re not going to think I’m too perverted? I mean if those things matter, we have to give it up now. You can’t judge me. I can’t take that. I can’t.”
     “Aw, Shelby,” he shook his head. “You won’t be judged by me. You think I’m such a gentle Irish boy…but you saw my dark side the other night. It may be as rough as your Mr. Darcy’s. But I just play the game differently than he does. And I play the game for keeps. It’s more than sex and control…it’s about loving you. Your Mr. Darcy never understood that that was what you needed most. Maybe he can’t love. But I know I can, and I do love you Shelby Ryan.”
 
Padraig’s last words lingered for a long while between them. Shelby searched his eyes for any wavering, and his firm jawline for even the slightest twitch – like those things could tell truth from lies. What she knew to be true, however, came from her heart. And for a moment, she dared to believe that something good could come out of the havoc these long and tortuous weeks had unleashed on their relationship. 
     “You think, Padraig, since your apartment is close, that we could go there and be together for a while, real close?”
     His face lighted now. “I think so,” he said. 
     He stood up and grabbed her hand, then with his arm around her waist they strode toward the sound of the ‘L’ train rattling its way along the tracks. 
 
Like he’d used her in the alley, his mood was dark and forceful. As soon as the door closed behind them, he was stripping away her clothes until she was naked. He gazed at her body, coveting every piece, loving the curve of her breasts, the smooth valley at her waist, and the pubic mound that jutted out with a small trail of trimmed hair. He cupped her pubis and squeezed hard, allowing himself to feel how she responded. Then he spanked her there, his hand coming down on the sensitive places a little harder each time his palm struck. Her body swooned against him as her urgent desire built into an overwhelming force. 
     “There’s to be no more doubting me,” he whispered in her ear. 
     “Yes, sir,” she gasped for breath.
     “And when I’m rough with you, you’ll take what I dish out and not object.”
     “Oh, Padraig, never!”
     “And if there’s to be anyone that owns you, it will be me. You understand that?”
     She sighed. 
     “You hear that?” he shook her spanked mound, wanting confirmation. 
     “Yes, sir. I heard you.”
     “And you want more now?”
     “Yes, sir.”
     “Harder?”
     “If you would.”
     He pulled her around, shoved her forward toward the small bedroom, grabbing a length of clothesline as he did and roping her wrists behind her, finally shoving her over the end of his twin bed. Her shoulders fell to the mattress, leaving her ass high and waiting. He massaged it first, giving it a good smack now and then. Her body juices started to flow long before this started, but they seemed to gush now that the energy between them soared so brilliantly. 
     “And is this what you want?” he asked. He’d let her go and moved so she could see him withdrawing his heavy work belt from the belt loops.
     “Ohmygod!” she gasped. 
     “Tell me, lass. I want to hear it in your own words.”     
     “Yes, Padraig, yes! You start thrashing my ass, I’ll come. I swear I will.”
     “We’ll see,” he chuckled darkly. 
     The darkness made her body spasm deep within. She watched him double the leather, fear and excitement taking hold. Then he stepped back to where she couldn’t see him, and a moment later, the belt smacked across both ass cheeks, delivering her to a welcomed pain. If Padraig could not have done this, she would have had to find a man who would. But the rush of delight and pain had her delirious within seconds of his beginning the savage punishment. All across her ass cheeks, from top to bottom the leather struck. She was wailing, her bound body rocking back and forth, feeling the ecstasy consume her. 
     For a time, he stopped to massage her ass cheeks until he took her to the edge of coming. Then when his hand pulled away, he walked around and stripped in front of her, showing off the body she lusted after: the sweating muscles, the fierce testosterone and his firm hard cock jutting before her, ready to have her as he desired. 
     Clear to her now was the shift that had taken place in their relationship – this would not be a relationship of lies and half-truths, engineered by Clive Darcy. This would be theirs, ruled by the fire that was bred into them both. 
     It was awkward taking him in her mouth from her cowering position, but she managed, just as she would manage a lot of things from now on. 
     She turned her head so he could thrust himself deep inside her mouth. Then he pulled back, for a time allowing her lips and tongue to taste this salty skin of his slickened crown. He held her by the hair and drilled her. She hated that she couldn’t use her hands – but as a surrendering female, she loved it just as much. His forceful dominance, that dared demand this kind of submission from her, was new to them both. This was Darcy’s territory but Padraig had a style all his own: hands that loved, that caressed and hurt in the same instant. Darcy had won her with words and assumptions and the authority of his age. Padraig won her with his open heart.  
 
When the mouth fuck was finally enough, he got back to the business of smacking her cooled down ass cheeks with his belt. The flesh went from cool to hot in seconds, then another massage and she was at that precipice again. 
     “Oh, I’m going to come!” she announced with her body writhing underneath his powerful hand.
     “Like hell you’ll come!” he stopped the massage abruptly. “You come now, and I’ll leave you tied up all night.” He stared down at her with a fixed gaze. “Oh, maybe you’d like that, right? Well maybe not if I hogtie you and toss you in the closet.”
     “Padraig, you wouldn’t!” She looked back at him in horror.
     “You want to test me? You brought out this beast in me, you got to live with it now.”
     Already, the fiery warmth on her punished bottom had dwindled down enough so she no longer feared slipping into a verboten climax. She had no desire to be punished by a single-minded lover on this their first night back in each other’s arms. It was easy to reply, “No, sir. I’d better not tonight,” and smile at him with sheepish longing.
     “An’ you’d better not ever test me,” his next warning made her shudder so deliciously that it produced a delightful spasm deep inside her belly.
     She wondered if he was bluffing or if he had the heart of a sadist? Would he follow through with his threats? It was a juice quandary to think on – but on some other day, not now. 
     “No, sir. I have no plans to test you.”
     “You come when I tell you to and not before?”
     “Yes, sir.” The smile that followed reflected all the wicked thoughts moving through her kinky brain – like how amazing it was that what she desired from a lover could be found in the very man she had grown to love.
     There was little time to think on these things; Padraig was quickly back to business, smacking her with his belt until there was something rhythmic and symbiotic about the act. A fierce wave of mutual desire and need washed over them both: the catharsis at the end of long strained weeks. Endorphins were firing off, the sweet bliss, the masochist’s reward descending through her body now. She retained just enough conscious thought to keep her promise not to come without permission, but it was getting harder with each second that passed. 
     “Oh, dear god, Padraig, I really can’t hold back!” she finally cried. “Please, you sweet dear man…”
     He stopped with his leather belt, tossing it to the floor. “You can wait,” he told her, as he positioned his naked body behind hers and speared her spasming cunt. She almost lost it then. 
     Thankfully, he spoke the words she was dying to hear, “Come if you like, slut,” while he was gaining his momentum. 
     Seconds later, her body spasmed into a hard climax,  “Yesssssssssss!” she hissed. “Yesyesyesyesyes….” crying and jerking and twisting, her insides clutching his cock tight as if she’d never let go.
     Only after her spasms began to die away did she realize that Padraig was pressing his fingers into her asshole and pulling his cock out of the tight place below. A little gentle prodding with the head of his penis, and he breached her backdoor. A firm thrust and he was fully inside. 
     Another kind of eroticism began to bloom in her – this a submissive and lowly kind of arousal. This was always how it felt when she took a cock in her ass. Except that this time was nothing like the times she plumbed these depths in the past, when it was with men who didn’t care, who used her ass for the kinky sport of it and gave her nothing else. Padraig gave as much back to her as she poured out to him. Their love and lust mingled freely. 
     With powerful thrusts and heated cries, he suddenly ejaculated, setting off another climax in her – although this one was from a deeper and more earthy place of sexual need. It was not a delicate thing. Sparks shot before her closed eyes, vivid as fireworks. And they clung to each other with an animal fervor for minutes as he pumped his seed inside her ass. 
     But it was more than just a hot ass fuck. All the other times when a man took her in the ass, it was something to get used to and maybe enjoy. This time, her whole being was engaged. Love did matter during sex. Padraig proved that to them both.
     “Dammit, lass, you’re gonna wear me out,” he sighed heavily when he finally caught his breath.
       A moment later, Shelby collapsed against the bed causing his dwindling erection to slip out. Then he pushed her to the wall and curled up next to her on the small bed, his hand in her hair, his lips meeting hers and kissing them gently for a long while. 
     The redolence of their body sweat and pheromones filled the air. Their hearts seemed to clamor for the touch of skin, the smell of warm breath, the feel of their sexual urgency renewing itself. Just minutes after the orgasm had finally died away, they could feel the arousal returning, and for a long while, they wrapped themselves in each other’s arms with their legs scissored and his pulsing cock against her labia. 
     “So does this prove anything to you, Shelby Ryan? Does this show you who I am? Are you going to doubt me after tonight?”
     She smiled. “You think I’m going to wear you out…I’m thinking you’re going to do the same to me.”
     “Good. I want to keep you happy.”
     “Oh, I am happy. You have no idea…”
     “Maybe I do. Maybe when I see your face light up like this, I can tell how you feel. And when I feel your heart beating the way it does next to me, I know. You get inside me, lass. You make me want more of you.” He held her head with his fingers threaded through her hair and kissed her hard again. And when the kiss broke there was a smile on his lips. “So, I wonder how I should mark you.”
     “You want to mark me?” She looked up at him in disbelief.
     “Why not? Everyone else seems to think they have the right to,” he grinned. “I mean, if I own you.”
     She grinned back. 
     “So what, a tattoo? Labia rings down here?” He tugged the slips of skin, a playful gleam in his eye.
     “Ouch!”
     “Oh, so would you like that?”
     “No, I wouldn’t like that! Darcy pierced my labia and I took them out.”
     “I see. Well then, I’ll have to find something else. Something permanent, maybe a brand, wouldn’t that just suit my little masochist?”
     Her eyes widened in horror and he laughed. 
     “Don’t worry yourself, lass, when the time comes, it will be a mark you want. You  might even beg for it. But you can be sure that you’ll never have anything to fear from me.”
     She offered up a worried pout. “How come I fall into the hands of sadists so easily?”     “So, you think me a sadist now?”
     “Oh, I’m sure you are!”
     “Well then, if I’m a sadist, just be glad that finally you’ve fallen for one who loves you enough to never hurt you.” He said this with a hand cupping her sore ass in a show of playful irony, and his cock about to take her for another wild ride. 
     The ‘L’ train rumbled by the window. Darkness crept around the corners of the sky and soon covered the bedroom in thick shadows. And in those mystifying shadows, Shelby and Padraig began to kiss again with the eroticism between them rising fast. They knew exactly where their passionate kisses would lead. 
     It would be this way for them all night and well into the following day.
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