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Disclaimer

This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance of any persons, places, things or events in this book to any real person, places, things or events is strictly coincidental. Especially billionaires. Billionaires may exist, but have you or anyone you know ever seen one in person? Hmm? 

Also, all characters in this story are over 18 years of age.

Foreword

Starting around 2030, the Robot Job Holocaust began, and young adults everywhere found themselves unemployed and unemployable. Some of them formed gangs and roamed the streets at night, beating, raping and robbing whenever they could get away with it.

Citizen vigilantes and citizen vigilante groups soon arose to combat the gangs, as the police were uninterested in combating the gangs outside the enclaves of the One Percenters. And since vigilantism was illegal, the vigilantes almost always disguised themselves, often with colorful costumes. These vigilantes, although subject to arrest and imprisonment if caught, were wildly popular folk heroes. And heroines. This is the story of two such heroes.
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It was time for a Temptation Walk, she knew that as she got into her car at the hospital parking lot. And she knew just where it should be: Primrose Way, the alley in the bar district just off Main Street.

With any luck at all, she'd encounter the goons who'd attacked Lydia Simpkins, the woman who'd showed up at the emergency room last night with her face swollen by bruises, her eyes blacked, her lips puffy, bruises and cuts on her torso and legs and of course, in need of a rape kit.

Sarah Rawls-Goolsby had ministered to Lydia as well as she could, providing comfort and counseling and making sure Lydia's pain was properly attended to. She'd called Lydia's sister who'd come over to take her home and get her settled. She was the very picture of coolness, calmness and comfort in the face of Lydia's pain. 

But inside she was seething, even more so when the police came in and did their criminal investigation. She could almost see the detective smirking as Lydia revealed that she had been out clubbing and then had walked down Primrose Way to get to her car. “Asking for it,” the cop was thinking, it was almost as if there was a thought bubble over his head. Primrose Way was in fact the shortest path to the large parking lot where many who frequented the clubs along Spenser Street parked.

It was also a place where scumbags and rapists who wanted to catch a pretty young woman like Lydia and beat her, rob her and/or rape her hung out. The cops knew it, the women's shelters knew it, and a lot of the club kiddies knew it, but not all of them. Not Lydia, for instance.

The cops wouldn't do much of an investigation, Sarah knew. They'd take the rape kit and harvest the DNA and wait for it to test positive against someone when they brought them in on another case. Because there was always another case. 

Even if they did come up with a match for the DNA they'd found in Lydia, and the perp got convicted, it wouldn't necessarily lead to serious jail time. District Attorneys were notorious for using plea bargains to reduce their workload. They'd let him off with a fine and a year's probation or some such nonsense.

That was why it was time for a Temptation Walk. Sarah knew where the scum were, and she knew how to deal with them. Sarah drove home to the small but comfortable apartment she lived in. She fed her cat Hercules and spent some time petting and playing with him ... it helped quiet the burning fury at what those scum had done to Lydia enough that she could go to her desk and apply her makeup with a hand that wasn't trembling with rage.

Sarah didn't know Lydia personally. But her work at the women's shelter and at the hospital had brought her into contact with so many victims of male violence that over time a cumulative rage took hold of her. 

Fighting the rage, Sarah washed off her existing makeup base, the simple clear makeup that gave her pale skin a light flush and the very light brown that gave some depth to her eyes, the mild blush on her lips. 

She replaced them with a foundation that made her pale skin even paler, then the black eyeliner with blue for her lids. A heavy, dense application that contrasted powerfully with her large, round eyes. She put in the contact lenses that gave her eyes a yellowish tint. Then the eyebrow liner that accentuated her thin, barely there brows and made them arched brows that signaled interest and invitation. Finally, she liberally applies the bright red lipstick that contrasted so powerfully with her pale skin.

She took her lustrous black hair down from its customary bun and brushed it out and sprayed some conditioner on it to highlight its rich gloss.

She reached down into her lowest desk drawer and lifted the large cardboard square that would easily have been mistaken for the bottom of the drawer and pulled from beneath it the large leather collar with its spikes and also the cuffs and the shackles. She left the ball gag and the blindfold and the whip and the sex harness and the leash in the bottom of the drawer.

She had had those items for a long time, a very long time, and had never used them for their intended purpose with a partner. Never had the nerve, the chance, whatever. Now they served nicely as part of her Temptation wear. She wrapped the collar around her neck and fastened the strap tight at the back of her neck. Next, the shackles and the cuffs. She felt a familiar melancholy as she put them on. She wanted to surrender herself to someone so badly, but she was not one to surrender to just anyone.

Next she put on her soft black thong and the tiny, tiny skirt that just barely went past the lower crease of her buttocks, which also accentuated the wide curve of her hips. Then she applied the temporary tramp stamp tattoo to her lower back and another to her upper arm. 

Her black bra came next, with the straps that crossed below her collarbone and which let her large breasts spill out easily on either side of their cups, giving the impression that they might be fully exposed with the least careless move, though she knew from experience that they stayed in place even when she was fighting for her life.

Next came the gloves, soft and silky on the bottom but armored with a hard copper shell on the back, and with spikes on the knuckles. A twist of a hidden switch and the spikes would be tipped with a nerve poison that would have a brief paralyzing effect on the nervous system of anyone who was hit hard enough by the spikes to penetrate the skin. Just enough time for her to do her work.

Next she put on a belt around her waist that appeared to hold toy guns. The handles looked like toy pistol handles, but if you pulled the pistols out, instead of a standard revolver you saw a square body and no barrel, because the guns were in fact fully functional tasers. Then she put on her bracelets, fastening one end to the slave cuffs on her wrists. The bracelets had an ornament dangling on a chain that looked like a miniature cock. Actually, it was pepper spray.

Finally came the sneakers, bright pink sneakers with pom pom laces, but with an unusual addition: steel toes. 

She topped off her ensemble with a bright pink bow in her hair that matched the pink tennis shoes. It had no weapons, it was just there because it matched the shoes and added to the impression that she was a goth girl out for a night on the town.

She looked at herself in her full-length mirror. The outfit showed off her figure beautifully. She practiced drawing the tasers from their holsters quickly and smoothly a few times, just to make sure the reflexes she had developed from her many hours of practice were still in peak form. They were. She also practiced flipping up the bracelets so that the pepper spray cocks easily flipped into her palm, the balls at her fingertips where one press would send the spray into an opponent's face.

Sarah got her purse, and made sure it was properly loaded: zip ties, several small strap-on dildos, night vision goggles that looked like sunglasses, a small first aid kit and a bottle of very effective pain pills. Just the thing for a night on the town. She winked at the sexy Goth hottie in the mirror. She was Temptation now and it was time for her to walk the night.

Temptation flounced out the door, a wiggle in her butt and a gleam in her eye and got in her car. She drove to the club district and parked just off Primrose Way, then walked to Club Zeitgeist and bought herself a drink or three, which she was careful not to actually drink more than a few sips of each time. She fended off the club goers of both sexes who made passes at her and stepped out on the dance floor and danced briefly to get her body warmed up, just in case. Temptation had a free-swinging, lusty wiggle to her hips that Sarah never had.

Temptation then put on her sunglasses and wandered out of the club,  her steps slow and just a little bit clumsy as if she were tipsy, and made her way down Primrose Alley toward her car.

The night vision goggles picked the lurkers up easily enough, bright patches against the darkness. One of them stepped out boldly in front of her, a tall, rangy man with light brown skin of indeterminate race. He was wearing formal looking black pants, black shoes and a T-shirt printed to look like he was wearing a tuxedo.

“Whoa, darlin, where you goin?” he asked in a friendly voice that Temptation did not believe even for a second.

“Goin' home,” she said, slurring her words a bit.

“Darlin' you're in no shape to drive, best let me help you out here,” he said, reaching out for her with a hand. 

“No!” she shouted, backing off. “Doan touch me!”

“Don't be like that, honey,” said the man, advancing on her rapidly. 

“No!” she shouted, at the same time slipping the pepper spray into her palm with one hand and shielding her eyes with her other hand, and giving him a blast right in the eyes and danced away from him, her legs now moving quite nimbly.

“GAAAAH, DAMN!” he screamed as the pepper spray set his face burning. “Get her, boys!”

Her attacker's two companions sprang from behind the dumpster where they'd been hiding and headed for Temptation and the attacker, their intent unmistakable.

Temptation pulled her pistol from its holster and fired at her attackers. Long practice had made her a dead shot. The taser bolts struck their targets each time, the three men who had been advancing on her with such certainty now lay writhing on the ground, groaning in pain. She quickly approached each of them while they were still dazed and hit them with a grazing blow to the chin, the best way of insuring the spikes broke the skin.

Within ten seconds, all three of them had collapsed to the ground, the neurotoxin paralyzing them. It would leave them basically paralyzed for the next 15 minutes or so. But they wouldn't be unconscious. Better for them if they had been.

Temptation glanced around and saw the coast was clear. Good. She flipped the switch that closed the supply of neurotoxins to the spikes in her gloves. Playtime now.

She went to her initial attacker and kicked his legs apart, then gave him a vicious kick in the nuts with her steel-toed tennis shoes. She was rewarded with a loud, reflexive grunt of pain. Temptation then went to town on the rest of him with her steel-toed shoes, kicking him in the ribs, the knees, the elbows, the abdomen and the face repeatedly, finishing off by stomping and kicking his hands. She did not want him hurting anyone for a very long time.

Once he was sufficiently agonized, she dragged him to a nearby chain link fence and used the zip ties to secure his hands wide apart to the fence. Temptation pulled one of the strap-ons out of her purse and then pulled her victim's pants down and thrust it right up his ass and tied it in place. She then arranged his head so that his face was fully visible and pulled out her phone and took a nice shot of him with the pink strap-on hanging out of his ass. She'd post the picture later to an anonymous site she knew of, afer cleaning the metadata from the image. 

She then treated the other two thugs the exact same way. She wanted all of them to experience what their victims experienced: the pain, the violation, the sexual humiliation and the public humiliation. It might not prevent them from attacking another woman, but the broken fingers and joints would at least slow them down.

Just as she was finishing her photo of the last one, she felt a crushing blow to her head, one that sent her tumbling to the ground, her purse's contents flying everywhere. She looked up from a red haze of pain to see five men surrounding her now, looking down at her with gloating expressions. She had the presence of mind to flip the neurotoxin switch back on with her thumbs.

“It's that crazy Goth chick what done the Flippers,” said one of the men as he gazed down at her. They were dressed uniformly in jeans and long overcoats. One of her breasts had strayed out of its straps and hung swaying as she lay there, wanting desperately to scrabble to her feet, but fearing that the men would leap on her like the pack animals they were if she did.

“She sure done a job on the Phunks,” observed one of them, glancing at the men tied to the chain link fence with dildos hanging out of their butts.

“Well they always did wanna take it up the butt,” laughed one of the others.

“I think she likes to take it up the butt, too,” observed one of the men with a smirk in his voice.

“I guess we'll find out,” said another.

Temptation could tell by the way they were moving that they were about to attack her. She tried to delay them. “It so happens that I DO like to take it up the butt,” she said. Her head was throbbing and every word hurt to say, but play for time, play for time. It had been over ten minutes now since her encounter with the first gang, someone might have seen it and called the cops. “And I suppose I earned it,” she added.

“She seems kinda eager for some butt stuff,” said one of the men suspiciously. “I wonder if she got a package up front.”

“Easy enough to find out,” sniggered another, reaching down for her. 

Temptation had no choice now, she tried to scramble to her feet, but hands seized her and pulled her to her feet, her arms and legs held wide apart. She tried to graze her captor's arm with the studs on her knuckles, but their overcoats protected them against the very weak leverage she had. She could have kicked with her steel-toed sneakers, but once again, no leverage with her legs held apart.

Her plan had always been to stay out of reach of the men she fought until they were downed by her weapons, and for good reason.

A man reached down and pulled her dress and her thong down, revealing her naked vagina. (She kept it shaved clean, it appealed to her aesthete.) 

“Oh, she's all woman,” one of the men said approvingly.

“Let's do her then,” said another, his hand reaching forward to finger her.

The man's finger never reached her. He lurched sideways, grunting in pain, as a hard blow landed on his head, rocking it to one side. A huge, powerful-looking figure loomed behind the man. She recognized him by the set of dice that were embroidered on the back of his black gloves. It was the Gambler, famous for attacking and beating up hardened criminals in the midst of their crimes. He was as secretive as Temptation, though he didn't get as much press, not being female, scantily dressed and attractive. Plus, he didn't put dildos in criminals' butts. Clearly, he had no marketing savvy.

Temptation's attackers dropped her like the proverbial hot potato as they turned to deal with this new threat. She scrambled to her feet and pulled her thong and dress up hastily. Then she drew her taser.

But it was hard to draw a bead on the right man, because it was all a jumble of arms and legs and swirling coats. But Temptation was soon able to pick out what was going on. The Gambler was dodging and moving to keep the attackers from closing on him, but as he did so he was getting in some very hard shots at members of the gang, wearing them down slowly. 

The Gambler was getting away with attacking five men at once because he was very, very fast and very good.  His attackers were all young, fit and had been in fights before. They went after the Gambler with confidence, but he kept dancing out of their range. There was almost a poetry to the way the Gambler struck the gang members, his fist rocking their heads, sending them reeling sometimes, his kicks coming out of nowhere and buckling their knees.

Temptation noticed that the Gambler was moving in a circle, keeping his opponents spread out, and once she had that figured out she was able to help. She fired into the mass of the gang in the opposite direction that the Gambler was moving in and was pleased to see a gang member drop to the ground, stunned. She was able to stun another and suddenly there were only three men chasing the Gambler, who got a haymaker in on the current lead attacker, and suddenly it was a two-on-two fight.

The two remaining gang members hesitated, and that sealed their doom. The Gambler attacked one with a short series of punches that laid him out and as the other gang member turned to move in on the Gambler, Temptation shot him in the ass with her taser and he collapsed.

Just like that, Temptation and her rescuer were standing alone together in an alleyway with five bodies sprawled around them and three fastened to a chain link fence. Temptation quickly ran to each downed man and gave him a grazing blow with her knuckle spikes to ensure they stayed down, and a quick kick to the groin to remember her by. Then she turned to thank the Gambler ... and saw that he had vanished. She heard the distant police sirens, and scrabbled about, picking up the spilled contents of her purse. It was time for her to disappear, too. As she ran to her car and drove off, her heart was strangely heavy. She had wanted to speak to the Gambler, to thank him for helping her. A good and decent man would be like a breath of fresh air to her.

Temptation did not see the shadowy figure that followed her to her car and wrote down her license plate number.

Chapter 2

An Invitation

Sarah showed up at work at the Sisterhood Women's Shelter the next morning with an aching head that was nothing compared to the aching head she had had the previous night from the goon's shot to her head. Ice and some very effective pain killers followed by some sleep had reduced the ache to an ignorable reminder of her night's activities. 

On the way in to work she had checked her local news feed and found a story entitled “Gang Fight Sends Three to Hospital.”  Sure enough, the fight's locale was Primrose Way. The Gambler and Temptation were both cited as citizen vigilantes responsible for the crimes against the poor innocent scum, and the police requested anyone with information about the crime to come forward which meant, they had nothing in the way of clues. Sarah smiled. There was no mention of plastic strap-ons as well, but she was betting the cops had had laughed it up when they found the Phunks cuffed to the fence. They didn't love the scum any more than anyone else did.

Sarah began the routine of responding to emails and filling out forms for various governmental and non-governmental agencies that helped the women at the shelter – dull stuff, but it had to be done – when she received a call from her boss, Mary Stonecroft. 

“Drop what you're doing and report to the Director's office, Sarah,” said Mary. “Something non-routine has come up.”

“Sure,” Sarah replied. “Be right there.” Sarah put down the phone and gave herself a quick check, her mind filled with curiosity. Always, when there was an interruption in routine, she feared that someone might have found out about her Temptation Walks and that They Had Come For Her At Last. But it never actually happened, mostly because she never got caught during her walks. And this didn't smell like an arrest.

Connie Huddleston, as director of the Sisterhood Women's Shelter, rated a much larger office than Sarah's but that was primarily because she occasionally met with larger groups of people there. It was furnished very much like Sarah's office ... the Sisterhood Shelter was a very egalitarian place.

Huddleston sat, her gray hair pulled up in its usual severe bun. She had been a “hippie chick” once, by her own accounts, but she had turned into a forbidding bulwark of feminist respectability. Sarah admired her for that. She knew what it was like to fight against her own base impulses every day and night.

“Have you ever met Rod Gilleland?” Connie asked as soon as Sarah was seated.

“No I have not,” Sarah responded. “I've heard of him of course.”

“What have you heard of him?” Connie asked.

“Local multi-millionaire,” Sarah said. “Not active on the social scene, made his money in finance, reclusive but not a hermit. That's about it.”

“Try “billionaire,” Connie said. “And he's a billionaire who wants to meet you.”

Sarah's brows popped up. “What? Why?”

“He says a relative of a friend of his was helped very much by your work at the hospital,” said Connie. “Any idea who he is talking about?”

“None,” Sarah answered. “He didn't say who it was?”

“He did not, but the point is, he let me know that thanks to your good work he is interested in making a significant donation to our shelter,” said Connie. “But before he does so, he wants to talk to you about it.”

“You are the one who deals with donors, why not talk to him yourself?” Sarah asked.

“Yes I am, and one part of dealing with donors is knowing when to hand off the baton to another if that's what the donor wants,” said Connie, “and that's what the donor wants, in this case. So I want you to drop everything and head down to Gilleland Investments and talk to Mr. Gilleland as fast as you can. Mustn't keep potential donors waiting.”

“But what do I do, what do I say?” Sarah asked, feeling totally unprepared.

“Oh, that's easy,” said Connie. “You tell him about the work of our shelter and ask him for a contribution. You know everything we do by now, that will be easy. You know how much the money can help,  so asking for it will be easy. And reminding him that his contribution is tax-deductible won't hurt, but he'll probably be well aware of that.”

Connie's words had their intended effect on Sarah. They calmed her down. She could do it, it couldn't be nearly as hard as calming women at the hospital who had just been beaten.

Then again, look what THOSE experiences had driven her to.

“I'll do my best, then,” Sarah said.

“I know you will,” Connie responded.

Gilleland Investments was housed in a small (just four stories tall) glass and marble building in the financial district, dwarfed by the skyscrapers of the big banks, but very nicely appointed. The security guard checked her ID and her purse before allowing her upstairs. She found herself glad her day purse was entirely lacking in pink strap-ons and cable ties.

Rod Gilleland was a tall, athletic-looking man in a very well tailored suit who had a strong, handsome face, square-jawed with crinkly blue eyes and a small scar on his cheek that served to set off the masculine ruggedness of his features.

Gilleland rose and said, “Welcome to Gilleland Investments, Sarah, it's an honor to meet you, I've heard so many good things about you.”

“The honor is all mine,” said Sarah, smiling. She felt drawn to the man, despite herself. She knew he was likely a cold-hearted corporate scumbag, because that's what financial industry types tended to be. But something about him just called to her.

“Now, before we go any farther, I would like to present you with this,” he said once Sarah was seated. And he handed a check for one million dollars made out to the Sisterhood Women's Shelter to Sarah.

Sarah's eyes goggled a bit. “Mr. Gilleland, thank you so much!” she said. “This money will help us in our work so much!”

“I know,” said Gilleland. “It's a worthy cause. I wanted to get that out of the way so you won't have to feel like you have to say or do anything to get the donation ... Temptation.”

“Wha ... what?” Sarah asked. How did he know about her? Was this donation blackmail of something? But who ever heard of a blackmailer giving his victim money? What was going on?

“Allow me to explain,” said Gilleland. “This is not our first meeting. We met last night, on Primrose Way. I would have liked to introduce myself then, but there were those police sirens.”

“You must have me confused with someone else,” Sarah said.

“Not a chance,” Gilleland said. “I followed you out of the alley and got the license number of your car. And ... your eyes are unforgettable, no matter how they're made up. I'm surprised you haven't been caught.”

“Well apparently, I have,” Sarah said. Inwardly, she was reeling from shock. She had been discovered, after so long! And by a reclusive finance industry billionaire. A young, fit and handsome finance industry billionaire. All of this was so outside her normal frame of reference that she didn't know what to say or do. So she let Gilleland do the saying and doing.

“Not by anyone who intends you ill,” Gilleland replied. “In fact, I am in a sense a co-worker of yours. When I prowl the alleys looking for scum to beat up, I go by the name of The Gambler.”

Sarah goggled at him again. It was apparently her day to goggle at billionaires. “YOU'RE the Gambler?” she asked. No one had any idea who the Gambler was in real life.

Except, now, Sarah.

“No one knows who you are,” Sarah observed. “Why are you telling me this?”

“Because I know who YOU are,” said Gilleland. “We are the protectors of each others' secrets, as well as our own, now.”

“Aren't you afraid I'll tell on you anyway?” Sarah asked. “You're a billionaire, you have a lot more to lose than I do.”

“Do I?” Gilleland asked with a smile that was almost a smirk.

“What do you mean?” Sarah asked.

“I mean I know who you are just beyond knowing your name,” said Gilleland. “You get up in the morning and go to the women's shelter and help women who are victims of poverty, drugs, domestic violence to recover. Where, among other things, you teach practical self-defense courses for women. In the evenings you volunteer as a counselor at the hospital. And late at night you go out and troll the streets in sexy clothing, walking dark alleys and looking tipsy and hoping some scumbag will try to rape you. You are a very DIFFERENT sort of woman, Sarah.”

“No, I'm not,” Sarah responded. “Lots of women care for other women. The shelter is full of women just as committed as me.”

“Not really,” the Gambler said. “I doubt there is even one other woman in the United States who goes out at night after a day spent working in a women's shelter to beat men senseless and put pink dildos up their butts. The papers say you're a psychopath, you know. Well, that Temptation is a psychopath.”

Inside, Sarah was nodding in agreement at the Gambler's words. She had long suspected she was mentally disturbed. But she instinctively did not want to give up anything to him.

“I don't think you're a psychopath, I think you're like me,” said Gilleland.

“What do you mean by that?” Sarah asked. She was glad to get the topic of conversation shifted to him.

“I think you and I are people who understand that life is to be lived, that there's no second chances, that you have to live your life and mean it,” said Gilleland. “You have seen the pain and heartbreak that the victims of violence experience, and you decided to do something about it. That is what separates you from the others. You know that.”

“What hospital do YOU volunteer at?” Sarah asked pointedly.

“I don't,” responded Gilleland, “For me, the attraction of fighting crime is risk, frankly. Each time I go out, I know I am risking my life. I might get shot or stabbed or beaten to death. All my life, I have risked money successfully – that's how I became rich. But now that I am a billionaire the thrill is gone. Losing all your money requires maladroitness and bad judgment and I refuse to participate in that. So now I risk the only thing left that really matters: my life itself. That's why I fight them with my fists alone.”

“Fat lot of good your skill and good judgment will do if one of them has a Glock or a Uzi on him,” Sarah observed.

“That's where the good judgment comes in,” said Gilleland. “I only attack when I'm able to get in close enough to them that pulling a gun will do no good. What about you? Why don't you just hide in the bushes and spray them with an Uzi on full auto?”

“Because corpses haven't learned anything,” said Sarah. “I want them to experience everything that their victims experience: the pain, the helplessness, the sexual humiliation and the public humiliation. That's why kicking them in the balls and tying them up and shoving dildo up their asses is important. I want them to experience the whole package.”

“Some of them might enjoy it,” said Gilleland.

“None of them do,” Sarah responded with absolute certainty. “Some of them might have sex fantasies about such things and might enjoy playing them out with a woman, just as some feminist women might enjoy being sexually dominated by the right man. But no one likes the real thing, believe me. I've seen too many survivors of the real thing to believe that.”

Gilleland was an expert poker player, and he easily picked out from Sarah's tone of voice that she was one of those women who enjoyed sexual dominance. The way she had spoken the words was subtle, but it was there. He glanced at Sarah sharply to signal to her that he had heard and understood what she had said. But her face revealed nothing. She was not about to give anything about herself away to him ... intentionally at least. Even though she had just unintentionally given herself away sexually. 

“There is a big difference between fantasy and reality, for sure,” Gilleland agreed. He did not want to antagonize Sarah on this point. Besides, he might have a way to win her over now, if he played his cards right.

Gilleland only wished he had not spent most of the night researching Sarah. It had paid off big time, of course, and he would not have been able to sleep in any event. Sarah had dominated his thoughts for hours. He could not get the images of the big-eyed, curvy beauty in the slutty club wear who fought with such courage and skill and utter conviction. He had watched in admiration as she took out the three members of the Phunk gang single-handed, then watched goggle-eyed as she tied them up and shoved dildos up their butts. She was an astonishing creature, and for Gilleland most men and women were utterly predictable and dull. 

Gilleland HAD to have her. She was the most intriguing woman he had ever met, and beautiful, too. And a submissive ... it would be so wonderful to drink deeply of the submission of a woman who had the nerve to go up against criminal gangs single-handed and yet still desired to surrender herself to a man.

Gilleland had met his share of party girls and society girls and prostitutes in his life, and he had had affairs with some and just plain had sex with others, but his mind had never been set ablaze by a woman like this.

“But I'm not here to discuss fantasies,” said Gilleland. “I'm here to discuss reality. And the reality is that we are both engaged in extremely dangerous activities that could easily get us killed on any given night. Would you say that's accurate?”

“Of course,” Sarah replied.

“I think we ought to team up,” said Gilleland, “so we can protect each other.”

“You mean, so you can protect me,” Sarah said.

“Yes, and so that YOU can protect ME,” said Gilleland. “I saw you take down the Phunks with that taser of yours, it was impressive. One shot, one Phunk down. There have been nights when I could really have used that kind of help.”

“And yet, here you are, alive and intact,” Sarah observed dryly.

“I could say the same about you,” responded Gilleland “But I'm not completely intact.” He opened his jacket and pulled up his shirt and revealed a long puckered scar running down from his rib cage almost to his hip bone. “I misjudged the timing on an attack by a fraction of a second a few months ago. If I had misjudged it by another fraction, I wouldn't be here talking to you.”

“I guess you DO need protection,” Sarah said. She saw the scar but she also saw the rock-hard abs behind the scar. She felt a sudden surge of sexual attraction toward Gilleland. It was unexpected. She blinked at the surge of feeling. She had for so long repressed her sexual feelings, what were they doing coming forward now?

“Well, as a gambler I like to keep the odds as much in my favor as I can,” Gilleland said with a grin as he tucked his shirt back in. “I can help you, you can help me ... we can both see to it that men who commit rape and battery on women in this town get what's coming to them.”

“What happens if I don't want to team up with you?” 
Sarah asked.
“Nothing,” Gilleland lied. “You take the million dollars and go, I suppose. I would hate it if you did, but I know better than to try to pressure you into doing something you do not want to do.”

Sarah nodded, and as she nodded, she realized she did not want to take them money and leave. She was not sure she wanted to team up with Gilleland yet, but she wanted to know more.

“What happens if I decide to team up with you?” Sarah asked. 

“We go out at night and beat up on scumbags together,” Gilleland replied, his heart surging as he realized he had her hooked. Now to reel her in. “And I can share some of my resources with you.”

“What sort of resources?” Sarah asked.

“Let's go downstairs and I'll show you,” Gilleland said.

“Fine,” Sarah responded. 

Gilleland led Sarah to an elevator and they stepped in. He held his eye up to a scanner and then pressed a button labeled “Lower levels – Maintenance Only.”

“Only you can operate this elevator?” Sarah asked.

“No, but if anyone else tries to get to the Maintenance levels, the elevator won't go,” said Gilleland, “plus, alarms all over the place.”

Sarah nodded. Clearly, there was more to the Maintenance levels than a heating/airconditioning unit and a closet full of mops, cleaning solutions and toilet paper rolls.

The elevator doors opened into a large room with a tall ceiling which was filled with computers, screens, weapons and devices Sarah did not recognize.

“Ah,” said Sarah, “your Bat-cave.”

Gilleland looked about the room. “That had never occurred to me. Fair enough, though.” He stepped forward and pointed to a set of clothes draped over a dummy. “Look familiar?” he asked. 

Sarah looked at it. “The suit you wore last night,” she said.

“Yes, it has a few features you might find useful,” Gilleland said. He pulled the shirt open and showed the interior to her. “Lined with the latest iteration of Kevlar. Super-light, will stop a bullet or a knife.”

“Knives?” she asked, thinking of the scar Gilleland had just shown her.

“I got the Kevlar clothing made after I got that scar,” said Gilleland.

Sarah nodded. He was good at picking up nuance, but he was not that much of a planner.

“I don't think I'd be very good bait for the bad boys if I were dressed in kevlar armor,” Sarah observed dryly.

“Of course you wouldn't,” said Gilleland. “But there's a new form of protection that is made from transparent acrylics. It's not invisible, but it IS transparent. We can make you up something that looks like club wear but will stop bullets and knives. Maybe even something that looks like a chainmail bikini.”

Sarah laughed, something she did not do often. It surprised her. This man Gilleland was making her engage in all sorts of strange behaviors. What was going on with her?

“A chainmail bikini that actually protects the wearer,” she said. “That would be fitting!”

“I'll get my staff right on it,” said Gilleland. “I own a small armor manufacturer. They're quite profitable, but they don't always know the real uses of the prototypes they make for me. And I also own a small firm that makes nonlethal instruments. And I am SURE you will find this of interest,” he said, handing her a strange-looking gun that looked like a ray gun from the 1950s.

“What is this?” asked Sarah.

“Something brand new,” said Gilleland. “It's an actual stunner. Fires a small plasma ball at the target. The plasma has an electrical charge that has pretty much the same effect on the target's nervous system that a taser has. The target collapses immediately and stays that way for a good five minutes. Plus it's got a range of 150 yards. It's dead accurate too.”

“If it's that good, why don't YOU use it?” Sarah asked.

“Not enough risk,” said Gilleland. “I would use it without hesitation in a gunfight, but against fists or knives I use my body. But YOU'RE not about the risk, are you, Sarah?”

“No, of course not,” Sarah replied. “I'm out there to teach men the risks of harming women. If I could automate the process and keep myself entirely out of it, I would. But this isn't something I can pass on to another, and that's where the risk comes in for me. I've made the decision to take the risk, but I'm not going to ask anyone else to.”

Well I am asking you to let me share that risk, Sarah,” Gilleland said. “The risks I have been taking have been mainly for the sake of risk taking, though I admit that it struck me that I might as well do good while I am at it. But I would be happy to help you curb violence and rape. I want to take the risks anyway, why not use me for your purposes?”

“But if I am at all competent with my tasers, won't it make things less risky for you?” Sarah asked.

“No, it will allow me to take GREATER risks,” Gilleleand responded, his eyes gleaming. “I almost never attacked more than two thugs at once prior to last night. I only attacked the ones who attacked you because I had to.”

“You had to?” Sarah asked. “No one “has to.” A lot of rapes wouldn't happen if more men “had to.”

“Few people have my approach to risk,” responded Gilleland. “Most people value their lives, so they do not risk their lives. I risk my life so that I will value it. It's how I used to feel about money.”

“I see,” said Sarah. “And now you are billionaire. But I do not think risking your life will make you immortal. Au contraire.”

“It won't make me immortal, but it WILL make me appreciate the life I live more and live it more intensely,” Gilleland said. “And of course, for you ... my interest in helping you with your project will make you more effective and powerful in accomplishing it... I have resources I can put at your disposal.”

Sarah was taken aback at these words. She had only envisioned Gilleland coming along on her Temptation Walks and helping out in the fights. But he was right. He had a lot more to offer than his toys. 

She had been so concerned with fighting the notion of letting someone else “in” on her Temptation Walks that she had not stopped to consider that in Gilleland's case, it might work very much to her advantage. He DID have a lot of resources to offer her.

“So, what could you do for me, just offhand, in the way of resources?” Sarah asked.

At that moment, Gilleland KNEW he had Sarah, it was now just a matter of how fast or how slowly he should move to develop an intimate relationship with her. The fact that she had given herself away as having submissive fantasies was a clue ... but he didn't know what it meant. He would have to do some research. One of his whores could probably tell him more about submissives and how they think. Although Sarah was clearly not your typical submissive.

“Well,” said Gilleland, “I was thinking you might be a lot more effective on your Temptation walks if you went at it full time. So I was thinking I could pay to have someone else do your work at the Sisterhood shelter and at the hospital, too. That's on top of the million I have already contributed, of course. So your absence would not hurt the shelter or the hospital. And you could spend your time here, finding out more about the criminals who are doing all the rape and abuse and going at them more effectively, meaning fewer women winding up in hospitals and shelters. Not just Googling them – I have access to almost any database you would care to search. You'd be paid an appropriate salary for a high-end computer researcher, of course. That would be your cover, in fact: you'd be working for me to develop some sort of comprehensive approach to preventing/punishing rape and abuse via these databases and so forth. We just won't be mentioning the Temptation Walks.”

Gilleland, as he watched Sarah take in his words, developed a new measure of respect for her. She had been utterly unimpressed by the armor and the plasma gun, clearly just thinking of them as toys. But the databases and the chance to spend her time researching them had clearly lit Sarah up. She was a fascinating woman, so complex and layered. Social justice warrior, alley fighter, sexual submissive and computer geek. He wanted to know every layer of her.

“I think that could work out well,” said Sarah. She was not a risk taker for the sake of risk, but she knew when to take one, and this seemed like an excellent risk to take. It could turn out to be some sort of scheme or ruse, but at worst, she'd wind up in jail or dead, and that was a risk she was already facing every time she took a Temptation Walk.

“Excellent!” said Gilleland. “We also have a fully equipped gymnasium one floor down where you can practice your moves, and a swimming pool below that.”

“A swimming pool?” Sarah asked. “What do you need with a swimming pool?”

“I like to swim,” Gilleland said with a shrug of his shoulders. 

“How did your meeting with Mr. Gilleland go?” Connie asked when Sarah returned to the Sisterhood shelter and made her way to the Director's office first thing.

Sarah, in what was one of the most pleasant experiences of her life, handed the check from Gilleland to Connie, hoping to see Connie's eyes bug out for once. They did not bug out. Instead, she glanced sharply up at Sarah, as if trying to divine some truth in her expression.

“Well, that is MOST generous,” Connie said. “What if anything does Mr. Gilleland want for the money?”

“Me,” Sarah replied.

“In what respect?” Connie asked. Connie had been running the shelter for a long time, she KNEW many women would give Mr. Gilleland anything he wanted for a tiny fraction of the million dollars he had given the shelter. She also knew that Sarah was not one of them. But she was also old enough to know that surprises happen.

“He wants me to work at his firm and develop some more effective techniques of dealing with rape and domestic abuse,” said Sarah. “He has access to quite a few databases and resources that could be very useful.”

“So this money is conditional on your taking the job?” Connie asked.

“No, not at all,” Sarah said. “The money goes to the shelter, period. If I decide to take the job, he's promised to  pay someone to replace me here on top of the million. Also at the hospital.”

“My,” said Connie, “he must really want you badly.”

“I think that is a fair assessment,” Sarah said. “But also, money does not mean a lot to him. He's a billionaire. He could write a thousand more million dollar checks and still live in the lap of luxury for the rest of his life. It changes your perspective, I suppose.”

“No doubt,” said Connie. “How do you feel about working for Gilleland?”

“I like it, I have accepted his offer,” said Sarah. “The shelter wins, the hospital wins, both get full time employees without cutting into their budgets, and I get a shot at coming up with new ways of reducing rape and abuse.”

“It does sound good,” said Connie. “I wonder ... I've never heard of him taking any interest in women's issues before, have you?”

“I haven't heard much at all about him before today,” said Sarah. “But let's suppose he's playing me in some way. What's the worst that can happen? I quit the job he's offering and come back here, or to another shelter to work. The downside is very nearly nonexistent, and the upside is huge.”

“The downside could be greater than you think, for you,” Connie responded. “Could it be that he's doing all this just because he has some sexual interest in you?”

“A million dollars for not so much as a peck on the cheek?” Sarah said, one brow raised. “I know I said that as a billionaire he has a different perspective on money, but still, let's be real, he can have incredibly gorgeous women doing anything he likes, any way he likes, with his kind of money. And he's also very good-looking and has a lot of charisma. If most men's sexual weaponry is, say a .45 caliber handgun, he's got a cannon by comparison.”

“A cannon, eh?” Connie responded with a wicked smile. Sarah was taken aback. She would have sworn that Connie did not have the capacity for a wicked smile, but there one was, right on her face, plain as day.

“I have not been engaged in any way with his weaponry,” Sarah said dryly, which was, of course, a lie. She had handled that plasma gun. And although there had been no physical engagement with sexual weaponry, she knew Gilleland was attracted to her. And that she was attracted to him. Sex was in play, and Sarah was surprised at how comfortable she was with that. Alarmed, too. Her sexuality had been so thoroughly tamped down by all her experiences at the shelter and at the hospital, seeing women at their most victimized and the work of men at their worst, that it alarmed her to feel passion flowing deep within her. She had seen what happened to women who trusted men. Especially women like her.

'Well it's up to you how you deal with Mr. Gilleland,” Connie said. “I'm happy you have found this opportunity, and I want you to know, that so long as I run this shelter, you will always be welcome here, and have a place here. It is a shelter, after all.”

“I hope always to be one who can provide shelter, but it's good to know I'll have it if I need it,” said Sarah. “Thank you so much.”

“Thank YOU so much for your service,” said Connie. “We will find someone to succeed you, but we will not be able to replace you.”

“You are welcome,” said Sarah, and left.

Connie watched Sarah go and sighed heavily when the door closed. Another one lost to a man. She wondered if Sarah was fucking Gilleland. She probably would be soon. Ah well, it might well turn to the advantage of the shelter, especially if Sarah kept the million dollar checks coming in, for however long she and Gilleland lasted.

Chapter 3: Preparations

“So this woman is a major feminist social justice warrior, is submissive, is not out to anyone about it, possibly not even herself, you think, and she is not interested in money but she is interested in you?” Mimi asked. “What did you do, put an ad on Craigslist for the hardest person in the world to fuck, who might possibly fuck you?”

“No,” Gilleland said into the phone, laughing as he spoke, “but I might as well have. I figure her submissiveness is the key. I got that clearly from her at one point. I remember you played the submissive with me a time or two and you said you were into it in your own private life. You weren't just making a client feel better?”

“Nope, I live to be submissive to men ... women, too, really, but men more,” said Mimi.

“Well I figure the submissiveness is the key with her, that and her attraction to me,” said Gilleland. “Now I know submissives are not necessarily doormats, in fact, au contraire, from knowing you alone, but I don't know much more.”

“Well, first of all, if she's really submissive, and she does not have a master or mistress, she's probably desperate at some level to submit to someone,” Missi said. “You have to convince her that you are that someone. Abused trust is a major issue for a lot of submissive. She has to feel that she can utterly trust you.”

“I saved her from a rape and donated a million dollars to her favorite charity,” said Gilleland. “But I don't think she trusts me all that much yet. Her work has led her to encounter many women who have been abused and betrayed by their men.”

“That's not the kind of trust that I'm talking about, though I'm sure it helps that you did those things,” said Mimi. “She will entrust her sexual self to you, and she needs to know that you will not betray her sexually. That does not necessarily mean she'll be jealous of other women, though it might mean that. But if she is yours, you will have to value her, pay attention to her. What she fears most would be emotional neglect. You will be the focus of all her love, if she gets the idea that you do not return those feelings at least in some measure, that is what she fears. You won't be able to buy her off with anything at all, because it won't be about money at all for her.”

“Oh, I know I won't be able to buy her off,” said Gilleland. “I just have no idea of how I can persuade her I am like that.”

“You told me once that you enjoyed dominating women,” said Mimi.

“I did, and I was telling the truth,” said Gilleland.

“Then that may be your answer,” said Mimi. “It's not just the dominance that attracts submissives to dominants. It is the attention and interest that dominants have in submissives as they dominate them. That is the coin you must pay to win her over. Well, that and dominating here and winning her trust. Over time, it should be doable.”

“I'm not used to taking time to get a woman into bed, you know that,” said Gilleland.

“Well as I said, she's probably red-hot to be mastered on the inside if it's been a while, even more if it's been never,” said Mimi. “Ever heard the term “sub frenzy?”

“No,” said Gilleland. 

“Read up on it, it's very common in new submissives, and it's probably going to be your best tool,” said Mimi. “Buy every last toy you can,” she added. 'You may need all of them.”

“Thanks,” said Gilleland. “And this was worth about ten sessions to me ... so that's what I'll be paying you.”

“Thank you!” Mimi said brightly. “Call me anytime!”

“I'll call you early and often,” said Gilleland. “Bye!”

Gilleland walked over to his computer and said, “Computer active. Google sub frenzy,” The screen activated and Gilleland did some reading. His eyebrows went up. “Oh, my,” he said. “My inner dominant is doing the bugaloo!”

By the time Gilleland went to bed that night, he had ordered a truckload of sex toys delivered overnight to his offices.

When Sarah went home to her apartment she found herself irritated and restive. She could not stop thinking about Rod Gilleland, how he looked, how he moved, how his voice sounded.

First thing she did when she got home was sit in front of her computer and Google the hell out of Rod Gilleland. There was a LOT of information, but most of it was uninteresting and useless, primarily articles about how good he was at making money and wasn't that a wonderful thing? It was amazing to a disgusting degree, the way the mainstream press sucked up to money.

To scrub her mind free of that taint, she checked out the celebrity gossip websites. There was not a lot there. Gilleland did not seek the limelight. Which only made sense, considering what Sarah knew of what he did in his free time.  There were a few pictures of Gilleland attending a few charity events dressed very nicely and looking very sharp with very attractive women draped on his arms. Sarah checked the women's names. Gracie Harper of Newport, Virginia, a very Old Money sort of name but there was no information to be had about her, or about Minnie McNott (who the hell still named their kids “Minnie”? Sarah wondered) of Covington, North Carolina, or about Tamara Docquet of New Orleans.

Escorts, probably, Sarah decided. She had heard from one of the women in the shelters, who was a street prostitute but had ambitions to be an escort, that there was a class of escorts who were hired only to be arm candy for wealthy businessmen on trips out of town. They knew how to dress, look and act like “a One Percenter bitch” and they didn't even necessarily “slobber on their customer's knob” at the end of the night. 

Sarah's lips pursed as she thought about that. If she was right about them being escorts, it could mean the Gilleland frequented prostitutes. Of course, being a billionaire, he could get away with anything with women, anything at all, she had no illusions about the power of wealth in a society which was rapidly becoming divided into Basics and One Percenters.

Yes, Gilleland could do anything, anything at all he wanted to with women, with his kind of money and power. He could make them live as his absolute slaves, crawling naked on their hands and knees as they served his every whim, kneeling before him naked on their knees with their hands tied behind their backs, sucking his cock while looking up into his cold blue eyes as they sucked abjectly ...”

Sarah shook herself, forcing herself to snap out of it. Another one of those runaway fantasies she had far too often. But this one was disturbingly centered on someone she knew and would know better soon. She couldn't go around slavering after him all day. Sarah knew what to do about that.

She got up from the computer and walked over to her bed and lay face down on it, then leaned down and pulled her box of toys out from under the bed. She got out the Joni's butterfly and the gag and the hood and the cuffs and the shackles and the ropes, and of course, the collar.

Then she got up and double-checked to make sure her front door was, as usual, triple locked, all the windows closed and locked, and all her blinds closed. Finally, she retreated to her bedroom and locked that door, too. She was about to make herself vulnerable, so very vulnerable, and there were a lot of men out there who would treat her very badly if they ever got Temptation naked and helpless.

Sarah stripped off all her clothes and climbed onto the bed. She knew that what she was about to do was in a sense a repudiation of all the work she did at the shelter and the hospital. But she was driven to it, it was what her sexuality was, she had fought it and fought it and the best she could manage was a draw wherein she never sought relief in the arms of a master, but relieved herself in the lonely confines of her bedroom, alone, giving her fantasies free flight to go in any direction they pleased, no matter how much they offended her rational self.

Just so long as no actual men were involved.

So she put the ballgag into her mouth and strapped it in tight. She put on the cuffs, not linking them together just yet. She checked the batteries on her Joni's butterfly and pulled it on, making sure the straps were properly in place. She put the shackles on her ankles and crawled onto the bed and tied them to opposite ends of her bed's ornately curlicued footboard.

Once she was properly positioned on the bed with the pillows in just the right place, she slide the tail on the Joni's butterfly into her vagina and gave it a final adjustment, draping the wired controller over her hip and close to her where she could easily find it after she was hooded.

Then she put on her collar. She would have liked to put it on last, since in her mind, the collar was symbolic of being a slave. As she snapped it shut she whispered the forbidden words, the words that never would have escaped her lips in any place other than a sexual fantasy: “I submit.”

She tied her collar's leash to the head of the bed and laid back on the pillows, then pulled the hood over her head and finally linked her cuffs together. Then she reached down and picked up the Joni's butterfly controller with her cuffed hands and laid back on the bed.

She was naked, bound and gagged, totally helpless within the safety of her bedroom. She fondled her nipples with one hand and then clicked the Joni's butterfly as the familiar fantasies began swirling out of the depths of her mind, of serving a man like an animal, a slave, his toy to use as he pleased ... everything she was not in her real life.

And so in her fantasies she served men ... well, a man ... Rod Gilleland ... in every lustful abject way her mind could conjure, and her mind had done a lot of conjuring while she lay tied down and naked over the past few years. The Joni's butterfly worked its buzzy magic on her vagina and soon she was making muffled cries through her gag, rolling and twisting in her binds, until at last she shuddered to a series of intense orgasms which left her lying very still, a long string of drool trickling down her chin to the bed as she lay there with barely enough consciousness left to turn the Joni's butterfly off. 

Chapter 4: Sparring and Grappling

Sarah reported for “work” bright and early at 10 a.m. the next morning for her new role as Director of Special Operations, a nice neutral title they had come up with for her. She'd decided that there was no longer any need to go short on sleep because of her Temptation Walks. She knew without being told that she would be setting her own hours and defining her own work. If she spent the next few weeks doing nothing but eating snacks and hanging out on Reddit and Jezebel and Youtube and playing games on the computer, there would be no problem, because what Gilleland wanted was to come along with her on her Temptation Walks. All this was a sop to her. And that was all right. If she could use these resources Gilleland had to make the world safer for women, it didn't matter to Sarah what Gilleland thought of it.

Sarah was unsurprised to find out that the computer in Gilleland's offices was a monster near-supercomputer hooked up to a T-1 line with enough memory to run a small federal agency. She checked its contents and found a wealth of databases: police databases, private paid research databases, university databases and FBI, CIA and Interpol databases. There was an NSA feed. There were also funds available to commission research by consultants. Gilleland had used a few, and she was able to look at the files the consultants had generated. He had followed some of the same pathways she had: could you correlate crime statistics with addresses, with times of day, could you map the perpetrators and their associates and link them to particular times and areas of crime?

It was a mountain of cool, delicious data, deeply appealing to the geeky elements of Sarah's makeup and she dove right into it, and was vaguely surprised when Gilleland showed up hours later and said, “Hey, if you've spent enough time at the databases, care for a workout?”

Sarah stretched in her chair, aware for the first time at how stiff her body had become over the last several hours. 

“You know, I would,” she said. 

“I thought we could work together on some martial arts training,” said Gilleland. “I know you teach self-defense at the shelter, but I've worked very hard at it as well, and there may be a few things we can teach one another.”

Sarah shook her head to clear the numbers and graphs and dense language of databases and consultants' reports out of her head. “Sure,” she said.

“We've got workout outfits in the locker in the gym,” said Gilleland, “I believe there should be one in your size.”

“How many people do you have down in this gym of yours?” Sarah asked.

“So far, just you, but I like to be prepared for guests,” Gilleland replied.

Sarah nodded. It was plausible.

“I'll head down and dress out and meet you there when you are ready,” Gilleland said. 

“Give me about five minutes to clean up what I'm doing,” Sarah said.

Gilleland headed out and Sarah cleaned up her files. She found she was looking forward to sparring with Gilleland. It seemed like fun and a nice break from staring at screens. That's what she told herself anyway. There was a warm and fuzzy feeling telling her she had other reasons for looking forward to it.

Sarah got up and found what she would have called a “karate outfit” on a rack of such outfits that fit her, a pair of roomy cotton pants that came down just above her ankles with a thick elastic waistband, and a loose cotton top with a waistbelt that would do little to hinder her movements.

Dressed for combat, Sarah walked out of the locker room and into the gym. It was different ... thick gym mats on the floor, padded walls, except for one half of one wall, which was decorated with a huge assortment of sex toys, most of them BDSM toys: hoods, cuffs, gags, chains, ropes, dildos, crops, floggers, whips, blindfolds, and quite a few things Sarah couldn't identify offhand.

Gilleland was in a far corner of the room doing some stretching exercises. At the sight of the bondage toys, Sarah had a momentary impulse to turn on her heel and walk out of the gym, but of course, that was not who she was. Instead she walked over to Gilleland and pointed. “What's with the Big Wall O' Kinky Sex Toys?” she asked. 

“The gym doubles as a playroom sometimes,” he said, bending hard to one side. “We'll just stay away from that area.”

“Good idea,” Sarah said with a chill in her voice.

“Well get warmed up and we'll try some stuff,” said Gilleland. “I have been using primarily krav manga, are you familiar with it?”

“Not really,” said Sarah, stretching her legs, arms and torso, and perhaps unconsciously (surely unconsciously) posing a bit before Gilleland as she did so. “I teach very simple, very basic moves, mostly how to avoid and attack and then how to defend if you can't avoid one. We may use some krav manga moves to defend ourselves, but it's mostly about escape, not defeating an opponent.”

“I understand,” said Gilleland. “But we want to defeat us a few opponents.”

Feeling limber, Sarah did a few cartwheels around the gym, pleased with the way the springy mats reduced the shock to her arms.

“All right, let's go,” said Sarah, dancing a bit before Gilleland with a gleam in her eye. “Attack me, we'll see how you do.”

“Fine,” said Gilleland. “I'll do my best to take you down, you do your best to break and escape.”

With those words, he lunged at Sarah, attempting to grab her arm and throw her off balance. Sarah dodged and dance out of his range easily.

Gilleland quickly restored his balance and made another quick lunge for Sarah, and once again she easily danced out of his range, almost landing a good kick to his knee as she left.

She was fast and agile and she had that extra frisson of urgency and confidence that came from having done this sort of thing for real, dodging for her life against assailants in back alleys and dark streets. She clearly did not rely entirely upon her tasers for defense.

Gilleland leveled up his game now, launching a series of blows and attacks against Sarah, forcing her to parry some of them with her forearms as she danced backward and to one side. He almost succeeded in grabbing her wrist at one point but she twisted and turned and got free.

“You are good,” said Gilleland, “but I guess you would have to be, to have lasted as long as you have.”

“I teach self-defense, I have a responsibility to be good for my students,” Sarah replied.

Gilleland, in reply launched a spin kick that she easily dodged, but instead of resting for a moment then launching another attack when his foot landed, he pivoted on the foot and launched another kick which came very close to landing, forcing Sarah to dance backward, one arm raised to block his foot.

Gilleland was very fast and very strong, Sarah discovered. She knew from the martial arts classes she'd taken in order to be an effective self-defense trainer at the shelter that men generally did have an advantage in terms of upper-body strength, but there was a lot of variation in how strong men were. Gilleland was well out on the upper end of strength even for martial arts instructors.

He was also fast, but Sarah was faster, as it was her main tool for dealing with male attackers. She ducked and dodged as Gilleland attempted to close and grapple with her. It took all her speed and practiced skill to dodge him, because he had a long reach as well as being fast. 

The sight of the bondage toys kept distracting her as she fought. Last night after her self-pleasuring she had fallen asleep. She had experienced many intense dreams, and though she did not remember all of them, those she did remember involved her wearing various items that were hanging on the bondage wall while someone very much like Gilleland molested her. The sight of the toys in the background as she keyed in on Gilleland merged with her memories of her dreams to make the sparring seem almost dreamlike.

And the smell of Gilleland and the touch of him as they sparred was adding to the whole in a very direct and powerful way. But she couldn't at any point pause and get a grip on herself, because Gilleland kept pressing her. If she lost focus in an instant he would break through her defenses.

Soon Sarah was panting hard. Despite the regular drills she had conducted to keep herself fit for her Temptation Walks, the constant, unrelenting pressure Gilleland put on her was wearing her down.

Finally, she slipped, it wasn't Gilleland breaking past her defenses with a clever feint, her foot simply slipped on the gym mat and she fell to her back, and Gilleland leapt on her like a beast of prey.

Sarah raised a knee so that he would impale his balls or perhaps his abdomen on it, but Gilleland slid off it easily. He rolled atop her, crushing her with his weight, and put a hand around her throat, leading Sarah to tap out. He had won.

Plus, the feel of his body atop hers suddenly sent a deep thrill of sexual pleasure through her mind. She could almost feel her vagina lubricating.

Gilleland rolled off her as she tapped out and helped her to her feet.

“I underestimated you,” said Gilleland. “You are fast and elusive. You don't look it, you don't act it, and I assumed that you were relying mostly on your taser guns and your pepper spray to stay safe. But you have some serious moves.”

“I DO rely mostly on my taser guns and my pepper spray to keep me safe,” Sarah replied. “I'm not out to gamble, Mr. Gilleland ...”

“Call me Rod,” said Gilleland. “Formality seems wrong at this point.”

“Fine,” Sarah said, a little pissed at being interrupted. “As I was saying, I'm not out to gamble when I go out for my Temptation Walks, I want to take out the bad guys, give them a taste of the pain and humiliation they inflict on women, and injure them severely enough, both physically and psychologically, to keep them from being able to hurt women for a long time, forever if possible. Tasers and pepper spray are just the tools I have available ... now I suppose I have the plasma stunner as well.”

Gilleland nodded. “I get that,” he said. “Well, never hurts to be prepared. And I'll teach you everything I can to help you succeed if all your tools fail you at some point.”

“Thanks, I appreciate that,” said Sarah. “I hope never to need it, but we both know that things don't always go according to plan out there in the alleys.”

“They often don't go according to plan just about everywhere,” Gilleland said. “Now, let's go at it again, but first, I want to show you a trick I learned from my Krav Manga instructor about avoiding that kick/uppercut combo that I almost got you with.”

“Almost,” Sarah said, “but sure, show me.”

Gilleland wrapped his meaty, powerful arms around Sarah from behind and directed her body in a sweeping movement that would block the attack he had mentioned. Sarah found it very easy to relax into Gilleland's grip. Their sparring had created a physical intimacy between them and she found his touch to feel natural and comfortable. And of course, her sexual feelings made it easy to do so. It was all she could do not to moan in pleasure as his arms wrapped around her, but she managed it by squeezing her fingernails into her palms.

Gilleland felt Sarah leaning into him and silently smiled. The urge to grab her and kiss her was almost overwhelming, she showed so much beauty and grace as she had sparred with him, her ripe curves a vision of sinuous beauty when she moved. The smell of her, the feel of her skin affected him powerfully, even more powerfully than the sight, smell and feel of the first really good whore he had ever hired. And that whore had been incredible, a demonstration of sexual prowess, beauty and natural lasciviousness that had left him spoiled for all other whores for a very long time.

But Sarah had something that even that incredible whore or those who'd succeeded her did not have, a mysterious something extra that he didn't really understand, but which he knew he HAD to have. Part of it was knowing that for all of his money and charm and his usefulness to her in many ways, she would reject him in an instant if she failed to meet his standards. And he was not entirely sure what her standards were.

But one thing he did know from the way Sarah moved and responded to his touch was that she was glad to be touched by him and wanted more. And that more she wanted probably involved the toys he had had carefully assembled on the wall.

It was time to take to the next level.

“Maybe now we should work of some close-in grappling,” Gilleland suggested.

“Grappling?” Sarah said, her mind suddenly filled with images of herself writhing in Gilleland's embrace, and not in a grappling sort of way, either.

“Sure,” said Gilleland. “As you said, things do not always go according to plan out there, and it's better to be prepared for it than not. Let's see if I can teach you to get out of the grip of the bad guys and maybe even turn the tables on them.”

“Sounds like a good idea,” said Sarah, hoping that her voice wasn't betraying the surge of eagerness that filled her mind and belly with a deep throb of desire, but fearing that it did. Sarah didn't know if she could resist her carnal impulses if they grappled, but somehow she didn't care. What would happen between them would happen.

Gilleland heard the lust in her voice, and felt a surge of triumph that welled up in his mind at the sound of it. 

“Let's start by just grappling, see what moves you have,” said, getting down on his knees opposite her. Sarah got on her knees opposite him, her mind, unbidden, summoning images of Rod standing over her with his rod out.

Rod reached forward with his hands and Sarah did the same. They intertwined their fingers. Sarah's eyes half closed with the pleasure of the feel of Rod's strong fingers in hers. 

“My goal will be to pin you beneath me and get my hands around your throat, or over your nose and mouth, rendering you helpless and/or unconscious,” said Rod. “Your goal will be to escape me.”

“Very well,” Sarah said. She wasn't sure exactly what her goals were at the moment. Her pussy felt like it might be making a big, wet stain a the crotch of her workout sweats.

“One, two, three, go!” Rod said, and he surged forward. Sarah knew better than to directly oppose someone with as much weight and strength advantage over her as Rod had. Instead she rolled with it, pulling him with her and then trying to roll him over her to her other side.

But Rod had anticipated her move and he threw his left leg forward and planted a foot of the floor, preventing him from rolling past her. 

Sarah squirmed desperately now, twisting her body to escape him, but he had a way of anticipating her moves, and he remained atop her, though he was not able to get a hand around her throat or over her nose and mouth. It occurred to Sarah that he was not trying very hard, but that did not raise any alarms in her mind, because she was thoroughly enjoying every moment of it. 

The feel of Rod's body above her, his surging muscles, the smell of his strong, manly odor, the helplessness of her arms pinioned by his corded, muscular arms was overwhelming, her mind might have thought she was struggling against him, but her body knew better, and her struggles gradually morphed into something like passionate writhing.

She felt a hard lump between his legs as she struggled, and knew it for what it was, and was glad of it.

Rod found himself fighting an almost overwhelming urge to rip Sarah's clothes off and thrust his cock deep inside her. He knew she wanted it, and he damn well knew he wanted it.

But he also knew it was exactly the wrong thing to do with a woman like Sarah, no matter how beautiful she looked pinned beneath him on the gym mat, no matter how wonderful her ripe, curvy body felt squirming beneath him, no matter how wonderful she smelled.

There came a moment in their squirming when Rod was lying directly atop Sarah, his legs straddlng her body to pin her down, his arms pinning down her hands, and he was looking straight down at her, as her eyes looked up at his, so big and beautiful and so smoky with desire.

Chapter 5: Take What You Want

“Why don't you just go ahead and take what you want?” Sarah said in a voice so choked with lust it was almost a growl.

“Because I know you, Sarah,” said Rod. “I know you would never respect a man who just took what he wanted from a woman like all the other rapists. No, Sarah, before I take what I want from you, you're going to have to not just give your consent, but you're going to have to ask ... no, you're going to have to BEG me to make you mine.”

Sarah's heart leapt at Rod's words. The tones in which he'd spoken made it clear that he understood that she wanted more than just to be fucked, though she wanted that, she surely did. She wanted more. Rod knew that, and he also knew that she had to beg for it, that she WANTED to beg for it. It made it easier for her, somehow.

“You know me well ... my Master,” said Sarah, the words rolling out of her mouth as if spoken by someone else, and perhaps they were being spoken by someone else, some deeper, darker inner Sarah that had dwelt within her for a very long time and had only now had the chance to rise to the surface. She looked up at him, her eyes pure distillations of desire. “I beg you to make me your slave. I beg you to use me, to treat me as the beast I am. Chain me, tie me up, gag me, make me serve you in utter abandon. I beg it!” 

“All right,” Rod said, grinning. “Since you asked so nicely.”

Sarah started crying. Sobbing silently, tears streaking down her cheeks.

“Generally the tears come when I say “no” to a woman,” Rod observed dryly.

Sarah continued to cry. She shook a bit beneath Rod. 

“What's the matter?” Rod asked.

“I don't know,” Sarah said. “I mean ... I do know, I just don't know why I'm crying about it.”

“Ah,” said Rod. He was not sure how to proceed here, as most of the women he had dealt with in his life were so focused on his unmarriedness and his billionairehood that they almost never revealed their real emotions. Sarah just didn't care about that, he knew that, it was part of her appeal. But Rod had enough common sense to not push at this moment, to let Sarah take the lead.

“All my life .... I've been a proud feminist,” Sarah said. “A committed feminist. Some would say, a hard-core feminist. I have striven in my life to live proud and free, to not allow men to subjugate me and to free other women  from subjugation. Yet, I've always found myself wanting to be sexually submissive to a man. I don't know why, it doesn't make any sense at all, but all my sex fantasies have involved being bound and gagged by a dominant man.”

“The heart rarely listens to the brain when it comes to sex,” said Rod.

“My heart thumbs its nose at my brain at every opportunity when it comes to sex,” Sarah said, torturing metaphors in her distress. “When you rescued me in that alley, risking your life to help me, and you fought those scum with such bravery and skill, I was thrilled to my very core. And I thought, “That is a man I can submit to, who is worthy of my surrender. And then you disappeared. I had wanted to talk to you, to find out who you were. And now I have.”

“I felt the same way about you,” Rod said. “I wanted to know who you are, what makes you tick. And now I've discovered this whole new level to you. It's like the deeper I go into you, the bigger you get. And so far, this has been the best thing I've ever done. But I think the best is yet to come.” 

With those words Rod rose and stood over Sarah. “Your safeword is “penumbra” he said, “you know about safe words, right?”

“Yes,” Sarah said. Her crying had stopped now, though inside she still felt brittle, as if at any moment she might collapse emotionally. “I read a lot about... this... when I realized I was into it. I know all the things people do when they're... like us. I just have never done them with a partner.”

“First time for everything,” said Rod, his mind taking immediate note of the significance of “with a partner.” “Your safe sign is flipping me a bird with either hand. I hear you say “penumbra” or see you flip me a bird, everything stops until we know what the problem is and have resolved it to both our satisfactions. Understand?”

“Of course,” Sarah said, a little insulted even though she knew she had just confessed to total inexperience with sexual bondage play. She'd tied herself up so many times she felt like she knew what she was doing.

“All right, we are entering the play zone,” said Rod. “Nothing we say, nothing we do, has anything to do with the outside world. It's strictly between us, it belongs to us alone. This is our world, we will build it together to be a world we will both love to be in.”

“Yes, Master,” said Sarah, thrilling a bit at using that term on an actual living, breathing man, much less one who deserved it.

“Very well, mine,” Rod said, feeling a sudden sense of joy at calling Sarah “mine.” It was like making his first million, a sense that his life was about to change irrevocably, and for the better. “Take off your clothes. Take your time give me a show, girl.”

“Yes, Master,” said Sarah. She had fantasized about this sort of thing often while bound. She rose to her feet and stood before Rod, her head bowed down, and slowly untied the knot of her waist belt and removed her jacket. Then she slowly peeled off the clingy silk tank top she had been wearing underneath, revealing the lacy white bra that held her large breasts.

Rod watched her pulchritude spilling out of the clothing as she undressed. He'd seen her flesh on display in her Temptation guise, but this time it was different. This time the ripe curves that Sarah was unveiling were only for him. When she unhooked her bra and slid it off her arms and her breasts swung free, he caught his breath at the beauty of them.

Then she slid her pants down her round hips, her breasts swaying in counterpoint to her hips as she oozed out of the pants. It was all Rod could do not to lick his lips at the sight of her as she stood there dressed only in her skimpy white thong.

Then she peeled off her skimpy white thong, and Rod did lick his lips. Her body was rich, curvy and luscious, the smooth curves of her hips, legs and breasts a symphony of femininity. Sarah tossed the thong aside and stood before him, head slightly lowered, arms at her side, permitting him to view her body. She was his, it was his right to do so, at least for now, in this fantasy play.

“Now bend over and raise your hands in the air as best you can,” Rod growled once he had slaked his eyes on the curvy riches of Sarah's body.  

“Yes, Master,” said Sarah, and she bent at her waist and raised her arms in the air behind her. She felt Rod fastening cuffs on her hands, then fastening them together behind her back. Then she felt cuffs being attached to her ankles. Finally, a belt with a number of large rings set in it went around her waist. She was being harnessed, like an animal. And she was loving it.

“Now kneel as before, mine,” Rod said.

“Yes, Master,” said Sarah, the words coming out husky with desire.

Rod removed his clothes, not making a show for Sarah intentionally, but she watched as she knelt there, how could she not? And she liked what she saw. Rod's tall, rangy body, his broad shoulders, his long, powerful arms, the six-pack of abs he sported, and ... she smiled as she saw Rod's long, thick cock spilling out as he pulled off his briefs. He had a wonderful body, as she'd expected. 

Rod walked over to the bondage toy wall and did some searching. Nice butt, too, Sarah observed.  

Rod came back from the wall with a circle of gleaming steel in his hand. A collar. He placed the collar around her neck but did not close it.

“Now I, by the authority vested in me as The Gambler, claim you, Sarah as my slave, to have and to hold, to fondle and grope, to have sex with and force to serve my every whim no matter how depraved, in fact, especially the depraved whims, for so long as it pleases me to own you. If any man or woman here has any reason why I should not take this woman as my slave, they damn well better keep their mouths shut if they know what's good for them. Sarah, you are mine,” he said, snapping the collar shut around her neck.”

“That was almost touching, Master,” Sarah said, a smile playing about her lips.

Rod reached down and groped her breasts. “I plan to do more than ALMOST touch you, girl,” said Rod. “Now show your acceptance of your bondage by sucking my cock like the slave you are.”

“Yes, Master,” Sarah said. It was finally coming true, all her shameful fantasies, and her heart was filled with nothing but joy. She leaned forward and opened her mouth, and engulfed his cock with it, and began sucking it, gently, lovingly and, well, worshipfully, as a slavegirl should. Sarah was no expert at sucking cocks, much less worshiping them, but in her fantasies she had done so many times. And yes, often with her hands tied behind her back, almost always while naked, sometimes while collared. It felt so good to have Rod's cock in her mouth like this, her mind was bathed in pleasure, and as she licked and sucked Rod's cock, she felt her belly growing warm and wet, her whole being focused now on the taste and feel of Rod's thick, circumcised cock in her mouth.

As Sarah sucked his cock, Rod leaned over and began fondling her nipples, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her brain.

“Enough of this,” Rod said, pulling his erect cock out of Sarah's mouth. Sarah moaned, unhappy at this, she was enjoying it, but at the same time, she was ready for more as well. Her dreams and fantasies were in charge now.

“On your feet, girl,” Rod commanded. Outside of this play time, Sarah would have bristled at being called “girl.” She was an adult woman, after all. But in this fantasy environment, it felt right. She rose to her feet easily, with her hands tied behind her. All the stretching and martial arts training had given her excellent balance.

“Bend over,” Rod said. Sarah complied happily. It was her role to bend over now.

Rod seized a handful of Sarah's hair and led her over to the bondage toy wall. He led her to the relatively huge round bulk of the Sybian, jet black, with a pink dildo sticking up from its top. Sarah had only seen Sybians in pictures on a couple of occasions, did they all have rings set in their corners? Somehow, Sarah doubted it.

“Kneel next to it and give the dildo a thorough licking and sucking, slave,” Rod said.

“But we haven't been introduced!” Sarah said, a bit of a giggle in her voice. 

Rod gave Sarah a swat on the butt, enough to warm it and make her give out with an involuntary “Oh!”

“Obey, girl, you are not someone who needs to introduced, you are a slave to be used,” Rod said, “Plus, Sybians are very informal as sex toys go.”

“Yes, Master,” Sarah said as she knelt, a little giggle still in her voice. She felt so happy. She began licking the smooth plastic surface of the dildo, then she took as much of the dildo as she could in her mouth. She would have much preferred having Rod's cock in her mouth, but she was a slave and must do as ordered, which was really, really working for her.

“That will do, girl,” Rod said. He could tell from Sarah's body language that she was responding positively to him whenever he dominated her, so he continued with it. He was at some level afraid that he would go too far somehow and she'd squick and want to stop. But she seemed to be taking to it like a duck takes to water, though he was not about to tell her that.

“Now, sit on the Sybian and mount that dildo, slave,” Rod ordered.

“Yes, Master,” Sarah responded. She stood and slowly and carefully lowered herself onto the plastic dildo. It slid in easily, in part because of her licking and sucking of the dildo, and in part because she was already wet and wonderful, or as they said in sex ed courses, her vagina was well lubricated.

Once the dildo was snugly inside her, Rob said, “Stay, girl,” as if she were a dog, and knelt down and connected her ankle shackles to the rings at the back of the Sybian. He then ran chains from her waist belt to the rings at all four corners of the Sybian, tightening them so that Sarah could only rise a few inches from the Sybian. 

Rod picked up the controls of the Sybian and grinned as he activated it. He had given a few whores rides on a Sybian before. He knew what the thing could do. He did not think Sarah knew.

Sarah moaned as the Sybian cranked up between her legs. The vibrations were insidious, powerful, and in her already aroused state, they snaked right through her vagina to her brain and rapidly went about the business of making sexually-charged pudding out of her mind.

“Now back to your sucking, girl,” Rod growled, standing before her. Sarah leaned forward and took Rod's cock in his mouth again, glad once again to have it there. 

“Yeff, Maffah,” Sarah said with his cock in her mouth. She felt the Sybian increasing its rate of vibration, and also it ... direction ... in her vagina? Yes, it was moving around down there, like a real penis, and vibrating as no penis ever could. She felt herself responding to the vibrations, the feel of Rod's cock in her mouth, the way she was bound so securely, and she moaned in sheer ecstasy as the waves of pleasure crashed against the rapidly eroding shoreline of her conscious mind.

Rod controlled the Sybian and Sarah, moving the twin joysticks carefully, watching Sarah to see how she responded. Sarah appeared to be deep in subspace or something like it, her whole being concentrated on the pleasure the Sybian was giving her, moaning with pleasure and sucking his cock enthusiastically. 

Although Sarah was not the most expert cocksucker Rod had ever experienced, her obvious joy and pleasure in sucking his cock more than made up for it. Plus, she was a beautiful sight to behold, her flesh shimmying and shaking as she writhed in her bonds, her large natural breasts bobbing and shaking freely as she moved. Her wide hips were a marvel to behold as she straddled the Sybian, her eyes looking straight up at him, smoky with lust. Her tongue worked his cock relentlessly. Her bound hands twisted in their bonds, unconsciously telegraphing her excitement as Rod sent different patterns of vibration and rotation to the dildo inside Sarah.

Sarah felt the orgasm budding within her. It normally took her some time to reach orgasm, she had to fantasize and feel her way into it as she masturbated. But the Sybian was not to be denied, its vibrations were driving her toward orgasm with every thrust of Rod's cock in her mouth. She found herself in a rhythm, her body squirming in the bonds, Rod's cock filling her mouth with its bulbous goodness, and the vibrations that were somehow hitting her in all the right places. 

“Waa-aaa-aaa,” she moaned as she sucked Rod's cock, not words or even an attempt at words, but a simple expression of raw, primitive pleasure as the orgasm swelled within her and burst, drenching her with pleasure.

Rod watched Sarah orgasm. With most women he had fucked since becoming rich, you never knew if they were faking or not. Most of them had all kinds of reasons to want him to think he had made them orgasm, other than simply having had an orgasm. But Sarah was different. She didn't care about any of that. Watching her squirm and moan in her bonds was pure delight, so natural and unaffected. It wasn't as dramatic as many of the orgasms he'd seen women perform because it wasn't performed. It was real, so very real.

The sight of Sarah's pleasure bared so nakedly before Rod had an effect on him. He came in her mouth, the long-delayed orgasm from so much intense cocksucking finally releasing. He groaned as he came, thrusting his cock deep inside her throat, fearful of gagging her even as he did so, but unable to stop in his reflexive response to orgasm.

Sarah looked up at him, but her eyes were distant. She was still orgasming. In fact, she was barely aware that Rod's rod was coming in her mouth, so intense were her orgasms. They Sybian was a fiendishly well designed machine, it had started her body orgasming and the orgasms just came and came as she sat there straddling the machine. If she had thought about it, she might have become alarmed at the realization that she was strapped to the machine and could not reach the controls with her hands cuffed behind her back.

Sarah felt vaguely disappointed when Rod pulled his cock out of her mouth again. She had been enjoying sucking on it. She looked up at him, her eyes blank, her mouth still half open with a long string of drool hanging from it, still squirming on the Sybian, unconsciously moving her ass for maximum pleasure.

Rod walked over to the wall and picked out a whip from the wall. It was supposedly the least painful whip there was, made from very soft leather that would not cut the skin, the most it could do was redden it. He suspected that Sarah had not been whipped much, probably not at all.

He also selected a cock gag on the wall. She seemed to like to have things to suck on, and his cock would be limp for a short while, so he'd oblige her with the cock gag. He stepped back over to Sarah and pried her mouth open and shoved the cock in and then strapped it good and tight on her neck. 

“Fank oo, maffa,” she said in muffled tones after it was in place, her eyes still glazed.

Rod said nothing. He wanted her to stay in subspace, to allow her to continue to dwell in the deep, accepting place she was in. He took the whip and began to flog her back with it. He started out gently, so gently that Sarah did not respond at all to the flogging at first. Then he gradually increased the strength and frequency of the whip strokes until he saw her body begin to writhe and twist in response to the whip.

Sarah accepted the stubby plastic cock of the cock gag in her mouth, glad for something to suck on, but wishing it were Rod's cock, not in any kind of conscious way, she just remembered the way Rod's cock felt in her mouth and it was better.

Sarah barely noticed the whip at first. The Sybian still ruled her body, the combination of vibration, rotation and pressing into her in JUST the right places, the feel of being restrained, and also the sense of being watched by a man, her master for this time and maybe for all time for all she cared at the moment.

Rod was so careful and so slow and so skilled in his flogging that the whip's blows somehow managed to integrate themselves into the sensations created by the Sybian, the wonderful roiling pleasure that filled her entire being. The warmth and mild pain of the flogging provided a delicious counterpoint to the warmth and pleasure that the Sybian was creating. It was all one, a deep, delicious stew of sensation that had her reduced to a moaning beast in chains. 

After a time, and a surprisingly short one, Rod felt his cock growing hard again as he watched Sarah squirming in ecstasy atop the Sybian. So he removed the cock gag from Sarah's mouth and thrust his half-engorged cock into it, with Sarah producing some ecstatic mmphs as his cock filled her mouth.

Sarah began licking and sucking again, pleased to have Rod's cock in her mouth. She was not sure if she was having multiple orgasms, or one long orgasm, or was just floating on the edge of orgasm and occasionally tumbling over. She was just happy to be wherever she was, and to have Rod's cock in her mouth. It was as if her sexual being were a long-dried desert and now a sudden summer thunderstorm was flooding her with warm rain, and she was soaking every bit of it up.

Once his cock was good and hard, Rod pulled out of Sarah's mouth, to a few distressed mmphs. He fastened the cock gag back in place and then unfastened the binds on her waist and feet that kept her secured to the Sybian, then pulled her up off it, slowly and carefully, a few distressed mmphs issuing from her. Rod thought for a moment that he shouldn't have introduced Sarah to the Sybian first thing, that it should have been the very last thing as other toys might not have its power to arouse. But he had also considered that it might be good to overwhelm her with pleasure. And he had certainly done that.

Rod led Sarah over to a square, padded bench with an upright bar at one end and a shorter bar crossing atop it, forming a “T.” There were many rings set around the base of the bench and rings at the ends of the crossbar, and there was a padded support forming an incline between the base of the T and the top of the bench. Rod had Sarah lay down on the bench so that her neck rested on the padded incline at the base of the T bar. 

Rod walked over to the head of the bench and picked up a remote control, then walked over to the other end of the bench and pressed a button. Sarah's eyes flew open as she felt herself rising. The bench was raising itself. When Sarah's butt was at the same height as Rod's cock, it stopped. That was when Rod took ropes and attached them to her ankle shackles. He ran the ropes to the rings set at the top of the T-bar and pulled them, one at a time, forcing her legs up and to the side so that her legs were spread wide and her butt was lifted well off the bench, leaving her pussy exposed for Rod's pleasure.

Finally, Rod took a rope and tied one end to the back of her collar and the other end to the post her head was resting against.

Sarah was splayed wide open, helpless, but very comfortable, her ass an open invitation to sex. Sarah was all right with that, her body mirrored her mental state very well.

Rod shoved his cock into Sarah while she looked up at him, enjoying the sight of his rangy, muscular body looming above her. She was totally helpless, and totally his. It felt wonderful to be in that condition.

Rod began working his cock back and forth inside the silky walls of Sarah's vagina. The sensations that the mysterious pinkitudes within her created on his cock soon had it rock hard. Well that and the sight of her lying there, her ample curves contrasting so beautifully with her bondage, looking up at him with that cock gag stretching her lips into beautifully curved bows, her eyes bright with pleasure. It was incredibly arousing to see such genuine pleasure glowing from a woman's face as if shining from her very soul.

Sarah soon found herself returning to the place the Sybian had delivered her to. Although Rod's cock did not have the ability to vibrate or rotate, it was very good at the whole charging back and forth thing, and the sight of his muscular body working above her was arousing all by itself. And of course, there was the bondage. She was so helpless and so exposed, with her legs tied so far apart and so far back. Her butt was lifted to him, a fleshy offering which she gladly made and which Rod rewarded her both lavishly and lasciviously for making.

Rod began slapping Sarah's exposed butt, much more vigorously than he had whipped her, because he had a lot more experience spanking women than whipping them, and because his fingers would tell him if he was slapping her too hard very quickly. He was rewarded by the sight and feel of Sarah writhing more vigorously in her bonds. She moaned in pleasure through her gag, her eyes getting that glazed look as she gazed up at him.

And there was also the musky smell of sex drifting up from Sarah's wide-spread legs. Rod soon began to feel himself approaching orgasm with the inevitability of a jet-powered rocket sled heading toward a concrete blockhouse.

Sarah gazed up at Rod and as she did so she began to feel the last walls crumbling, the last remains of her old self vanishing in the onslaught of joy and pleasure she was now feeling. She looked up at Rod and began to orgasm once more, but these orgasms had a different feel to them. Her orgasms were surrenders, submissions to the masculine power Rod projected as he loomed over her and thrust within her. She looked up and all she could see was Rod's stupid O-face as he orgasmed and she loved it anyway. She cried out, her voice loud and full of passion but also plaintive. It was a cry of surrender to the man who had her so thoroughly bound and gagged and was using her body so very, very well.

Rod felt his orgasm burst forth, almost pulled out of him by Sarah's writhing ass. He looked down at her and saw pure beauty before him, and something in his heart caught, as if he had tripped over something he had never expected, never seen. He gazed down at her beautiful, writhing, bound form and heard her cry of surrender and suddenly he knew what the term “captivated” meant. It was not some casual nicety you said to charm a woman, the reality of it was the sudden feeling of immersion in another being, and as he came, the orgasm merged with that sense of being captivated by Sarah. What had happened to him? He was not sure. Like so many of the things that he had felt when he first encountered Temptation in that alley, it was new, unknown territory for him. But territory he HAD to explore.

After Sarah came, and she felt Rod come and lie still, she felt tears coursing down her cheeks. She did not know why she was crying, but she was. She didn't feel sad. But she did feel stretched out, as if her mind and body had been inflated and then collapsed. She continued to tear up as Rod untied her from the bench and removed the gag from her mouth. She continued to tear up as Rod picked her up gently and carried her to where their clothes lay on the gym mats. Then he laid her down gently on the mat and laid down beside her, then laid down beside her on the mat and pulled his jacket up to cover both of them as he held her tight in his arms.

Sarah sobbed quietly into Rod's chest for a time, while Rod just held her and stroked her back gently. He had done aftercare for submissives in the past and would ordinarily have said soft, comforting things to her. But he was not sure what to say to Sarah. 

“I don't know why I'm crying,” Sarah said after a time. “But I'm glad you are holding me. It feels so wonderful In fact, it has all felt wonderful. The crying, I just don't know ... I don't feel sad.”

“It's fairly common for a sub to have a sort of nervous collapse after being in subspace,” said Rod.

“Was that what that was?” Sarah asked. “Subspace?” She felt slightly disappointed. It had felt like so much more.

“I don't know, really,” Rod said. “I've never been in subspace, never experienced it. So I can't say for sure what you were feeling. I know it was a weird and different thing for me, too, nothing like I'd ever experienced.”

“On, that's why you weren't freaked out by me crying afterward,” said Sarah, “you know about the sub collapse thing.”

“It was most plausible explanation,” said Rod grinning. “You seemed to be enjoying yourself while we were having sex.”

“Mmmm, I WAS,” Sarah said, nuzzling her nose against Rod's chest.

“So was I,” said Rod, kissing the top of Sarah's head. “I guess if we try to put what we felt into words it doesn't really capture what there was.”

“Maybe not,” said Sarah. “But maybe it helps to know things. I mean, I have never done this with anyone before. So I'm not really sure if I'm in the subspace thing or if it's ...” Sarah hesitated. She has almost said “Love.” Too fast, too fast for her and probably Rod, too. “Something else...” she finished weakly.

“Something else?” Rod asked, immediately picking up on what she had almost said. “Something else like... love? Because that could be it, I suppose.”

“It could be love,” Sarah said. “Seems awfully fast, is all.”

“You mean maybe we are moving way too fast?” Rod asked, feeling that sneaking charm over Sarah again. Every other woman he'd ever slept with would have jumped on the “in love” thing like a starving hound on a pork chop. Only a woman like Sarah would feel trepidation or anything like it over the prospect of having a billionaire in love with her.

“Well here's the thing, Sarah,” Rod said. “You know what we do when we go out at night in the alleys. Either or both of us could be killed the next time we do, every time we do. Our days are not guaranteed to us. If we find love, we should accept it, and love one another. Nothing else makes sense, given who we are and what we do. I don't know what it is we are doing really. It scares me, too.”

“Right,” said Sarah, almost laughing. “You've never done this before.”

“Oh, I've done bondage and dominance play before,” Rod said. “That wasn't what I was talking about. I was talking about the connection between us. I've never done anything like this before. It is scary, I feel like I'm risking something in my relationship with you, and I've NEVER felt like that with any woman before.”

“I can't imagine what you are risking,” Sarah murmured softly.

“My heart,” said Rod. “I've never risked it before.”

“I'll try not to rip it beating from your breast,” Sarah said, smiling. “I have a heart too, you know.”

“Well we shall risk one another's hearts, and protect one anothers’ hearts, then,” said Rod. “It's the only safe approach.”

“I promise you, tomorrow we can go out and beat up some rapists,” said Sarah. “Perhaps you'll feel safer doing that.”

Rod nodded. “You know, I will, “said Rod. “But I'm the Gambler ... I’ll take all kinds of risks for a Temptation like you.”

The End



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

About Pat Powers


[image: ]


Pat Powers may not be the most interesting man in the world, but when he writes about himself in third person, he tries to give that impression.

Powers is perhaps the most famous writer that no one has ever heard of. In his career, he has amassed a fortune in words, primarily words like “throbbing”  and “orgasmic.” Pat Powers lives in the Deep South. He has seen personally seen alligators, bears, rattlesnakes, water moccasins and copperheads in the wild, and has been personally bitten by turtles, snakes, cats, birds, ants, yellow jackets, wasps, bees, and once, a dog. Clearly, the wild thinks Pat Powers is delicious. 

To find links to ALL of Pat Powers’ stories (the list below is just a small fraction of them) you can visit his Books and Stories Page on Smashwords and an other unnamed site noted for purveying ebooks of distinction. You can email Pat Powers at patpowers1995@yahoo.com.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Books And Stories By Pat Powers On Smashwords 


[image: ]
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Stolen Collar, Stolen Heart

A very kinky young adult contemporary erotic romance novel. Kit, the alpha male heir of a billionaire, and Coyote, the alpha male MMA champion, both want brilliant English Lit student Donna in their collars. But ... what does Donna want ... and how much will what Donna wants depend on the mysterious powers of the collar to change a woman's mind?

Arena Of Shame And Glory

Novel-length stand-alone sequel to Mall of Shame and Glory. The success of mall pits of humiliation has led to a new kind of punishment for shoplifting at a mall: you can become an arena prize girl, who will be used sexually in front of everyone at an arena near the mall, by the winner of a Mixed Martial Arts contest. When Kim Kasparian’s scheming mother decides to give her career as a celebrity a boost by making an arena prize girl of her, it’s a win-win for everybody, but her old study buddy from high school who’s now a Mixed Martial Arts pro fighter has plans of his own.
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See Sluts Run! 

Compilation of three short stories about sex slaves who race. Includes “The Slut Run,” “Office Slave” and “Slut Race 3250!” Humor, sex slavery, sexual bondage
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