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I didn't appreciate being sent on a house
call. In fact, I resented the hell out of it, to be honest. Not
that honesty plays much of a role in my life.

I'm a lawyer, and a good one. I'm not one of
those girls whose parents send her to Harvard, and who breezes
through life with the help of family money and connections. My
father was a murderer and my mother was a stripper. Needless to
say, I didn't talk about them much.

I worked my ass off to get a partial
scholarship to NYU, and worked my ass off while I was there. That
included working part time at a wide variety of jobs which ranged
from demeaning to boring to disgusting.

I did all that to get good marks and get into
a good law firm. Then I put in twelve hour days to impress the
arrogant senior partners with my research skills and cogent
analysis of legal precedents. And two years on, when some rich
asshole wants to consult on a real estate issue but doesn't feel
like coming to the office, I get pushed out the door in a howling
February blizzard to go and hold his hand!

Why? Because I'm not from an ivy league
school, I don't have the family connections, and I'm a girl. And
don't let anyone lie to you about it either. Law is still an old
boys club. I had to work twice as hard as some connected Harvard
jerkoff with a square jaw just to get half as far.

Do I sound bitter? Yeah, okay. It comes from
working long hours and giving up so much to make enough money to
claw my way out of poverty. Maybe I'd find a rich lawyer to marry
and retire. Ha! Let me tell you something about rich lawyers.
They’re assholes!

And the female lawyers are unprincipled
bitches. Believe me. I should know. I am one.

The cab was barely moving through the bumper
to bumper traffic as the snow came down, and I glared out the
window at the passing buildings as we headed uptown. The building
was just off Central Park West on Eighth Avenue. On a normal
evening it wouldn't be hard to reach, but this wasn't normal.

The snow was whipping past the headlights and
piling up around us faster than the plows could remove it. Yes, it
was evening. I didn't mind working in the evening since I did most
nights, but going out into this had me fuming.

Any reasonable person would have waited until
tomorrow. Any reasonable person would have come into the office, in
daytime. But when you're rich, your definition of reasonable tends
to change to suit you. Reasonable is whatever is most comfortable
for you, and damn anyone else.

I didn't know much about the background of
the client, or potential client, I should say, Colin Forrest. But
no one lived on Eighth Avenue who wasn't rich. And Carnegie and
Rothstein didn't send lawyers out into the cold for just anyone. It
was a small but elite firm which catered to old money.

Those are the worst of the rich. The nouveau
riche still remembered being mere humans. The old rich had never
had that experience. They were used to servants picking up after
them and people accommodating their schedules on a whim.

Dealing with them was a pain. They always
asked what school I went to, and when I said NYU they looked like
they had a bad taste in their mouth, as if the firm had gypped them
by sending someone who wasn't of 'their kind' and wasn't worth the
extravagant amount of money they were charging for my services.

Mind you, they were right. I wasn't worth
that money. Just ask Carnegie and Rothstein when they made up my
check. It was always for a lot less than what the clients paid.

The cab pulled off into a shallow half circle
in front of a looming high rise and stopped beneath an overhanging
porch roof. I paid him, including a nice tip, since I, at least,
knew very well what it meant to be human, then got out of the car
as a doorman pulled open the door and held it. He was dressed in
one of those weird doorman outfits, of black and red, with a kind
of top hat on, and was holding a black umbrella.

I guess the rich didn't want to get snow on
their silk.

We didn't talk, the wind howling as it did.
He accompanied me to the door, his left hand darting out ahead of
me to grab it and pull it back as I ducked inside. He lowered the
umbrella and followed me in, giving me a professional smile and a
nod, then turning away.

The man behind the glossy mahogany desk stood
up alertly and gave me the same professional smile, though his came
with slightly raised eyebrows of someone waiting to hear what I
wished.

“I'm here to see Collin Forrest,” I said.

“Your name, ma'am?”

“Danielle Taylor,” I said.

He nodded with that professional smile still
in place, and picked up the house phone.

Taylor was my mother's name. I didn't use my
father's, both because he'd never bothered to marry my mother, and
because he was an asshole.

I looked around the lobby as he called,
noting the dark wooden paneling, the old leather chairs. Even the
elevators looked like they were made of brass. Everything smelled
and looked like old money. Hell, it reminded me of our office.

“Go right up, Ms. Taylor,” the desk man said.
“Penthouse One.”

“Thanks,” I said.

I headed across the floor and hit the button
for the elevator, half surprised they didn't have an elevator
operator. Rich people having to operate their own elevators? What a
shock!

The inside of the elevator was more of the
same glossy dark wood with brass trim. There was a padded leather
bench at the back, and mirrors on the sides. I glanced at the
latter with a sigh. The wind had done nothing good with my
hair.

I'm Swedish, or at least, my asshole of a
father was Swedish. I have a very fair complexion which is the
curse of my life in summer because it burns easily, and when it
doesn't burn it freckles. My hair is white gold. I normally pull it
back in a tight bun or knot so as to de-emphasize my sex, but I'd
undone it since I was going to see a potential client.

Yes, marketing is important in getting
clients. You think otherwise? And like it or not, I'd seen lots of
behavioral studies which showed people treated and liked other
people better when they were good looking.

I had been blessed, there, I admit. My father
was a scumbag but he was a handsome scumbag. And mom hadn't exactly
been ugly either. I had a slightly long oval face, very light blue
eyes, a short snub nose, full lips, and a chin which was soft and
round.

I got out a brush and worked at the hair as
the elevator shot up, only glancing once at the buttons. There were
an awful lot of them. The numbers below the Penthouses ended at
Seventy One. That was a bit of a surprise, for that made this a new
building, and it hadn't seemed it on first sight.

I part my hair in the middle. It's either
that or have bangs falling over my forehead and half covering my
eyes like a girl. I had thought of cutting it short, but it was an
asset, along with a bright smile and voice I'd practiced, and I
didn't get rid of assets because they were sometimes annoying.

I opened my long coat to reveal the dark,
double breasted black jacket beneath, cut in a mannish style, with
a dark, high collared purple shirt beneath a vest with silver
buttons.

Attractive and professional. That was the
look I tried for. That was the appearance I wanted to give off.
That was the reputation I wanted.

The door opened and I stepped out into a
small outer hall. There were no other doors, just the one, and it
had no plaque on its front. I had to assume it was the right
one.

Most penthouse apartments took up a part of
the top floor. This one evidently took the whole floor. Okay, the
money that required in Manhattan, never mind this part of
Manhattan, was – enormous.

The door was opened by a very large black man
in a gray suit. When I say large, I mean, like, is this guy even
human? He's seven feet tall, with the shoulders of a football
player and the arms and hands to match.

“Miss Taylor. Do come in,” he said.

His skin was dark, dark, dark. Which was odd
because his face looked like it definitely had some Arab or White
in the near background. I stepped past him into an entry hall with
a fourteen foot high ceiling. A chandelier hung from above as I
stepped onto a white marble floor.

I didn't for a moment think this was Collin
Forest. Rich guys don't answer their own doors, and I doubted the
place would let a Black guy live here. New money doesn't mind, but
old money isn't fond of minorities.

“Mister Forest is waiting,” he said.

I nodded my head and removed my overcoat as
he held his hands out for it. He hung it inside a closet I hadn't
noticed, then led me down the marble floor past stylish sculpted
art and half-columns running up the walls.

We went under a pair of narrow pillars and
through a molded doorway, then in through a wide door into an empty
room. It was either a board room or a dining room. It was hard to
tell. The floor was a gray marble streaked with white and black
patterns. The walls were dark onyx. There were gray built-in
shelves on one wall, and a cabinet on the other behind which was a
sink.

The table was black, the chairs gray leather.
The curtains were gray and open, save for the dark lace covering a
floor to ceiling window. There was nothing of color in this room,
not even a small fake plant to soften its lines. The lighting was
recessed, at least, and a soft yellow, which helped fight what
would otherwise be a very cold place.

There was a man sitting at the head of the
long black table. He stood as the Black guy showed me in and I put
on my own professional smile.

“Mister Forrest,” I said, extending my hand
as I strode forward. “I'm Samantha Taylor.”

He was a surprisingly young man of perhaps
thirty, clad in an elegant black suit. Attractive, too, and blonde.
Even odder, he had long straight blonde hair which hung past his
shoulders. That was so not the acceptable thing among old money.
Maybe he was some kind of artist, I thought.

His hand, as it gripped mine, was warm and
firm, and his eyes... were... gray.

I stood there. We stood there, our hands
together, my eyes in his, for what felt like an enormous length of
time. It couldn't have been as long as I thought, though, because I
know I didn't breath, and if it had been that long I'd have folded
up dead.

His eyes were like huge dark tranquil pools
of soft gray, and I fell into them, feeling as I did, more relaxed,
more comfortable, more calm and mellow than I could ever remember.
I should have been shocked, but that wasn't possible. I was too
relaxed. It's a wonder I didn't fall asleep, except it wasn't that
kind of calm. It wasn't a bored or tired calm. It was just a
wonderful sense of being totally at peace.

I had no cares or concerns. None. I had no
worries, no anger, no anxiety or impatience. I just stood there
holding his hand, and could have done so for the remainder of
eternity for all I cared.

Patience is not a characteristic I have in
abundance. When you work twelve hour days you don't have time for
delays. You're moving fast at everything you do, needing to get it
done and get on to the next thing. Anything which gets in your way
needs to be stepped on or shoved aside.

But I just stood there feeling a kind of
warmth, an almost physical warmth spreading up my arm and into my
body. I thought that was strange, but again, so what? I was totally
at peace.

I found myself examining his hair. It was
thicker than mine, and had more of a reddish tinge. It was also
more … unruly than mine, or maybe he just hadn't bothered to brush
or comb it recently. It reminded me of a lions mane. And it looked
very good against his broad black-clad shoulders.

I examined those shoulders calmly. I felt an
urge to examine them with my fingers, but I wasn't feeling up to
movement just then. They were very clean, without a trace of hair
or anything else on them. My eyes turned to his lips as that warmth
spread down through my body.

He released my hand and sat down. For a long
period I just stood there with my hand still extended, then slowly
lowered it.

“Good evening, Miss Taylor,” he said. “I
apologize for drawing you out on a night like this. The weather
truly is quite foul.”

He had an English accent, an upper class
English accent with the lengthened vowels and clipped words.

“Yes,” I said.

A part of me felt as though I should say more
but I didn't really care.

God, he was beautiful. He had the most
fascinating lips... when I could pull my gaze away from those gray
pools of his eyes.

“The issue which requires your attention is
one involving the condominium association here,” he said. “It's
slightly awkward in that the management company which runs the
building on contract from the condominium board is actually owned
by me, though neither they, nor the condo board are aware of that
fact. Which puts me in possession of what might be termed inside
knowledge.”

I didn't say anything. Why would I need to
say anything? He would get to things in due time. In the meanwhile
I would just look at him. He was good to look at, after all.

“The agreement is up for renewal this year.
In the absence of some finding of malfeasance in performance,
Chancellery Management has the right to match any alternative bids.
The condominium board, under the influence of certain individuals,
is seeking a means of escaping this clause.”

He had such amazing eyes, and long, lovely
lashes.

He smiled and raised his eyebrows as he
looked down at me, and I understood this was a means of inquiring
some sort of opinion from me.

“I'll need to see the original agreement,” I
said, in a surprisingly soft voice. Does Chancellery Management not
have lawyers?”

I was looking up at him, and wondered vaguely
if he'd grown, but then I realized I had sank down to my knees to
be more comfortable. That surprised me a bit, but didn't bother me.
Why stand up if you didn't need to stand up?

“I maintain very much an arms length
relationship with them,” he said. “Through a series of numbered
companies which collectively own more than half the company. As
such I cannot actually ask them for advice. Also, I believe from
other sources that they might not necessarily be interested in
maintaining their position here. There are other, more profitable
ventures they are looking at.”

“I can't do anything about that,” I said,
still speaking very softly, as if in a tomb.

“I can wield some influence in that
direction,” he said. “But I would like to know how much, and for
that I would like some legal advice.”

His trousers were made of some sort of very
soft, very fine material. It wasn't silk. I knew the touch of silk,
and this was something else. I pondered that in a casual way, my
hand sliding gently up and down across his leg.

I bent and rubbed my cheek along his leg,
sighing at the tactile pleasure of the material against my skin. It
must have some silk content, I decided, but mixed with some very
long fibered wool like cashmere.

His fingers slid through my hair gently,
combing softly and repeatedly through it, as if petting me.

I felt a surge of heat as my breasts pushed
against the edge of the chair, squeezed between the polished wood
and my own ribs, the nipples already hard, and now beginning to
tingle as I felt a thrumming sense of excitement and anticipation
down low.

“I prefer to make things happen anonymously,”
he said, his fingers still sliding slowly through my hair. “I do
not like my name spoken about.”

“I have to tell them at work,” I said.

His fingers closed on my hair as he half
turned towards me, and I sighed as the pressure drew me up and in
closer. My breasts pillowed out against the seat of the chair now
as my cheek rubbed against his groin.

“I don't have to tell them much at
work,” I said in a half whisper.

“Excellent,” he said, his hand sliding down
and opening his zipper.

I moaned as he drew himself out, feeling a
rush of heat spread through my body at the sight of him. I felt my
pulse racing as he pulled me in closer by the hair, and my tongue
darted out, licking at the underside of his shaft.

“You're a very pretty girl, Miss Ericsson,”
he said.

That wasn't my name, but it felt like my
name. I didn't care what my name was anyway. I moaned as I licked
softly up and down his shaft, loving the feel of his skin against
my tongue, breathing becoming more ragged as my heart beat
faster.

He loosened his trousers more, drawing my
mouth down onto his balls. I licked them reverently, kissed them,
then tried to rub my cheeks against them. But his hold on my hair
had tightened, and he guided my mouth forward. I sucked them slowly
through my lips, massaging them with my tongue as I sucked gently,
excitedly.

“I knew one of your ancestors,” he said.

I slowly eased my mouth back, letting his now
slick, saliva coated balls ooze out through my pursed lips, then
sucked them back in again, my tongue flickering slowly. I felt
fingers on my shoulders, sliding down then drawing my blouse up and
back, pulling my arms with them temporarily.

I let his balls slide out of my mouth again,
licking my way up his shaft as invisible hands undid my vest and
drew it off. I felt fingers at my belt, undoing it, then the clasp,
the zipper going down. I paid little heed. I just wasn't
interested. I was like a child with a lovely, shiny toy, and that
held almost all my concentration.

I groaned in delight as I was finally able to
take the head into my mouth, widening my lips, exulting in how
thick it was as I began to bob up and down. I slid lower and lower
with every motion, then shuddered in heat as it pushed into my
throat.

I felt a sense of delight, marvel, pleasure
at that. I'd never really been able to deep throat before, and
truth to tell it wasn't like it had been a big fixation for me.
Guys didn't exactly have high standards for oral sex anyway, and I
sure hadn't had much complaining in my few romances.

But it was wonderful how easily, how smoothly
he pushed down my throat! It felt so good filling me up and making
my throat ache so deliciously! I moaned, sliding my mouth and
throat up and down his long length as I felt my trousers and
panties sliding down my hips, then being worked out from under my
knees.

It felt good to be naked. I felt a kind of
pleased acceptance of that, though I didn't really think about it
very much. I felt a growing sense of inner heat as I bobbed up and
down on the wonderful shaft inside me. I couldn't breath, but that
didn't seem to matter. Then the fingers in my hair tightened and
forced me up, up, up and off him, and I gulped in air, shuddering,
eyes blinking in confusion.

What? Where... what was... ?

Then I stared at the long, glistening length
of him and moaned in pleasure. It was so beautiful! I moved in and
rubbed my face and cheeks against it, groaning in tactile delight.
Then pressure on my hair forced me up, half lifting me off my knees
before my legs started working and helped support my weight.

I groaned as I climbed into his lap, as I
straddled his chair, straddled him. He was sticking up thick and
hard and wet, and I rubbed him against my belly, staring down in
wonder. I felt hands under my buttocks raising me up, and guided
him to my entrance, which seemed far too small and tight to
accommodate anything so large.

I groaned as he pushed against me, as my
weight bore me slowly, firmly downward. It ached as I was stretched
wide, but nothing but pleasure filled my mind as I sank downward,
glorying in every additional inch of penetration!

Pain grew as he pushed deeper, and I hadn't
realized before that pain could feel so... good. I wanted to
hesitate, but I kept sinking down further and further, gasping,
moaning, feeling as if my insides were being stretched by the thick
girth of him, feeling him forced deeper through the tight, elastic
folds of my sex.

“Oh!” I gasped, sliding down all the way, my
buttocks pressing firmly against his thighs.

All the way inside me, I thought with
delight. It hurt so good!

His hands slid up off my buttocks, stroking
up and down my back, and everywhere they moved I felt a trail of
delicious heat. It crackled along my skin, competing with the hot,
throbbing, pulsing heat in my belly where he lay buried.

I groaned as hands jerked back on my hair,
and I stared up at the ceiling as I felt his mouth over my breast,
felt his teeth sinking into the soft flesh, his lips closing
against it, his breath sucking. Then his tongue pushed out to whip
across my nipple, and a starburst of pleasure burned down through
my breast.

Another lick, another starburst, and another
and another, and I cried out as they spread in through my body,
seeping down to where that huge cock of his pulsed inside me. The
pleasure grew more and more intense, and I trembled and shook,
writhing and twisting on his lap as I stared dazedly up at the
ceiling.

My legs jerked convulsively, my feet sliding
and dancing on the floor, all my weight jammed down onto him. I
felt utterly impaled, and enthralled with the pressure and heat and
pain and fulness within me.

He pulled my head up and forward and it fell
against his chest as his hands reached beneath me, gripping my
buttocks. I felt myself lifted up, felt the tight suction of my
body around him as I was slowly drawn up. Then I sank down, the
penetration – glorious! I cried out in helpless pleasure, writhing
and gasping as he lifted me up again.

Down! I cried out in scalding pleasure! He
raised me up, and then slid me down, and again I cried out. Being
penetrated by him, having that wonderful cock pushing up into my
body, was the most … intense, most wonderful, most incredible
sensation of my life!

It got my legs working again, a desperation
taking hold of my mind, wanting more of that. I forced myself up
higher than he had, then sank down with a long, undulating cry of
pleasure! I forced myself up, then sank down again, shuddering and
crying out.

His hands were crushing my breasts as I rode
up and down, making the flesh taut and hard, my nipples crackling
like live electrical wires as I rode him. But I was heedless. I
only cared about that wonderful cock going up inside me!

Until he bent his mouth again and began to
chew on my breasts, to suck on my nipples, to flick his tongue
across them! The sensation was like wild little explosive bursts of
pleasure! I rode higher, harder, crying out with every breath,
mindless with the massive weight and breadth and depths of the
pleasure enveloping me, suffocating me!

I thought I heard other cries as I rode him,
but didn't process them, not really, not then. I was in the midst
of a massive orgasm, but... it was as if the orgasm had become the
norm, and every time I slid down the pleasure rocketed upward into
something even more intense.

Again and again I rode up and down, crying
out breathlessly, crying out so loudly my throat ached, crying out
until he roughly jerked my head in by the hair and crushed my lips
against his. I stared dazedly, eyes glassy, at the hunger in his
eyes as he kissed me, as his tongue drove into my mouth, his mouth
ravaging mine, devouring me!

My cries were swallowed up by him as I forced
my legs to keep moving, drunk on the pleasure, riding him with
every ounce of strength inside me! Ecstasy! So intense I thought I
might die, but didn't care. My own flailing hands caught at his
hair and I kissed him back, tasting blood as we both forced our
lips frantically together.

And then there was a kind of shimmering
within me, a strange sort of disembodied sensation, as if I was
watching myself, hovering overhead. But no, it wasn't overhead, it
was as if I was watching myself through his eyes! I felt a roaring
hunger, a raw, carnal heat, and it joined mine, melded, and both
exploded higher still as we cried out in dazed pleasure!

I blacked out. I must have. When I came to, I
was still riding up and down atop him, but his hands were
motivating me, under my buttocks, lifting me as he chewed at the
nape of my neck. I shuddered, trembling, gasping for breath,
feeling a coldness seep into me.

Then heat roared again and a massive orgasm
tore through my body and mind. I trembled and shook, arching and
straining against the tight grip he had on my hair, my thighs
convulsing against him and the chair, as if trying to jerk them
both in tighter against me!

*

I ached inside.

That bothered me. I couldn't figure out why,
and of course, my mind ran through a variety of possible diseases
and ailments which might have suddenly popped up from either chance
encounter or the genetic lottery we all play every day. Nothing
came to mind, either. I felt … sore... inside and out, down below,
you know.

And no, it wasn't that time of the month, and
anyway, it wasn't that sort of feeling at all. My breasts felt sore
and bruised, too. My nipples felt... raw and tingly, and hard and
sensitive. I didn't even want to wear a bra, and thought, only for
a moment, of calling in sick. But that wasn't the kind of thing
that got you promoted.

Truth to tell I felt sore everywhere! My arms
and legs ached. My back ached. My throat felt sore and my voice was
a bit gravelly. Obviously I was coming down with something nasty.
Shit.

I had slept naked last night. That was odd
for me. I was a bit confused by it. Why the hell hadn't I put on a
nightie? No matter. It was a work day. I bent, opened my lower
lingerie drawer, then drew out a silk thong, and a matching bra. I
didn't usually wear these sorts of things to work. They were
expensive, and looked better than they functioned.

But today, I never gave it another thought.
At least the silk bra would be soft against my tender nipples. Even
the flesh around them looked puffy in the mirror, though I didn't
really put a lot of thought into what I was seeing.

If I did I might have noticed the teeth marks
which circled my nipples, and which showed elsewhere across my
breasts.

But no, my mind was on work already, and on
the various tasks ahead that day. I pulled on a white pinstriped
blouse, tight short black skirt, then went out into the hall to
grab a pair of boots. Dressing occupied almost none of my mind as I
hurried to get off to work.

Unless you were rich or lucky enough to live
near your job, you took the subway in New York. That was just the
way it was. It wasn't just the traffic. Parking in mid-town
Manhattan was absurdly expensive. I hurried down the stairs and up
the street. My boots felt odd, and I glared down at them. Stupid
high heels. I rarely wore these. I remembered why now.

I made it to the subway, though. There seemed
more than then usual number of perves eying me, and I scowled
discouragingly at the world, ignoring them as I clutched my
briefcase tightly. One guy across from me had his eyes glued to my
chest, and I half turned away, irritated, drawing my jacket in
closer.

I made it to my office on time, though. It
wasn't a great office, but it was an office, not a cubicle, like
you'd find in some of those bigger law firms. I worked in an old
building, only ten floors, and we had half the sixth floor to
ourselves.

My office was small, but it did have a door
and walls, and if the desk wasn't one of those grand, double
pedestal things like the partners preferred, it was still large and
functional.

Sitting felt a bit odd, as if the seat had
lowered. Then I realized it was my high heels. I looked at them in
annoyance. Why had I worn these damned boots today? Four inch
stilettos was just not my style at work at all.

For that matter, I realized, the shirt was
one I'd stopped wearing. It had shrunk, and was far too tight. It
was also partially see through. I bit my lip in frustration. Well,
as long as I kept the jacket on no one would notice, but still, it
squeezed uncomfortably against my breasts. And my nipples remained
hard and tingly, pushing out through the thin bra and the tight
blouse.

I felt both achy everywhere, and... aroused.
Not the sorts of things I wanted to feel at work, believe me, and
again, felt a sense of irritation. I took an Advil, my throat still
sore, and hoped I'd be left alone to work today.

First up was the contract signed by the
Chancellery Management Group with the condominium board at Colin
Forrest's building. It seemed pretty airtight with regard to their
having the right to stay there. In fact, it was rather unique in
that respect. It would take some pretty poor and unresponsive
behavior from Chancellery to justify removing them from that
building.

The package Forrest had given me also
included statements from the condo board which had been passed to
the membership, as well as private internal correspondence among
the members of the condo board.

Jared Honcoop, and what a goofy name that
was, seemed to be the one pushing things. He wanted to invite
Morgan Management Services in to bid, and extolled their
professionalism and competence along with their lower fees.

Call me cynical but rarely do I come across
companies which provide better services for lower fees. Not for
very damned long, anyway. The market didn't allow that to last. The
contract the condo board had with Chancellery wasn't exactly overly
generous to the management company either. That was probably why
they wouldn't mind getting out of it.

Well, Forrest could take care of that
part.

I felt an image of him form as I thought of
him\, those deep eyes, those long lashes, that long, soft hair, and
felt my nipples tingling even more. My hand unconsciously slid into
my jacket, cupping and squeezing my breast. It ached, but I still
felt a rush of heat as my fingers kneaded the warm flesh.

Oddly, I thought I saw him standing on a
balcony looking out at the city. It had quite a view, too. He
turned, and seemed to be looking at me, then scowled fiercely.

“Little spy,” he said.

What? I felt a rush of anger mixed with...
frustration? The anger was only partly directed at me, however.
Most of it seemed aimed at himself.

I jerked suddenly and rose so quickly my
swivel chair slid backward. I went to the door and locked it, then
looked around the small room. I went to my desk and opened a
drawer, then smiled as my hands slid around a thin wooden
ruler.

I plucked it out, then bent over my desk,
hiking up my short skirt – why had I worn such a short skirt ?

I was wearing a thong, but tugged it down
below my buttocks anyway, then picked up the ruler again and
awkwardly bent my shoulder back, swinging it down across my bare
bottom. It stung, and I gasped, but swung it again, and again,
rapidly.


Crack-Crack-Crack-Crack-Crack-Crack-Crack-Crack-Crack-Crack!

My bottom began to burn and I moaned and
wriggled, but my arm kept moving as if of its own volition, the
ruler snapping down across my bottom with stinging blows that soon
had the skin pink, then red and pulsing with heat!

Gasping, I dropped the ruler, then abruptly
clamped my left hand over my mouth. I thrust my right in under my
hip, fingers finding my sex. I shuddered as they pushed into me,
thrusting in and out rapidly, hard, painfully hard. When I brought
my thumb up against my clitoris the orgasm hit and I cried out,
bucking and shaking there across the desk, crying out into my own
tightly clutching palm.

It didn't feel like my palm, though. In fact,
both arms felt as if they weren't under my control at all!

The orgasm drained the energy out of me,
except for my arms and hands. But as my right hand slid slowly out
of my aching pussy I eased the left away from my mouth. I stared
dazedly at the fingers of my right hand. They … glistened.

I slid them slowly into my mouth, sucking,
licking, moaning dazedly.

I drew them out and shook my head, blinking
my eyes. I groaned weakly, slowly forcing myself up off the desk,
pulling up my panties and sliding my skirt down. Breath ragged, I
put the ruler back into the desk and pulled my chair in, sitting
down.

Why was this chair so uncomfortable now? My
butt felt sore, as if I had a rash of some kind. Where the hell had
that come from? I felt newly sore inside, too, dammit. And my
throat ached as if I'd been screaming or something.

Work. Just get to work and forget it. Too
early for another Advil. The day wasn't half over and there was
still a lot of stuff to do.

*

There were more perves on the subway home,
but I was too tired to be bothered, even about closing my jacket so
they couldn't see the lacy bra through my tight blouse. Besides,
some strange smug part of me didn't mind if they saw. I was feeling
horny for some reason. I wasn't crazy horny, but kind of simmering
in a low heat.

I have a dildo. I bought it in a weak moment
about three years ago. I've probably used it four or five times
since then. It sat in the drawer of my bedside table, along with a
lot of other junk. I paid it no attention most of the time. But
after undressing I thought of it.

I took it out of the drawer, running my hands
around it, then chuckled softly and put it back. Maybe later. The
day had been long and I was still sore all over, fighting off
whatever damn flu it was I'd gotten.

I stripped and put on a loose little satin
tank top and a thong, then padded out to the kitchen to make
dinner.

I normally wear a sweatsuit around the
apartment, by the way, but I felt hot, not aroused hot (though
there was that too) but hot, as if the heating in the building was
malfunctioning. Besides, my skin felt tender, and the lighter the
weight of the clothes on me the better. My breasts felt sore, hot
and swollen, so I didn't wear a bra.

My breasts moved as I did, the hypersensitive
nipples brushing against the soft satin in a way which made me want
to sigh. I did my best to ignore it, though. I made dinner, which
for me meant I shoved something into the microwave, then returned
to the living room to turn on the TV.

I didn't watch much TV. I didn't have time. I
watched it when I was eating, and mostly the news. I had a bunch of
shows on the PVR, but almost never wound up watching them. I turned
on the news now and flicked through the channels, not terribly
interested in what was happening anyway.

I put my aching legs up on the coffee table
and spread them apart, then lay back on the cushions of the sofa,
sighing wearily. Maybe I should take tomorrow off, I thought. I
quickly ran through what was due. The report I was writing for
Forrest was the first thing which came to mind.

As soon as I thought of him I saw him in my
mind, those eyes, that hair. He was naked, in the shower. I sighed
as my eyes feasted on the broad chest. It wasn't the chest of a man
who worked out at a gym. It was the chest of a man who worked, a
man's chest, with a sprinkling of reddish blonde hair and bordered
by powerfully built arms.

I imagined my way downward, following a thin
line of light hair across his abdomen to his groin, where his cock
dangled, soft, but thick and heavy even so. My eyes slid across his
hips and onto a gorgeous ass, firm and tight, with water trickling
down it and...

I gasped as if someone had yanked me up by
the hair, and stared into his eyes, eyes which were storms of
anger. I sensed it wasn't directed at me, or at least, not mostly
at me, but it was there, and I gasped as he jerked me in against
him.

He threw me back against the wall and then
gripped my tank top, tearing it off as if it were tissue. My thong
lasted only an instant longer, and then he was on me, crushing my
body against the wall, his enormous hands enveloping my head, his
lips on mine, raw, and hungry and demanding!

My bare breasts felt scalded against his skin
as his mouth crushed mine. His tongue darted in against my own as I
felt his hardness pressing in against my belly. Then he dropped to
his knees, very suddenly, his hands clamped around my thighs like
they were made of cold steel.

His mouth closed on my sex the way it had on
my own mouth, and I cried out, feeling a raw shock of force, and a
brief roiling fear, as if an animal had me in its jaws! Then the
raw heat of his mouth transferred itself to my body, and I cried
out again, my hands shooting down and gripping his hair as I jerked
and shuddered.

I came, screaming, writhing, thrown back
against the wall, back arching as my head jerked back bonelessly.
His tongue pushed up into me like a soft, silken snake, oozing up
into my body, twisting and pumping, and I screamed and writhed,
hips bucking frantically, hands clutching at his hair as the orgasm
grew more and more powerful, the sensations overwhelming my
mind!

I couldn't take it! It was too much, too raw
and violent and powerful! My hands jerked desperately at his hair,
as if to pull him away, but his mouth was locked against me, his
teeth sinking into the soft flesh surrounding my labia s his tongue
pumped in and out.

I screamed myself hoarse, screamed myself
breathless as the orgasm went on and on and on, my insides roiled
and churned, muscles spasming violently!

Then he was in front of me, thrusting up
inside me. I screamed at the deep, powerful penetration, and he
threw his body against me, hips hips pummeling me as his big hands
scooped up my buttocks, lifting me into the air. He bit into the
nape of my neck again and I cried out, bucking and shaking and
twisting as his thick cock drove into me again and again!

*

I woke up slowly, moaning, my throat aching
anew. My whole body ached anew! I felt drained and exhausted. I
closed my eyes. Even my head ached now, as if I'd been banging it
against a wall or something. I must have... fallen asleep there on
the sofa, I thought dazedly.

I was sprawled out on the sofa, in fact, legs
so far apart the tendons in my thighs ached. And I was naked. What?
I groaned as I sat up, wincing at the pain inside my lower belly.
The outside felt raw and swollen, too, for that matter.

I found my top, torn and sitting on the sofa
next to me. The thong was on the floor. I must have torn them off
when I was sleeping, overheated, no doubt. I felt my forehead. It
felt hot. Maybe I was feverish. I felt damp. In fact... I blinked
in shock. I was soaking wet! God, I must have been sweating like a
pig!

Maybe I should go see a doctor, I thought. I
felt so weak, though, drained. I felt myself drift off to sleep
again. I dreamed of Forrest's penthouse apartment. I walked through
it as though I was a tourist, examining each room, marveling a
little at the luxury, sniffing here and there at how old fashioned
some of it was.

There was a bathroom, for example, a huge
bathroom by the standards of someone like me, but I suppose, not so
huge for the uber rich. The floor was all of tiny blue tiles, and
there was a huge sunken tube in the middle of the same tiny
tiles.

There was a shower in the corner, a huge
overhead shower-head above a six foot wide square of tiled floor a
few inches lower than the rest of the room. The shower area was
enclosed by a high tiled wall projecting out from both walls with
an opening to pass through.

The counter was tiled in the same tiny tiles,
and the mirror above was this huge Gothic thing bracketed by double
wall sconces shaped like candles. It was all very medieval looking.
And very male. There were no soft feminine touches present. There
were more wall sconces by the door, and on the outside of the
shower dividing wall.

The toilet was, I was relieved to see, just a
toilet, but then I supposed the shape hadn't changed much over the
years.

There was a library up the hall, and the
walls were covered in built-in bookshelves. There were cabinets
below waist level, though, and some of the shelves were glassed in,
though the glass looked very old. The ceiling was just as high as
everywhere else here, and yes, there was the big double pedestal
desk before the massive french doors leading out onto the
balcony.

To the right was a huge marble fireplace,
with a high backed red leather chair next to it. It looked
much-used, that chair, and I knew somehow that Forrest liked to sit
there by the fireplace and read. My eyes scanned the shelves. There
was nothing I recognized other than age. These were very old books
with leather spines and gilt edged pages.

There were more wall sconces for lighting
along the shelves, and then I passed out onto the balcony, somehow
without having opened the doors, and admired the view of the city
at night. The wind swirled around me but I didn't feel cold, even
though I wasn't wearing any clothes.

Then I was back inside, walking down the
hall. I found a theater, a home theater, set up in plush dark
leather with walls covered in red and gold wallpaper. It looked
like a theater from the thirties or forties, with all the
intricately designed moldings on the ceiling above.

Indeed, on the wall at the near end were
movie posters from Hollywood's golden age, with stars like Clark
Gable, Audrey Hepburn, Errol Flynn and Lauren Bacall. There was
also an old fashioned popcorn machine and soft drink dispenser.

I walked on and found a swimming pool. The
walls on two sides were glass, rising to the ceiling twenty feet
above. The floor, and the roof above were of wood. The pool itself
was a good fifty feet long, the lining dark blue.

I slid into the water, feeling a sense of
freedom and sensuality as the water caressed my bare body. I swam
to the far side, and then I was on and out, through the wall, onto
an outdoor deck almost as large. It was covered in snow now, but my
feet moved through it without feeling cold. I enjoyed the view
again.

And then I almost ran into him. He turned and
glared at me.

“If you like the view so much then enjoy more
of it,” he growled.

And then I was over the side and falling...
falling, falling, my heart pounding as I raced downward towards the
well-lit street below!

And I woke up with a gasp, staring around me,
my mind spinning for a few long seconds.

“Jesus!” I said.

I brought my hand up to my sore throat and
then sat up. Not a lot of time had passed, but my dinner sat in the
microwave, having been cooked and then cooled off. I cursed mildly
and heated it up again then ate carefully, given my sore
throat.

The dream of his penthouse didn't fade as
easily as dreams usually did. And I could still remember that long
fall down the side of the building with shocking clarity! In fact,
I felt a little stunned by it!

I had a few drinks with my dinner to calm
myself, then went to bed.

In my dreams I walked through his apartment
again. I found a huge, splendid kitchen, quite modern, a dining
room with a table for fourteen that looked like it could have been
in a medieval mansion, the walls covered in wood panels, with
spears, axes, sword and shields hung from them.

I passed by the closed door to his bedroom. I
knew it was his. I explored other luxurious bedrooms, then a kind
of work room where he apparently worked with wood a lot. There was
an office with a small, cozy fireplace, and a room filled with
weapons and armor in cases and on racks; guns, rifles, knives,
swords, axes and shields, some of them quite, quite old.

I picked up a viking helmet, having no doubt
whatsoever it was real, and thought of the men who had worn such
things a thousand or more years ago before putting it down and
running my fingers along the armor of a Roman legionnaire.

Another large, high-ceilinged room was like
stepping back in time. The floor was of very old dark wood. It
wasn't the highly polished wood found elsewhere in the apartment,
but brittle, cracked, and damaged in places. The walls and ceiling
were of old, hand crafted beams. There were more axes and spears
along the walls, and flags hung from the ceiling.

At the end of the room was a slightly raised
dais, with a throne upon it. The throne was not fancy, but made of
heavily carved wood. It was a big, high, square backed chair which
I doubted was very comfortable.

The room looked rough and wild, not like
something from a palace but from a frontier fort, like something
from the dark ages, perhaps. Everything about it looked and felt
and smelled... ancient. And somehow I knew that this was exactly
the kind of place Forrest had once lived, and that chair, that
throne, had been his.

*

“Why are you dressing so slutty these
days?”

I felt a shock at the question and turned on
the questioner. “Excuse me?” I demanded.

Amy Cutler was not exactly a friend, but not
an enemy either. We were colleagues and occasional competitors of
course, and had often worked on projects together. We were in the
small kitchen off the main hall, where I'd just heated up my
coffee.

She shrugged as if the question wasn't
particularly important, as if she were simply curious.

“Short skirts, stiletto heels, tight tops. I
mean, what's up with that?”

“I haven't changed the way I dress!” I said
indignantly.

She gave me a look of disbelief. “Your skirts
are causing comments. I just thought you ought to know. I mean,
it's winter, which is a pretty weird time for you to decide to
shorten your skirts.”

I looked down at my skirt. It was... short...
a bit. My eyes flicked to hers, as if seeking a rebuttal. Hers was
an inch above her knees, of course. That was pretty much as high as
was considered proper here. Mine was quite a bit higher.

“I uhm, haven't gotten to the dry cleaner,” I
said lamely.

She raised her eyebrows, smiled, and passed
on.

Why had I worn such a short skirt to work, I
wondered. It was barely longer than my jacket. And the high heels
were the ones I used to wear in school, when I worked at a pub
where tips were important.

I felt sexy in them, though, and liked
feeling sexy. What was wrong with that? Why shouldn't a girl dress
and feel sexy? What sort of people were bothered by that?

That was what I thought emotionally.
Intellectually, I fully understood why they didn't like women to
dress sexy at the office. And, of course, my intellectual side had
always ruled over my emotional side. Always.

I should go home and change, but that was out
of the question. I would try and stay in my office until it was
time to go home and be more careful tomorrow.

Only there was a meeting, and I had to
attend, and as I sat and crossed my legs, I felt male eyes on me,
and inside I... preened at the attention. It was warm and I removed
my blazer. The blouse I wore was proper, but tight across my
chest.

I squirmed a little in my chair as Malcolm
Butler, one of the senior partners, took his place at the head of
the table. I pushed my chair in and sat up alertly. You always
looked alert when one of the partners was in the room, no matter
how tired you were.

Or how your mind drifted.

I thought of Forrest again as I waited for
Butler to start. I didn't get that in your face view, though. It
was just a fantasy, or a memory of a dream, for I'd never straddled
the man and rode him to climax, that was for sure!

I leaned forward a bit as the lights dimmed
and the computer projector came on and Butler started to show
graphs of sales and time billed. I felt my legs slide apart under
the table, and felt a tightness in my chest.

A strikingly vivid sensation of heat struck
me as I imagined sliding down Forrest's cock, imagined the ache,
the delicious tactile sensation of his slick flesh pushing up
inside me. I would ride up and down, up and down, up and
down...

I felt my thigh muscles tensing and untensing
as if I were doing it. My weight lifted slightly from the chair,
then sank back, lifted and sank back. I wasn't really moving, but I
had this deeply graphic picture in my mind of riding him like that,
of glorying in the deep, thick penetration, and I felt my insides
burning and thrumming as excitement crackled through my body like a
kindled fire.

My nipples ached and my breasts felt warm and
swollen. My hands trembled on the table with the need to cup and
squeeze them, and slowly, I drew my arms in against my chest,
shuddering softly as my arms squeezed in against my soft, throbbing
flesh.

I realized with a start that I was near
orgasm, and froze, my heart pounding, slowly forcing my mind aside
from that incredible fantasy, calming my body, slowing my
heart.

What the fuck!?

I mean, I'd had sexual fantasies in boring
meetings before, though rarely. But the raw heat which had
enveloped me had been incredible! And that fantasy was so
shockingly real that my mind kept frantically trying to rerun it
again, loving the sensation every time I impaled myself on that big
cock!

I fought for control of myself and won,
calming down. But I still felt a deep well of arousal within me,
and my nipples remained hard and tingling. The end of the day
couldn't come too soon for me!

*

At last I hurried out into the night. It
wasn't even eight yet but I felt hot and sweaty, as if the heat in
the building had been set too high all day. It was a glorious
relief to be outside in the cold. I didn't even close my coat. I
headed for the subway, as usual. The streets, on a winter's night,
weren't exactly crowded.

And then as I crossed the street I looked up
and saw it, down the cross street. I'd noticed before, but never
taken much notice, of course, despite the flashy lights. It was a
strip club. I turned at the corner and headed towards it, the heat
inside me growing more intense.

The doorman eyed me as I went in, but didn't
say anything. Inside was darkness and pounding music and bright,
flashing lights. And a long bar. I went to it, and the girl there
came over with an inquiring look.

“Brandy,” I said.

I don't drink brandy. I almost called her
back, but didn't really care. I was turning already, looking at the
stage where a girl was twirling around a pole. Suddenly, I knew I
wanted to be her. Or rather, I wanted to be on that stage, twirling
and dancing while all those men stared at me, their lust flooding
over me!

The brandy arrived and I through a bill on
the bar, took the drink and swallowed it in one swallow. The heat
only added to the heat inside me. I watched the girl danced,
sniffing to myself. I could do better than that. She almost looked
bored. Her body was okay, but those breasts were clearly fake.
Didn't the slut exercise? My body was more toned and I was no
dancer.

Bitch, I thought, jealous. These men ought to
be lusting after me, not her! I felt like climbing up on stage,
throwing her off, and showing them how it was done. I imagined
Forrest suddenly, imagined him in the audience watching, and
another pulse of heat shot through me.

I moved towards the stage, then stopped
abruptly. A voice inside my head said “no.” Weirdly, it said it in
a male voice.

I turned and headed out the door and back to
the subway.

Twenty minutes later I was in front of the
mirrored doors of my closet, stripping to the music coming from the
stereo, breathless with heat, imagining crowds of men watching. I
could feel eyes on me as I stripped, as I twisted and rolled my
hips!

I stared at myself in the mirror, and then it
began to darken, and instead of me there it was … Forrest, sitting
there, watching, sipping at a drink. I felt my chest tighten as I
twirled before him, as I ran my hands up and down my now naked body
and slid my tongue along my lower lip.

He beckoned me forward and I moved up against
the glass, my breasts flattening against it as I moaned heatedly.
Then... then it was as if there was no glass. I stood in,
straddling Forrest on his chair. My hips moved in a slow grinding
motion as my hands settled on his broad shoulders.

I slid in, and down, grinding myself against
him, giving him a lap dance as he watched me coolly. I ground
myself against his crotch, feeling him harden. I leaned in and up,
letting my hard nipples slide along his chest and then ever so
gently brush his face as I arched back.

His hands slid up my body, cupping and
kneading my breasts, and my movements faltered as I shuddered
helplessly. Then my hands were at his belt, at his zipper, and
moments later I was sinking down atop his hard shaft, crying out,
trembling violently, twisting and writhing as the raw, jagged heat
pushed up into me along with his thickness, filling me, overfilling
me, flooding my mind with a glorious sense of pleasure!

*

I was afraid.

I should have sent the report by courier. But
I had brought it in person. I wasn't afraid of Forrest, mind you. I
was afraid of me. With all the fantasies I'd been having about him
I was worried I might lose control, let something slip. I imagined
the humiliation if one of the partners called me in to issue a
complaint from the man that I had sexually harassed him or behaved
inappropriately!

The same giant Black man answered the door,
but this time took me up the hall in the other direction, and I
felt a strange sense of dreamy unreality as he opened the big
double doors to that old throne room I had dreamt about the other
night.

That memory was a gauzy thing. Yet here lay
the old room before me, in this new, modern skyscraper, high in the
sky, and Forrest sat on the 'throne' as I walked slowly forward,
dazed by the familiarity of a room I'd never seen.

He was not dressed in a suit today. Instead
he was wearing a rough, brown leather vest tied together in the
front with leather laces, and long leather pants of a similar
material.

“Uh...”

I looked up at him, at a loss for what to
say. His face, aside from stormy eyes, was calm, but I knew he was
furious. I tried to think of what I'd done to anger him but came up
blank.

God, he was hot and sexy!

“I am not a god,” he said, which was an odd
way to begin a conversation.

I didn't say anything. I was wary, but...
God, he was hot!

“Gods do not make mistakes, but men do. In a
very long life I have made my share. One hopes that as one grows
older, the mistakes grow fewer. That is particularly so for
mistakes caused by emotion. One learns to rule ones emotions as one
ages.”

I suddenly realized that as I had been
standing there, the Black man had been undoing and removing my
clothes. I wasn't shocked to discover this – exactly, but I was
surprised I hadn't noticed.

Ten feet from the 'throne' just at the edge
of the dais, were two thick beams, and I was moved into position
between them.

“When one makes a mistake, it is incumbent
upon one to address the issues which arise from that error of
judgment,” he continued. “A man does not shirk from his
responsibilities, and a man does not ignore them in hopes they go
away.”

He stood up and crossed the floor in an
instant to stand before me. Suddenly there was a very long dagger
at my throat, a very large, very sharp dagger.

“The fault was not yours,” he said. “Yet
removing you will remove the problem.”

He let the knife ease slowly down, scraping
lightly along my skin as I fought to keep from moving and cutting
myself.

“It is a poor excuse for a king who blames
others for his own errors,” he said, “particularly the blameless.
Though if I had known your last name was Eriksson things might have
been different.”

“My name is Taylor!” some stubborn part of me
insisted on saying.

He glared at me. “Your father's name is
Eriksson,” he growled.

He let the flat side of the blade slide down
across one naked nipple, and I gasped at the cool heat. My hands
jerked down, or tried to, but I realized only then they were tied
with rough rope up and apart to the two beams which framed me.

“You and I are related,” he said, “If very
distantly.”

The long, flat blade slid sideways until it
covered both nipples, which quivered hotly in response to the cool
pressure. I moaned as he drew the knife back, shuddering, back
arching as my body tried to thrust my breasts up harder against
it.

“Do you know what I am, woman?” he demanded,
drawing the knife back.

I moaned dazedly, the raw heat easing, and my
head shook as if I could clear it.

He thrust the dagger into the wood of the
post beside me, then seized my head with two very large hands,
jerking my face up as he leaned into me, glaring.

“Your blood is inside me,” he said. “More
importantly, mine is inside you. We have shared blood,
accidentally, by my fault, not yours. That has meaning, that has …
caused issues.”

He relaxed his hands against my hair, and
then let them slide almost unwillingly downward, the backs of his
hands sliding across my taut breasts.

“The fault was mine, yet I feel a great deal
of anger towards you. Do you think that unfair?”

“Yes,” I said, in a voice which was a mere
squeak.

He snorted. “Yet kings do not need to be
fair,” he said.

“You're not a king,” I gulped.

“I was born a king!” he yelled into my
face.

He stepped back, glowering. “The wood you
stand upon is a thousand years old. It came from my throne room in
Scania. Much of my keep burned after I went Viking and took up
residence in what you call England, but I returned... much later,
to preserve some.”

He was crazy. That must be it. He was – .

Suddenly he thrust out his right hand, as if
to stab me, but there was nothing in it. Instead his big hand
cupped my sex roughly, enough to hurt, except that I came. The
orgasm hit me like an explosion, and I cried out, twisting and
straining against the ropes, my insides tearing themselves apart as
my muscles spasmed wildly.

“No,” he said as if from a great distance. “I
am not crazy.”

He drew his hand back and after bucking
violently for long seconds, I slumped against the ropes, gulping in
air, chest heaving.

“Though after so many centuries it is a
wonder,” he said to himself.

He stepped off the dais, and I felt his big
hand cupping my bottom briefly, then it... relaxed, and instead of
squeezing me, his open hand caressed the roundness of my buttocks,
gliding lightly along my skin, then sliding up and down my
back.

“You have very soft skin,” he said. “And your
mind is open to me.”

I hissed as a single fingers slid down my
spine and a strange searing heat accompanied it. It hurt... but
somehow the pain was... wonderful!

“That is as it should be. What is not as it
should be is mine being open to you. That is not something a king
can tolerate. And while I may not be a king any more, still I was
born a king.”

I gasped as he seized my hair and jerked my
head up and back. He was standing so close behind me my head
pressed against his shoulder.

“And kings are not nice people,” he said in a
stark voice. “I am not a nice man, Danielle Eriksson!”

He reached out and took the big dagger from
the post next to me, then held it to my throat.

“The good thing about being a king is that
you do not have to be nice,” he said.

He hesitated, though, and then let the dagger
slide away as he released my hair.

He drew in a deep breath and exhaled, then
thrust the dagger into the post again – deep into the wood. In
fact, the blade penetrated through what looked like six inches of
post and came out the other side!

“You have invaded my space and my mind,” he
growled.

“I didn't mean to!” I said, surprised at how
oddly calm I felt.

“Is that an excuse?!” he demanded. “Is
ignorance of the law an excuse, barrister!?”

Well... no, but... what law?

He moved back, and I was briefly aware of the
huge black man handing him something. I turned my head, staring
over my shoulder, and saw him holding a long, coiled whip in his
hand!

“You have invaded my privacy,” he growled as
he let the whip uncoil.

“But... but – !”

“There is no excuse!” he snapped.

And then his big arm swept back and then
forward. The whip hissed through the air and then struck diagonally
across my back! I screamed at the impact, as the force of it threw
me forward against the tight ropes around my wrists, and then felt
a jagged line of pain rise across the surface of my back!

Only... it was like that other pain earlier.
It was... wonderful!

It hurt, it hurt a lot! And yet, I shuddered
in pleasure at the heat which tore through me!

Another blow cut sideways across the center
of my back and I screamed again, back arching as I strained against
the ropes. Another searing pain rose across my back, and I
shuddered in pleasure.

“You must be punished!” he growled.

It cracked in across my buttocks, the pain so
sharp I thought it must have sliced deep into my flesh, and the
mere reverberations of the blow resonating through my groin almost
made me climax.

Heat, scalding heat enveloped my body and
mind, and as the whip sliced down across my body I twisted and
writhed and cried out as if I were burning with a feverish hunger.
The whip snapped out again and again, turning my back and buttocks
into pulsing, aching flames!

“No woman may intrude so upon my
thoughts!”

Then the whip began to curl around my
trembling, writhing body, the tip snapping like a snake against my
breasts, against my belly and then downward across my hips to leave
dark, angry stripes of burning red pain across my abdomen and down
between my legs!

The first blow which landed between my legs
made me climax, the force of the pleasure so intense I almost
blacked out, screaming and straining against my bonds, my mind on
the ragged edge of insanity at the torrent of pleasure sweeping
through it.

Another blow curled across my other hip,
snapping into me with explosive pleasure, so that it felt as if the
roaring storm of the orgasm erupted into yet another climax! The
whip flew forward again and again and again, curling across one
hip, then the other, the long, thin tip slicing down across my
abdomen to snap violently against my raw, swollen, burning sex!

And every blow sent the orgasm screaming
upwards into yet more impossible realms of ecstasy!

Was it possible to die of pleasure!? Was that
what he was doing in place of the dagger!?

If so, then I was a willing victim!

And then, cursing, he was pressed against me,
his cock driving violently up inside me as his hands jerked my hips
back. I cried out, another orgasm tearing through me as his mighty
spear drove deep into my sex. Then his hips began to batter against
me from behind as he bit into the side of my throat!

One of his hands slid around my waist and
down between my legs, his fingers catching at my aching, swollen
clitoris. The other slid upward to roughly cup one breast. His hips
pounded against me and his thick cock drove violently up into me so
deep it felt as if I was being punched in the belly – from the
inside!

But I writhed in the grip of the longest,
most intense orgasm I'd ever felt in my life!

*

I wakened in a four poster canopy bed, the
curtains drawn back against the posts and artfully tied in place. I
lay for some time, as if shell-shocked, dazed, my mind drifting. My
body throbbed all over, aching. My wrists were bound together above
my head to the center of the thick head-post.

“You incite me to violence, Danielle
Eriksson,” he said.

I moaned weakly, raising my weary head,
gasping. I was... sweating badly, overheated, and not in a good
way. I stared down at my body and gasped again at the angry welts
which criss-crossed my body. They were especially thick across my
breasts, and between my legs!

Then I saw him – naked, and I forgot my
pain.

God, he was gorgeous!

His hair was loose and he was glowering, but
there was something in his eyes as he stepped to the bed, then
climbed into it. He jerked my legs open and crawled between them,
then leaned forward to look down at me.

“I have lived for over a thousand years,” he
said. “I have known many women during that time, many beautiful
women. The flesh of a female does not cause my mind to spin as it
did when I was a young man.”

“But you are of my flesh, and have tasted my
blood, something I have never permitted. You have become a thing of
sex and heat which even I cannot resist. And you are growing more
powerful.”

I could only stare at him. I was tied
helpless to a bed naked. What the hell did he mean I was
powerful!?

He fell forward, though supporting himself on
his arms, and then turned his head lower. He dropped to his elbows,
and I moaned as the rest of him settled hotly on my aching flesh.
But he bent his head and I felt his tongue slide across my skin
under my arm. It was a large fat tongue and it moved slowly along
my flesh over my ribs, following the contours of a thick, angry
looking welt.

More than one welt, really, several together,
and wherever his tongue passed I felt an icy cold that made me gasp
and strain beneath him. But then the welt was gone!

His tongue licked its way across my breasts,
and again I felt that icy cold, and stared at the pure, unmarred
flesh his tongue left behind it.

He licked his way down my belly, then shifted
to my hips, licking downward at an angle, following the welts the
whip had left, first down one side, then the other. Then he shifted
lower still. His mouth opened wide and then enveloped much of my
sex. I cried out at the intense cold, but then a soft heat
followed.

The welts were gone, but my sex was still
swollen and hot, and I felt a breathless hunger rising as he licked
in along my inner thighs where the whip had cut and bruised and
hurt. Then he drew up and back and flipped me over onto my belly as
if I weighed nothing at all.

His tongue licked up across my buttocks, then
up my spine, across my back, leaving icy cold and then soft,
glowing heat behind.

He flipped me onto my back again and then
thrust into me, not violently like before, but slowly, sinking
deep, then laying his heavy body down upon mine. His elbows
supported much of the weight, but my breasts pillowed out against
his powerful chest as he looked down at me.

“It is my own fault that in my arrogance I
made use of you because you were pleasing to my eye and I, as a
king, have the right to all I choose to take. And so I must either
execute you or redeem myself in some other way.”

He began to thrust inside me, not hard, but
in more of a slow, grinding motion that soon took my breath away.
His lips came down on mine, but carefully, this time. His tongue
slid deftly between my lips rather than thrusting in like an
invader, and he kissed me with a long, gentle caress of his lips
that made mine melt against him.

“Your blood calls to mine,” he said, raising
his mouth.

I simply did not understand any of this! And
I'd had no time to really even try! The pleasure was too
overwhelming for thought! It was not so overwhelming now, though it
was powerful, and I was trying to understand but for the life of me
I couldn't – !

And then I saw, as if in a dream, his mouth
open, and there were sharp incisors on either side, top and bottom,
like you would find in a predator, like a wolf or a tiger or... or
a... vampire?

But there's no such thing, I thought
frantically.

He bit into the side of my throat and I cried
out as the pain brought me to orgasm. It wasn't the kind of
insanity I had felt earlier, but it was still a warm, powerful rush
of pleasure that had me straining and bucking against him as he
obligingly increased the force and speed of his thrusts.

I felt something like energy draining out of
me, from a cold spot on my neck, and as much as I might insist
there was no such thing as vampires... it felt very much like...
like he was... sucking the life out of me!

I woke again, naked, but unbound. I sat up
with a start, and my eyes darted down to my body, where there was
no sign of any welts or cuts. My mind felt clear, and yet I felt a
growing sense of astonishment, as if I had just wakened from a
dream yet found myself still within it.

I felt a shudder pass through me at the brief
memory of the intense waves of pleasure I had felt with him, at the
scalding heat which had overcome me. I had to consciously tear my
mind away from dwelling on that memory for even a few seconds of it
heated my body and made my nipples burn!

My eyes were caught for a moment by my
wrists, and the gold bracelets adorning them. I don't wear
bracelets. I don't wear jewelery at all, save for a watch. These
were very old looking, about two inches across, with expertly done
lotus and palm motifs. They fit perfectly, though they were
entirely metal, but I didn't see any sort of clasp or opening.

Then I felt something around my neck and
raised my fingers to feel a thick necklace or choker there. I slid
out of bed and stared at myself in the mirror above a dresser. The
thing around my neck was also gold, and looked something like a
very thick gold rope, though there were diamonds speckled along its
length.

I reached up to it, my fingers sliding around
behind it, but as with the bracelets I felt no opening nor
clasp.

And by the way, I was naked, which was
starting to impact my mind and make me realize it hadn't been as
clear as I had thought. Where the fuck was I?!

I was... at the penthouse, of course, I
realized an instant later, thinking of Forrest. Heat rolled through
me at the thought of him, and then a moment later I felt as if I
could see him in my minds eye, sitting at a desk and looking at a
computer. I frowned in confusion, and then almost fell down as more
than the physical memories appeared in my mind.

They had been so overwhelming they'd
overshadowed everything else, like the things he'd said. He'd
almost killed me! And he'd also claimed to be a thousand years old!
And – !

I moved closer to the mirror and stared at
the bite marks on my breasts, then at the small round circles
against the side of my throat.

“Oh come on!” I cried.

A vampire!? That was ludicrous!

I could feel him approaching even in the
midst of my astonished denial. The door opened, and he stood there,
big, broad shouldered and... scowling.

It didn't matter that he was annoyed. I felt
myself caught in his incredibly soft gray eyes, and felt heat
starting to flicker in my lower belly.

“You constantly interrupt me,” he said.

“I didn't... what … you're not... !” I
stuttered.

“I suppose I will have to give you something
to do to keep you from wandering,” he said in a rumbling growl.

I suddenly remembered I was naked. That
produced a sense of squirming embarrassment, but even more arousal.
I was naked in front of the most gorgeous guy in the world!

And then the echo of the wild, raw pleasure
I'd felt earlier made my body begin to yearn for more, like an
addict in need of a fix.

“Stop doing that!” he growled, moving
forward.

I wondered what I was doing.

He glared at me and then with a visible
effort, eased back.

“Our sharing of blood has made me somewhat
more... open to your emotions than would normally be the case,” he
said. “That includes your lust. I feel it as my own. You must learn
to control your urges.”

Urges? I had no urges. I had a flaming,
yearning hunger inside me!

“Even a taste of my blood has made changes to
you,” he said. “Your body is more sensitive to the touch now, more
responsive. Your senses are enhanced in certain ways.”

He closed his eyes and seemed to concentrate,
and I belatedly realized that the heat was going down inside me, my
mind starting to clear a little of the effects of lust and
heat.

He opened his eyes with a sigh, then made a
face. “It used to require effort to seduce women, to arouse them
and make them throw themselves upon me. Now it takes effort to
prevent them.”

“I don't understand,” someone said.

Oh, that was me.

He snorted. “Of course you don't understand,
mortal.”

He peeled his shirt up and off, and my breath
caught in my throat at the sight of his gorgeous body. I stared, my
jaw falling slack, as he slipped off his pants and stood before me
naked. Then that raw lust burst upon me again like a storm and I
cried out, staggering back before he caught my arm.

He led me, staggering, stumbling, moaning,
and trying to grab at his ass, over beside a table, and pulled the
chair out. He sat down and then pulled me in to straddle him. I was
trembling with need and hunger as I got my hands around him and
felt him grow almost instantly to full erection.

“Oh God!” I moaned.

“Not quite,” I heard him say in sour
amusement.

I wasn't paying attention, though. I rose up,
then sank down, and though it ached and stretched me badly, I
gloried in the fullness as I felt him thrusting up deep into my
belly. I sank down fully, ignoring the pain, gulping in air,
shuddering, as he closed his big hands around my waist and settled
me firmly into place.

“No,” he said as I reached up to him.

He gripped my wrists and pulled them
together, then up and back behind my neck. He did something there,
and when he let go my wrists, or rather, the gold bracelets on
them, were locked back there to the back of the choker!

He tilted my head back, then closed his eyes,
and seemed to concentrate again.

And the heat began to slowly dissipate, began
to fade away, leaving me only a little aroused.

Straddling him, impaled on him, aching
inside. But I could think again.

“Do you still think I am insane?” he asked.
“Or are you?”

“One of us is!” I moaned.

He snorted.

I tried to rise but his hands clamped down on
my thighs to hold me in place.

“The word you are thinking of is vampire. It
is as accurate as anything else, though of course, most of what you
know of the term is from plays and novels. There is very little
reality behind what they speak of. I am not, for example, dead. I
have never died in any sense of the word. I do, however, drink
blood.”

I stared at him, our eyes almost level
despite my sitting on his lap.

“The blood contains the essence, the energy,
the life of a human, and I can absorb this. It gives me strength,
and it energizes my body so that it has great strength, and does
not age. There is more to it than that but you are unlikely to
accept the magical elements involved unless you first accept that I
am not merely human.”

“But... that's not... possible!” I
gulped.

“Not?”

He let his hand slide off my thigh, then onto
my abdomen. I felt a wild thrill of hunger push through me, a
searing pleasure as if my very skin was crackling and burning with
the pleasure of his touch. His hand rose slowly up my belly, and
the pleasure rose with it until I couldn't breath, couldn't
think.

Then he drew his hand back and it went
away.

It wasn't possible!

“Let us first accept that there are certain
things I cam capable of accomplishing which you cannot explain by
any other reason,” he said. “I have certain influences over the
mind of mortals, and that includes the pleasure centers of their
brains. I can make you swoon with lust if I so desire. I can also
reach into your chest and tear your living heart out,” he added
casually.

“But – .”

“You may speak when given permission to do
so.”

I felt a flare of indignation.

“I have lived a thousand years. You are less
than a child to me in terms of your knowledge, experience and
sophistication. I have lived all through Africa and Asia and speak
dozens of languages. I came to this country with the earliest of
explorers, and spent a century criss-crossing the North and South
American continents. I have seen and done more than you could
possibly imagine.”

I squirmed awkwardly atop him. The ache was
still there but I was feeling a growing sense of arousal, as well.
My body wanted to move, but I kept it still, well, as still as I
could.

“If you – .”

He glared. “Did I not tell you to keep
silent?”

“How come you have an English accent!?” I
blurted.

He snorted. “Did you think after five hundred
years living in England I would still speak with a Swedish accent,
girl?”

Five hundred years!? The concept was almost
impossible to imagine!

This whole thing was impossible!

“Why can't I move my wrists?” I demanded.

He tsked in annoyance. “Because I did not
wish you to. I have clad you in gold as I would a valuable
slave.”

“Slave? I'm not a slave!?”

“You are either a slave or a dead sacrifice,”
he said.

“Okay, I'm a slave.”

“The word is another one your culture has
bastardized. The American south did not set the standard for what
slavery meant or means. Slavery is an ancient institution far older
than this country and with far different rules in the many lands in
which it has been practiced.”

“You don't have to shackle me,” I gulped.

“I dislike fluttery females. Your lack of
ability to move your hands keeps them from fluttering about
me.”

I glared at him.

“You are a really arrogant man!” I said.

“I have much to be arrogant about,” he
replied.

Well, that was hard to argue.

“So what... do you intend to do with me?”

“Whip you if you continue to ignore my orders
to stay silent,” he growled. “One common practice among slaves is
they do what they are told.”

I'm not a very good slave, I almost said, but
bit my lip.

I thought of the way he'd whipped me the
other day and cringed, even as my pussy throbbed hungrily around
his thick shaft. That had been the most impossibly thrilling,
wildly arousing, painfully pleasurable things I'd ever experienced
in my life!

“I am not the most tolerant of men,” he said.
“I do not tolerate fluttery females, especially when they insist on
peering into my mind when I am busy.”

I blinked at him in confusion and he
sighed.

“When you see me in your mind, when the image
is sharp and clear, that is not imagination, girl, that is you
sensing and drawing yourself to me, which you do because you have
tasted my blood. I can sense you when you do this, and it is...
distracting to say the least.”

“I can't help it!”

“You can and will,” he said flatly. “It
requires effort and some experience,” he admitted that last
reluctantly. “You are enamored of my beauty,” he said without any
sign of modesty, “And of the pleasure I have given you, of course.
You wish more, and so seek me out constantly.”

“Well, you were the one who gave me all that
pleasure!” I protested lamely.

“Your conscious mind was supposed to forget
it,” he said, glowering. “And would have had you not tasted my
blood. But it works its way deeper into your being and so your
connection with me strengthens. I can kill you to sever it, but you
are not unappealing, and I admit some small fault in this
matter.”

“Small!?”

He caught at my stiff nipples with his thumbs
and forefingers and jerked them up and out so that they burned
sharply.

I cried out, back arching as I instinctively
sought to ease the pressure and pull.

“You will learn to obey as a proper slave
will,” he said. “I am a king, and possess great wealth, knowledge
and power. For a thousand years I have done what I wanted, taken
what I wanted, and destroyed my enemies! Do you understand,
wench?!”

My nipples were on fire! The pain was sharp
and stinging, and yet, even so I felt a surge in dark pleasure at
his touch, even as I trembled and moaned at the pain.

“Y-Y-Yes!” I gasped.

He released my nipples, and I shuddered,
collapsing down until his hands slid around my middle. He bent then
and took the center of my left breast into his mouth. I gasped anew
as he bit into my soft flesh, as he started sucking hard, as his
tongue swept back and forth over my burning nipple.

It burned even worse now, but in an entirely
different way, and I began to squirm and moan helplessly, twisting
myself atop that thick cock jammed so high inside me!

He drew back and closed his eyes, and I felt
the raw heat tamped down to something almost normal.

That still made me extremely aroused, just
not... not deranged!

“The blood you have taken into you will have
other effects on you,” he said, fingers and thumbs now lightly and
gently rolling my nipples.

“Wh-what?” I gulped.

“You will be healthier, stronger, recover
from damage more quickly.”

“I hardly swallowed any!”

He scowled at me and I clamped my mouth
shut.

“It is not the amount that matters, girl! It
grows inside you.”

“Like the flu,” I said, not intending to be
insulting.

His eyes narrowed but then he sighed. “Not
completely dissimilar at least in terms of a small amount growing
and spreading through your body,” he said.

He let go of my nipples and his hands slid
around to cup and knead my buttocks.

“Your skin is a delight to the touch,” he
said.

His hands slid up my back, then around in
front of me to cup my breasts again.

“I may enjoy having a slave girl around once
you are properly trained,” he added. “Tariq is useful, but there
are certain things a man wants that only a woman can supply.”

“Wh-who is Tariq?” I gulped.

“The Nubian who conveyed you to me.”

“I-I have a job,” I gulped.

“Your knowledge of legal matters can be put
to some use,” he said. “You have no need of a 'job', however.”

“I'm not quitting my job!”

He glared at me. “Has no one told you that
saying no to kings is rarely a wise thing to do?”

“But – !”

“You forget, I can see into your mind. You
are more of a slave there than here, and with less reward,” he said
caustically.

He stood up, with me clutched against him,
turned, settled me on the dresser nearby, then let his hands slide
from my buttocks up my legs to the backs of my knees. His big hands
completely encircled them as he shoved them back against the
mirror, then he began to thrust into me with long, deep, powerful
strokes that set the mirror banging against the wall!

Any semblance of thought in my head was swept
away almost immediately. The heat had been crackling along my skin
since he'd entered the room, and that was with him mostly trying
(apparently) to suppress whatever it was about him that turned me
into a raving nympho!

Now, he abandoned that effort even as he
thrust hard, and it took mere seconds before the first orgasm tore
through me! He was like a bull, his hips pounding against my
upturned buttocks, spearing his thick cock deep inside me with
furious, savage strokes!

I lost myself to a wild, dark, raging fever
of sexual heat, orgasm after orgasm tearing apart my mind as he
rammed into me. And I didn't care about anything else! Nothing was
anywhere near as important as that incredible pleasure!

And then he was done, shuddering, easing
back, his thickness softening within my trembling, twitching,
writhing body. He eased back and my legs dropped down, then I slid
down and half fell off the dresser to lay in a tumbled heap of
flesh on the floor.

“You will learn proper obedience and respect,
girl,” he said.

He bent over and gripped my hair, twisting a
thick mass of it around his fist, then straightened up. I cried out
weakly as my head and shoulders were lifted off the floor. Then he
set off down the hall, dragging me casually behind by the hair.

He dropped me at the foot of the black man in
the kitchen, said something in a language I didn't understand, and
stalked off.

The black man, even bigger than Forrest, bent
over and picked me up like a pillow and slung me across his
shoulder, then carried me out of the kitchen and down the hall. He
walked up a flight of stairs and then down a narrow hall, then into
a round room.

Not only were the gray tiled walls of the
room round, but so was the roof, high overhead. It was a room
largely empty of furnishings, though it had a number of frames and
racks along the wall. He put me down on the floor, then went to the
wall and picked up two thick pipe like objects as I groaned weakly
and tried to get my mind to work again.

By the time I was able to sit up and think
coherently he'd already set up a sort of frame in the middle of the
room. It didn't look very complex. He'd simply attached a narrow
wooden beam to the tops of the two posts. It was a three sided
length of wood, with the point upward, like a pyramid.

Which, if he was a Nubian, I suppose was sort
of ironic. That meant Egyptian, I thought, or at least, southern
Egypt.

He picked me up and set me down atop the
wooden beam, straddling it, to be precise. I winced at the pressure
against my sex and my toes wriggled to reach the floor below as he
attached a chain to the back of the collar then flung it
upward.

It soared up above a crossbeam overhead, then
tumbled down, and he locked that in place against the golden
bracelets around my wrists. Then he swept chains around my ankles
and pulled them apart, way apart! I gasped as he left me perched on
that narrow length of wood with my legs pulled sharply out to
either side, the tendons in my thighs stretched and aching.

Then he left.

I was still too groggy from the incredible
stream of orgasms to even be embarrassed at being naked around him
before he was gone. And by then I had other things to worry
about.

I had some ability with my wrists to relieve
a little of the pressure on my sex, but that meant forcing my
wrists downward, for they were still raised up and back over my
shoulders, and that gave me very little leverage. Moreover, that
would also put pressure on the choker, the thick rounded collar
around my throat.

No, there wasn't a lot I could do there. My
legs were chained out to either side, and I felt myself using my
leg muscles at first, to ease some of the pressure, but that
couldn't last long. They were simply spread too far out to allow me
to support myself that way.

The ache between my legs was growing stronger
by the minute, and no amount of wriggling or straining did very
much to relieve it. After ten minutes or so it was really starting
to feel like the narrow wedge of wood was cutting into my body!

Then Tariq, or whatever his name was, came
back. I had enough presence of mind by then to feel a red heat
across my face at his presence, but he showed no particular
excitement.

His right hand did almost immediately slide
in between my legs, though!

“Don't!” I gasped in a strangled voice.

It was the last word I could get out, for the
moment his fingers caught at my clitoris, which was kind of jammed
down against the wood, a raw, blistering heat swept through my
body. His fingers rubbed me almost gently as my body began to
quiver like a plucked guitar string, my insides thrumming wildly as
my mind tumbled end over end!

He was speaking softly as he rubbed me, but
in no language I knew. He was only there for about twenty seconds,
then turned and left the room.

My body continued to quiver violently,
though, as if that guitar string never eased. A fiery heat washed
over me, focused on that raw, burning need between my legs. I felt
something like desperation at the need to feel something inside me!
I writhed and twisted and sobbed helplessly, feeling as though I
were being consumed by my need, and unable to do anything about
it!

I have no idea how long it lasted, but then
he was there again, the Nubian. His face was as black as the ace of
spades, and just as bland. His hands slid up my body and over my
breasts, fingers gently massaging my flesh, which seemed to harden
and swell under his touch.

He turned and left again, only now the raw
heat between my legs had spread. My breasts ached for someone's
touch! I longed with frantic need, to feel someone's mouth on my
breasts, sucking, chewing, biting, to feel fingers digging into
them, a tongue across the raw, sparkling rock-hard points of my
nipples!

But there was nothing! I could do nothing to
relieve the incredible sexual pressure and tension, the terrible
need which had me writhing and twisting and sobbing, sweat sheeting
my body as I yearned for something, anything to give me
release!

Not until, half by chance, my writhing,
twisting body shifted into a position where I was leaning forward.
The more I leaned forward, the more contact my clitoris made with
the wood beneath me. Of course, my collar and wrists were bound up
so that to lean forward meant to half strangle myself, bowing my
body back, head drawn far back.

It also required me to twist my legs forward,
which increased the tension and strain on my already aching,
burning thighs.

But so what!?

I jammed my clitoris against the wood, and
then, using the leverage I got from the chains around my wrists,
ankles, and locked to the collar, I succeeded in grinding myself
against the narrow wedge of wood.

It was nothing like the intense glory I would
have felt if I'd been able to get a man inside me, but it was
still... nirvana! I screamed as I shook violently, grinding myself
against the wood for all I was worth, a massive, never-ending
orgasm tearing through my body and mind!

Of course, all orgasms end. This ended when I
no longer had the strength to grind myself, when I could no longer
breath with the way the collar was choking me, and rolled backward
barely conscious, and barely sane, for that matter.

It took me a while for my mind to fit itself
back together, and a while longer for my body to regain enough
strength to do it again. But as soon as I could, I did, screaming
myself hoarse as I ground my swollen clitoris against the narrow
wood.

I had a feeling I wasn't doing anything good
to my thighs the way I was stretching and pulling them, but that
really didn't matter to me just then.

I was becoming frenzied with the heat and the
screaming intensity of the pleasure inside me, and willing to do
anything to get more of it!

And then an enormous black hand grasped my
hair and jerked my head up and back with more than enough force to
bow my body back. Tariq looked at me in annoyance, said something
in a low mutter I didn't understand, then released my hair. He
unchained my ankles, lifted me off the narrow wedge, and then
unchained my collar.

That left me on my knees, for I wasn't really
able to stand just then – until he pulled on the chains attached to
the golden shackles around my wrists and forced me to my feet. He
pulled the other end of the chain to the side of the room, adjusted
the height until I was balanced precariously on the balls of my
feet, then locked it in place and left.

I was too dazed, breathless and glassy eyed
to complain at the time. I just kind of stood there, chest heaving,
slack jawed, sweating and gulping in air. Only slowly did my head
clear enough to be fully conscious of the new circumstances of my
punishment, which I assumed this was.

It was not much of an improvement. True, the
deep aching pain in my groin was now considerably eased, but in its
place I had pain to my wrists, and that was while supporting most
of my weight on my feet.

Since the human foot wasn't designed to stand
on its toes, or even on the front ball for any length of time, they
soon began to ache terribly. Soon they began to tremble and burn,
and I had to settle more and more weight onto my wrists.

For whatever reason, my body found this much
less exciting, which left me basically half hanging there from my
aching wrists, moaning and feeling very hard-done-by. It did,
however, give me some time to think a little.

A vampire?! Ridiculous! I tried to find some
other description which fit what he was able to do, or at least,
what I knew he was able to do. So far, all I really knew was he
could turn me into a raging nympho very easily. That was still
mightily impressive, of course, and I couldn't think of any way
that could be done so quickly without some sort of mind
control.

I only had his word that he had lived for a
thousand years, and as for drinking blood, well, okay, he'd bit me
in the neck. That didn't meant he actually drank blood! So maybe he
was just a good looking nut job who had some kind of weird psychic
power!

True, I hadn't seen him during the day, but
that didn't mean much.

Magic? Phht! No way! I didn't feel any
different! I wasn't quicker to heal or – okay, I had a vague memory
of having welts all up and down my body which had disappeared after
he licked them but maybe I had mostly imagined that. I hadn't been
in a very good state at the time!

Let him turn himself into a bat and fly out
the window! Then I'd believe him!

Fuck, my wrists were hurting! I stared up at
them and tried to push down with my feet, but gasped almost at once
at the new source of pain. I tried to think about him, to bother
him, to demand he come and let me down, but I couldn't visualize
him for some reason. Oh, I remembered what he looked like, but I
wasn't able to form the kind of crystal sharp image of him I had at
previous times.

Like when I'd seen him here, walked around
the penthouse without ever having been here here before –
somehow.

Psychic power, I told myself, not magic. Or
maybe just my imagination. I didn't know, for example, that this
place had a pool which looked like the one I'd seen. I didn't know
it had a bathroom and a theater. Okay, the bedroom he'd dragged me
into looked exactly like the one I'd 'imagined' but maybe that was
just more of that 'psychic' power he projected.

The throbbing ache in my wrists slowly
morphed into a numbness which spread down my arms as I all-but hung
by the shackles. Like any pain that had an exhausting effect, and I
began to sway weakly, moaning, head falling forward as time slowly
passed.

“You look extremely beautiful.”

My eyes fluttered and I raised my chin,
trying to focus my vision.

Forrest was standing a body length back, his
eyes raking my body.

“An erotic tableau,” he said. “All which
needs to be added is the whipping.”

I managed to focus my vision, and flinched,
feeling a sense of... I don't know. He was dressed up, in a very
nice, stylish suit, and here I was sweaty, bedraggled, exhausted,
hurting, naked and chained. It was hard not to feel very much...
lower than him, beneath him, so to speak.

But at the same time he was expressing this
very clear admiration of what he was seeing: namely me.

“You're not a vampire,” I said in a weak
moan. “you're just a pervert.”

He glared and I cried out as he jerked my
head up and back by the hair – somehow. I mean, he'd been standing
ten feet away, and without moving, or without my seeing him move,
suddenly he was right beside me!

Then again, vampires were supposed to be able
to move very, very fast...

“You are an irritating young woman,” he
growled.

“I'm supposed to be!” I gasped helplessly, my
scalp shooting needles into my head.

He eased his pull, and his other hand began
to roam across my taut breasts.

“A slave is supposed to be obedient and
submissive,” he snapped.

“A woman is supposed to be irritating!” I
gasped.

He snorted, and eased up a bit more.

“You are not my wife,” he said. “You are my
slave. A slave woman is not to be irritating.”

“I don't know how to be a slave,” I
gasped.

“I will see to it you learn.”

“M-My wrists are... going to be damaged,” I
moaned weakly.

“You think so?”

He released me, moved to the wall, and then
pulled the chain. I swear to God, I was watching. He casually
gripped it with one hand and jerked it up and I was yanked six feet
into the air! A second casual pull and I was ten feet up! Then he
locked the chain in place on the hook there and walked forward.

And as he walked forward he walked upward
until he was staring into my eyes.

I dropped my own eyes and saw the floor nine
feet below his feet. It was like he was standing on air! I raised
my eyes to his again.

“You can fly,” I said dazedly.

“Yes. And no, I do not turn into a bat.”

“Shit,” I said.

“I do not like it when women use
obscenities,” he growled.

I was dangling from my wrists. He looked like
he was simply standing calmly on air! And my wrists were burning
even worse than they had been as I hung there!

“My... wrists,” I moaned.

“You belong to me. It is my body to damage as
I see fit,” he said in a towering display of arrogance. “However, I
would not damage that which holds some value to me. I told you your
body is considerably more resilient. It is also responsive to me on
a number of levels. I can heal any damage caused to it.”

“I'm imagining this,” I moaned.

“You will accept what I am,” he said. “And
you will accept what you are.”

“I'm a lawyer,” I moaned.

“That is nothing to be proud of,” he replied
with disdain. “Better to hold an honest job where you do honest
work for a living.”

“Like king?” I gasped.

His eyes narrowed and his jaw tightened.

“How you have lived this long without someone
– !”

He broke off, glowering and then shook his
head.

“A snake bites because that is what a snake
does,” he said.

I had no idea what that meant.

“You are what you are. You are a product of
your age. I must accept that. However, unlike a snake, you can
learn.”

He moved away, and down, and then the chain
lowered me rapidly to the floor. I groaned as my bare feet – all of
them, not just the toes or the balls of my feet – were able to
press firmly against the floor. Then he was in front of me again.
My wrists still burned hotly, as though they had been bruised bone
deep.

He removed the shackles, glaring at me as he
did, then closed his hands around my aching wrists and... and the
pain faded away.

Just like that!

He pushed a foot between my ankles, spreading
them apart, then pulled back on my wrists, bowing my back.

“Do not move,” he said.

He released my wrists and... and I didn't
move. I don't mean I decided to not move. I mean that it was like
my body was frozen in place, as if no will or thought of mine could
move it or shift my position!

What the fuck!?

“Your body responds to my will,” he said. “As
I told you.”

He moved in close beside me, his lips close
to mine, then the fingers of his right hand slid down the front of
my body as his other hand coasted up the back.

“Do you know the term to play someone like a
violin?” he asked softly.

Well, of course, I thought, it meant to –
oh!

His fingers stroked my spine, while his other
hand caressed my ribs, and the strangest kind of dark, deep
pleasure rippled across my nervous system.

“There is more than one meaning to it,” he
said. “The original is quite old.”

His fingers caressed my body, moving quickly
up and down, leaving one place, landing on another, lightly
stroking across my clitoris to leave it quivering like a plucked
bow string, then lightly stroking along my spine as if it was a
harp! Every soft little movement of his fingers sent little
flickering bursts of pleasure and excitement through my body!

And I still couldn't move!

Except that my body began to move on its own,
as muscles spasmed, and my breathing became more ragged, as heat
flowed through me and a crackle of dark pleasure swept up and down
the outside of my body – slowly sinking deep inside!

“Modern women are impertinent,” he said as he
let his fingers brush lightly along the side of my ribs. “They have
been taught they are the equals to men, and given the state of men
of this age perhaps they are correct.”

His fingers circled my navel and my insides
swirled wildly. They lightly caressed the neat line of my sex and
my hips bucked sharply.

“But I am not a man of this age,” he said,
leaning in so that his breath was warm against my exposed
throat.

He leaned in and his lips brushed across my
throat, sending a flood heat up and down my skin.

“I am a king in an age without kings,” he
said softly.

His lips moved slowly down along the side of
my throat, up under my ear, and his teeth bit lightly as his
fingers began to strum my body. I was trembling and quivering, my
insides roiling with heat and excitement. My hips ground and jerked
helplessly against him, and yet I still couldn't move or speak!

I began to writhe, to... to dance without my
feet moving, as swirling streams of pleasure swept through me from
all directions. And then the orgasm hit, sweeping over me like a
hurricane, spreading out and pulsing with heat and excitement,
setting me to trembling and shaking in place even as it grew and
intensified!

I began to shake, to shake so badly I thought
I might shake myself apart! The world blurred around me and I
forgot how to breath, or to care about breathing! The pleasure grew
to something I can only describe as ecstasy, drowning me, sweeping
my mind away and battering at my body.

And then, shaking and trembling in mindless
animal heat, I slowly lost consciousness entirely, overwhelmed by
the sheer strength of the sensations cascading through my mind.

*

I woke in a huge bed between black satin
sheets with a purple bedspread above. An immense wall of windows
covered the twelve feet space between floor and ceiling to my right
all the way across the room. The view of the city was breathtaking
as dawn rose.

I sat up with a groan, but the groan was
almost instinctive. I felt... great. I mean, I felt no bruises, no
tiredness, no aches and pains either. The damn shackles were around
my wrists again, but my wrists felt fine underneath them.

I swept the covers back and sat up, swinging
my legs out of bed. The rug was incredibly soft on my bare feet,
soft, plush and luxurious. The en suite bathroom was large, and
modern, done in teak, with a huge, modern shower and whirlpool
bath.

There was a walk in closet as well (with no
clothes in it), and what looked like an eighty inch flat screen on
the wall. I opened the door and eased hesitantly out into the hall.
The place felt as quiet as a tomb, and I suddenly recalled that if
he was a vampire, well, he ought to be asleep now, right?

So I could escape!

The thing is... the prospect of fleeing was
welcome on the one hand, but on the other... on the other I think I
might have felt something like an addict at the prospect of giving
up his wonderful highs. Maybe worse. I had never used hard drugs
but I doubted they made people feel half so incredible as I had
felt the other day.

I padded nervously down the hall, and saw
that the penthouse was pretty much the way I had seen it when I had
uhm, visited. I couldn't picture Forrest again, and wondered if
that particular thing was not going to happen any more.

I reached the front hall and stared at the
doors, or where the doors ought to be. There was a steel something
there. I mean a flat length of wide metal which had apparently come
down from above, completely blocking the doorways and part of the
wall to either side.

Well, there was certainly no getting out that
way unless I knew where the button was which raised and lowered
that … door.

I turned and padded further down the hall,
and then gasped and leapt back as Tariq loomed up ahead of me.

I stared at him, my face flushed as I made
movements with my arms to try to cover my nudity – even though he'd
clearly already seen everything.

“You waken,” he said in a rumbling voice.

“Uhm... where is... his majesty?”

“He sleeps.”

I bit my lip and squirmed
self-consciously.

“Are my clothes around somewhere?”

He raised his eyebrows. “You require no
clothing.”

“You're wearing clothes,” I said
accusingly.

“I am not a slave.”

I glared. “So are you some kind of vampire
like him?”

“No. I am his body-servant.”

“And how old are you?”

“I have been with Lord Elander for eight
hundred and eighty three years,” he said deadpan.

“Sure. And you're not a vampire?”

“I am his human servant. I have tasted his
blood, as you have done.”

I blinked in surprise. “Uh... does that mean
I'm supposed to, like, live forever?”

“What is forever?” he asked blandly.

“Like a thousand years?”

“If my lord wishes it.”

Well, shit....!

“I don't want to spend a thousand years
naked,” I said.

For a moment, his lips quirked as if he
almost smiled.

“I watch the television,” he said.

“Huh?”

“I watch the television. I see the world
beyond. I understand peoples, how they think more... than I believe
Lord Elander does. He often thinks in the old ways. It is what he
is comfortable with.”

“I don't understand,” I said.

“He is capable of changing,” he said. “You
must persuade him.”

“I'm not a slave!” I exclaimed. “I need to
get out of here!”

“You would forgo centuries of a life of
wealth in exchange for what?” he asked.

“What?”

“You toil with books and arguments for
others, all day long. You struggle to impress them that they might
think more of you so that you may make more money, money which is a
pittance compared to what my lord has.”

“That's his money,” I said, glaring.

“It is of no matter. What do you wish with
money? Do you wish a fast car? Do you wish a big house?”

He looked around ostentatiously.

“I want to be my own person!”

“Who in this land does not bow to another?
Even your leaders bow to those who give them money. Your...
company, and those who lead it bow to those who pay them. You bow
to those above you.”

“I don't... bow,” I said stubbornly, though I
knew I was being disingenuous.

“You do all this with no pleasure. You are a
beautiful woman but in another twenty years your body will fade and
you will begin to lose your youthful beauty. Twenty years more and
you will be old and approaching your final days. Such a brief
period of youth and health and life you would have.”

“I'd rather do that than be a slave!” I
exclaimed.

“Even a slave living a long, long life of
luxury and plenty and joy and pleasure? And do you think my lord is
a cold man of no passions who would never grow to feel affection
for you? Even a hard man will come to love his dog.”

“I'm not a slave or a dog,” I said
firmly.

“Then you must persuade him of that.”

“He'd probably whip me!”

“Yes. But he has always admired strength. He
thinks little of women because they do not possess what he thinks
of as strength.”

“I'll never be as strong as him!” I
protested.

“Not physical strength, strength of the mind,
perseverance, determination.”

Well, I thought. I had that, kind of.

“It's hard to be persuasive with someone who
can fuck with your mind,” I said sullenly.

He moved quickly, spun me around, and slapped
my butt – hard, hard enough to make me cry out and leap forward
from the hot stinging pain!

I turned and gaped at him angrily, rubbing my
now sore bottom.

“You must learn not to use foul language,” he
said. “I am quite certain you will do so quickly.”

The words I thought were certainly foul, so I
kept them to myself!

“Your ability to resist his influence is
there. You received it with his blood. You simply must learn to use
it, as I have.”

“Really? Uh... how?”

He smiled softly.

“Perhaps I will teach you. You will learn
other things from me, as well.”

“What other things?” I asked doubtfully.

“How to be a proper human servant to our
lord.”

I scowled sulkily.

“Your rewards from being his servant appear
to be greater than mine,” he said dryly.

I flushed.

“And what do you get out of teaching me?” I
asked suspiciously.

I was a lawyer, after all, and in my
experience, no one gave anything away for nothing.

“Ah,” he said, his lips pulling up into a
beatific smile now as he let his eyes caress my body.

I gulped, and felt my skin redden. But I also
felt a sudden rush of heat which, this time, had no external
source.

“Oh,” I said.
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