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Own Me Wholly!





PROLOGUE


Caroline has a secret. Her submissive heart is owned by a married man. Thomas’ wife and teenage daughters see her only as a devoted employee, but when all eyes are turned away she kneels for him and she obeys. When her beloved Daddy and Master Thomas has a massive heart attack that puts him a coma, however, Caroline goes into a tail spin. She screams with need and grief she dare not show.
Enter Brian, Thomas’ son from a previous marriage. He tells Caroline at the hospital one night that he knows the truth. She warns him off, but something draws her, like a moth to a flame. The son is everything the father is not-rugged, domineering, almost brutal. Caroline cannot resist. Helpless, guilt-stricken she is taken over and the more demanding that Brian becomes, the more she desires.
Her heart hangs in the balance. What are Brian's intentions? Is he only after revenge on the father who abandoned him, will he use up Caroline and throw her away like a broken toy or does he truly love her as no other? Is the one she's sought … a Master for life who won't have to share her with another? To find out they must survive the explosions between them and face a final hurdle … the final vestige of Caroline's pride which Brian intends to break and set her free.



CHAPTER I


They can't see me cry…
For my sleeping Prince Charming, Master, lover, mentor, friend, George Burns to my Gracie, Daddy to my baby girl. It can't be real-how could that lion's heart be giving way? A ruptured aorta, standing at the kitchen counter, mixing juice one minute, collapsed to the tile the next, his life hanging in the balance, a list of complications so bad, and yet I'd give anything to get that far along, to be talking about tomorrow, about a wheel chair and therapy and cognitive re-orientation.
Those hands … all male, powerful enough to be gentle. Let me show you how that looks, he told me once. Hands with fifty five years of experience, pain and love, hands that have awakened, healed and aroused me, enthralled me … set me free.
He's not mine. I have to tell myself that … he has a wife. I'm an employee, a friend if I don't stretch it too far.
This man is not mine … but I'm his.
Has it been just a day since the heart attack?
Just a year since he came into my life?
I have to have a cigarette. I've been avoiding them-because I know I will break down, but the stress load is too much. Monica is here and I have so many mixed emotions about this. Thomas adores her, he's given everything and she probably can't help it but she's been a terrible burden to him, a cause very possibly of his heart exploding. She's a needy, busy little blonde, the trophy wife he calls her.
She has only one of the three things he must have in a woman. Big tits. The other two, a hairy pussy and a penchant for tobacco are my department.
It's a second marriage for both of them. Monica's first husband died of cancer, when her two girls were little, so I feel extra bad for her. She's not really reacting to things because of the shock but there's a role for her here at least, when she comes around.
Me, I'm just all consumed about the cigarette. Thomas went ga ga for them. It got to be a joke at the tidy little office we kept for two, me his ever-faithful assistant and go-to girl. Bend over girl more like; because all I had to do was light up in front of him and I was going to end up bent over something. If I happened to be distracting him-like that was my fault-I'd get a few healthy swats. Otherwise, I would get his hard, wet cock, fed between my sex lips.
Yes, I said wet cock. Thomas had this thing he did, where he would ooze pre come, more than any man I have ever known. The first time I thought he had already ejaculated.
I can't describe that feeling, a hot, turgid shaft in my hand, almost purple with pulsing blood … and covered in tantalizing, man-lubrication.
It meant one thing to me. That my Daddy owned me completely and naturally, being able all on his own to make the liquid he needed to maneuver himself inside my tight asshole.
Oh … jeezus, I need the cigarette. And a hard fucking. I need Daddy to look me in the eye, center me, make me squirm like the sweet little baby girl slut he loved to see me as.
"I'll get Kasey or Erin,” I say to Monica, sniffling into a handkerchief, golden hair disheveled over her padded shoulders.
I must have said it like an apology because she looks at me with bloodshot eyes. “It's all right, Caroline, stay, I know he was close to you."
"You can only have two visitors in ICU,” I say quickly. “One of the girls should be here."
"Thank you,” she releases me with a smile.
I find Kasey first. Sixteen years old, auburn eyes and chestnut hair. She is Thomas all over; you'd swear there was a biological link. She has some of the same expressions, the twinkle in the eye. She is passionately devoted about everything, she's a gung ho first child, clear proof what having a good and devoted daddy in your corner can mean for a little girl. She was eight years old when Monica and Thomas married. He made it clear to her up front, and to five-year-old Erin, too, that he would not try and replace their father; that he only ever wanted to help them treasure his memory.
To that end he helped them each make up a scrapbook of favorite photos and mementos of Craig, their biological father. Those are some lucky girls, let me tell you, to have a man step in like that.
I would have given my real one up to have that kind of step dad, trust me.
"What's the deal?” Kasey tucks her straight hair behind her ears. She is frustrated as hell that she can't grow larger breasts and she is having a real problem with one of her girl friends who is bisexual and is starting to have feelings for her.
I know this through Thomas. I know all kinds of things through Thomas I'm not supposed to. If only this were France where the mistress could stand proudly beside the widow at the funerals of presidents and dignitaries.
Fuck. I said funeral. Will someone shut me up, please?
Say goodnight, Gracie.
Goodnight Gracie.
I don't know how that started, except he thought I was just like Gracie Allen, the cute as a button little straight woman who ran poor George Burns ragged.
"Your mom needs a little TLC,” I tell her.
Kasey nods. She's all about helping. That's like Thomas, too. “I'm on it."
Erin is different. Erin is a little version of Monica. Since Thomas started living half time down here a year and a half ago to start Montage Property Development, he has gotten a dozen calls a day, half from Monica and half from Erin. Monica's crises concern their business ventures in Atlanta, everything from paint schemes for their corporate office to maintaining the perpetually disorganized books.
Erin calls about nail polish, boyfriends, the latest pop groups and who is in or out of her all important inner retinue. I get such a kick out of hearing this man, so much on his plate down here, deal with equal and total respect for both of them. Sometimes he'll have me hop on the Net to check and see who the Blog Boys are or why Hillary Duff is soooo five minutes ago compared to her little sister.
To fit the part, Erin has the lighter hair and it's curlier, too. Kasey favors her father, who looked a little like Thomas. Presumably Monica has a type of man; though Thomas sometimes jokes the main thing that attracted her to him was the fact that he was dating her sister Julie before he went out with her.
Erin's down in the waiting room, text messaging. I remind her about not using a cell phone in the hospital.
"I'm not calling anyone."
"You're using the phone, though."
She sighs, rolls her eyes to the fluorescent ceiling in high drama.
I think Erin is a smidgen spoiled. Thomas won't admit this, and I could be biased. But I need nicotine, so I'm not responsible for my opinions.
"Where's K?"
"She went in with your dad."
"Brian was here."
Freeze frame. “What did you say?"
"Brian,” Erin repeats, her head bobbing slightly to the music piping into her brain from the Ipod. “He was here."
"Where did he go?"
"I don't know,” she makes a halfhearted effort to relate to the outside world. “For coffee, maybe?"
"He said that-he was going for coffee?"
"I guess."
My imagination is racing. “Did he say anything else?"
"I don't know. He has a beard like dad. Weird."
I blink. “That's all you have to say. You just meet your half brother for the first time and that's it?"
I'm being hard on her. I don't want to see Brian, but I know I have to. I've never met him; it's not that. It's just … well I'm not sure what it is.
"Take a pill, Caroline."
She means a chill pill, but I'm thinking of the other kind. Thomas has a thing about that, he likes to make sure I take mine and when he can, he watches me.
"That's it sweetie, that's my baby girl,” he will kiss and hold me, knowing as he strokes my hair how important this is to me, how I have vowed that I will never have children for very good reasons. It's not like I wasn't taking them already or like I would stop without him-that's not the kind of power that turns Thomas on. It has to do with the affirmation, with seeing how his praise turns me on … how much I want to be a good girl for the right reasons, for once in my life.
"If there's a regret,” he told me once, while we were having our daily tea and philosophy session across the street from the office at Starbrew's. “It's that I had to wait so long to find you; that I didn't get to tell you all along how special and beautiful you are."
Comments like that put me in la la land, so much so that after I go to the bathroom and come back I forget how my panties are hanging at the moment over his leather desk chair, a little trophy from our lunch time lust session.
"You're going to give them quite a view,” he points out of the two men at a nearby table who are in full range to see up my skirt.
"Omigod.” I quickly go to close my legs, red with shame, but he stops me, a hand between my thighs. “No. Stay as you are. I want them to see what they can't have."
His voice has deepened, silk over steel, the seductive tone of the Master, pushing his submissive girl to new limits. My eyes convey my panic, my passion, and my need.
He knows what a stretch this is, how I am terrified of the least little embarrassment, how I can't bear to stand out in public, a legacy, probably of growing up in a family with so many dark little secrets.
I am so wet. I am dripping for him. “Yes, Daddy."
My breath comes in short stabs, the tea we are drinking forgotten. Outside a gathering storm, electricity in the air, the sounds of the patrons, smell of exotic coffees, snooty Winter Park aromas. And us, in our own little world.
Boom. A clap of thunder. The plink of rain on the windows.
"Bingo.” Master rises to his feet, takes my hand. We are going.
We run up the street to the hotel we sometimes play hooky at for the afternoon. “Why did we leave so fast?” I ask as he takes out two cigarettes for us to smoke under the awning before we go in.
"I saw what I wanted."
I feel the secret chill, ex post facto of men looking at Master's pussy. Daddy’ hairy pussied, smoke-like-a-chimney girl. “But I didn't get to see,” I pout.
"I can make the faces if you want,” he offers magnanimously.
I slap his chest. His blue cotton dress shirt is plastered to his skin. I crave those lean muscles; that body so carefully and proudly preserved. I should only hope to look so good in nineteen years.
"You're mean."
"Wait until you see what I do to you upstairs."
I laugh, tingling, anticipating, totally jazzed, knowing whatever new surprise he'd come up with-and there was always something-it would only lead me to new heights of delicious letting go … a plunging into wild ecstasy.
"Caroline, you in there?” she waves a hand in front of my face, bringing me out of my reverie and back to the hospital reality.
"I'm sorry, Er, I'm being spacey. And bitchy."
She shows mercy beyond her years. “It ain't no thang,” she uses age appropriate ghetto talk. “You're just upset about dad."
"I am, kiddo, yea."
She gives me a hug. I try to hold it together. “I need to go out … for a smoke."
"I'll come, too."
"No way. Your mom's still upset at your dad and me for the time we took you for super sundaes and you threw up at Fun Park USA. All I need to do is get you smoking."
"Like mom doesn't know already."
"Dad doesn't."
She rolls her eyes, pushes me to the door. “Go."
I make like a zombie down the hall, white washed corridor, uniformed people, in green and blue scrubs, doctors with stethoscopes, an EMT and two Orange County Sheriff's deputies.
Thomas would be much more at home in this than me. He's the one with ten years in the Air Force and all the political connections. Him and his spit polished shoes and creases in the pants.
Oh, he can fucking give orders, though.
And I take them. Never did that for another man, trust me.
He's said on more than one occasion that if we were in the “scene” doing the “lifestyle thing” he would put his collar on me.
It's something I try and argue but he will just smile at me.
"That isn't the kind of thing you debate, Caroline."
He means that he would just put a collar on me and then it would be there and from then on I could choose to obey or I could fight but I would do it all as his slave girl.
How does that fit with the whole safe, sane and consensual deal? How do I explain he never makes me do anything I don't want and that I can bet my life he never will?
How the fuck should I know, he's in a coma and I can't ask him.
I exile myself out the sliding glass doors. It's pitch black out, there are stars in the sky and cars in front of the hospitals. People, too, a security guard in white with a puffy belly and black pants, a couple of old Spanish speaking ladies and a woman in a floral print dress and denim jacket with a five o'clock shadow who isn't a woman at all.
"Smoke?” she asks with a deep voice.
I pull out one of mine, no judgment, because that's how Thomas is. Never treats anyone different, if they're homeless or a corporate CEO. And he knows plenty of both in his line of work.
Real estate development. On the grand scale. Housing complexes, entire communities in one fell swoop, deals to the tune of hundreds of millions of dollars.
To his mind it's all pushing dirt.
Seriously, if you ask, that's what he'll say. I'm in dirt. That's what he told me, the night we met at my first Alcoholic's meeting in the dingy basement of a United Methodist Church downtown.
"Hi, I'm Thomas. I'm in dirt."
"I'm Caroline,” I let him take my shaking hand. “And I'm in deep shit."
I suck smoke with my new companion, lost somewhere in time.
"Got anybody in there?"
"A buddy,” I say. “You?"
"Yea. Me, too. A buddy."
"Cold tonight."
"Yea.” I huddle in my jacket, dungaree like his. I have jeans on, too, and a sweatshirt. The height of fashion, me.
"Caroline?"
I see Thomas, holding two coffees.
Scratch that, a younger Thomas, a little taller, maybe a little smaller nose, but the lips and the chin, they're the same.
And the hands, holding the Styrofoam.
"Brian?"
"Caroline."
"Brian."
He nods. “Now that we have the name thing down, want a drink?"
For a split second I flash back. Wanna drink. Those two words were my trip wire, my magic seduction; I could hear them or say them equally well. Drink with me, you were my best friend, sleep with me, stab me in the back, regardless. Turn me down; go all dry and Carry Nation on me and you were off the list forever.
I'm different now-or at least I was for Thomas and with Thomas. For about the millionth time I wonder, what the fuck am I without him and wouldn't this cigarette go nice with a white wine?
"It's coffee,” he prods.
"Yea…” I take it. “Thank you."
It's heavy on the cream and sugar. Another thing they have in common. Thomas is such a bundle of contradictions that way, so careful in his diet, but totally given to childish impulses. Ice cream for dinner or popcorn. Sushi at midnight with root beer floats.
He has that metabolism, to stay so thin. I guess I do, too, although up until last year I drank my calories.
"I'm Brian,” he introduces himself to the man in the dress.
"Felicia.” They shake hands. “Thanks for the smoke,” he tells me, tossing it into the sand filled receptacle.
"No problem. I'll keep your buddy in my thoughts."
"Yours, too.” He heads back inside.
"Cigarette?” I hand Brian one, the universal language. Outside an Alcoholic's Meeting you'll find mountains of ashes, the air gritty and gray; all those sharp teethed people, bleary eyed, trying to find new ways to be alone together, sober.
I doubt if Brian is an alcoholic, but I find it's easier for me personally if I think of everyone as one.
"He looks bad.” Brian says it first.
"I know.” I can make the more immediate comparison, seeing him every day, in all states of dress, than can his son who has seen him just a handful of times in fifteen years. Thomas never took off on him, he's not that kind of man, but there was a time the bottle ruled Thomas’ life as it did mine. It was kinder to him at first, bought him into heavy hitting circles, made him a lot of money, but then the payments fell due and you never have enough
It's a long way down as they say and by the time he hit something close to bottom he'd lost Brian and Brian's mother Vicky. She didn't want anything to do with him for a long time-not all Thomas’ fault. Eventually Brian got old enough to want his own answers. That was six months ago.
Weird timing, right?
Thomas has done his best and they've e-mailed a lot and had some interesting meetings. Of all the things in Thomas’ life right now, I think I know the least about this. I know he'd have told me more, but it felt like intrusion.
It's freaking me out, seeing a version of Thomas younger than me.
Like a parallel universe, like me traveling back in time or something.
I think he's twenty-six, which gives me a full decade of experience over him. Ha.
He's watching me smoke.
"What?” I say it too sharply.
"Nothing."
"You've never seen a woman smoke?"
"Not like you."
"I better get back in there,” I tell him.
"Not yet. Come for coffee with me?"
"We have coffee."
"This is stand up coffee, I mean sit down coffee."
Stand up … sit down … my ears play tricks on me, hearing them as commands. Daddy wouldn't say it like that. He'd be softer; he'd get me to do it with his eyes. “I can't. I am sorry…"
"You didn't do anything."
"I'm apologizing for the coffee. Not for anything I did."
"But you are going for coffee."
"Why is that?"
"Because I'm asking nicely."
"Oh."
Back in present, I go with Brian.
"I'm from upstate New York,” I tell him in the hospital cafeteria. More people in scrubs and visitors looking lost as us. “A town you've never heard of."
"Try me."
I name it; loathe to give it more reality than it already has.
"Been through it,” he smiles.
"No shit. I guess you're dad wasn't kidding when he said you got around with your guitar."
"It leads, I follow.” The hands fret the fresh Styrofoam cup. Music making fingers.
"Did you play in Saratoga?” I name an artsy college town nearby. “I used to go to some places there."
"I've been to Lena's."
"The mother of them all. Is Lena still there?” The Cafe is named for her, it is her, everyone got there start there or passed through. Arlo Guthrie. Dylan. Don Mclean.
"She died when I was ten,” he delivers a chilling reminder I am no longer a Spring chicken.
"Jesus, you're young."
"I was born that way."
"Do you write your own songs?"
"Some."
"Your dad's a poet; did he ever tell you that?"
"No."
"Didn't think so. He hides it from…” I catch myself.
"From people he's not intimate with?"
"From his family,” I try and re-direct.
"It's all right, Caroline, I know."
"Know what?"
"It's obvious from looking at you. Anyone could see; you two are lovers."
"I don't know what you're talking about."
"You don't need to panic-maybe everyone can't see. I had a leg up, I guess."
"This conversation is over.” I get four or five feet from the table and double back. “What do you mean, you had a leg up?"
"You said the conversation was over."
"Don't piss me off. Answer the question."
He sips coffee. “He never said anything, if that's what you're thinking."
"You don't know what I'm thinking. Of course I know he didn't say anything, Thomas isn't that kind of man. What kind of man are you, that's what I want to know."
"Apparently the kind that pisses off attractive women."
"Oh, fuck you, I'm not that attractive. I'm old enough to be your mother."
"Not quite."
"Don't sit there all smug,” I blast. “You shouldn't even be wearing that jacket. It's his isn't it? From the Air Force."
"Yes.” To my astonishment he takes it off. “Here."
Now what do I do? It's not like I can afford to be seen with the thing.
"Just stay away from me,” I walk away for real.
It's been a long time since I felt this kind of exposed. Brian hasn't the right, he's a puppy, but somehow he's inherited his father's ability to render me transparent. I might as well have stood there naked with all our sins written across my body, words and sentences curled over my breasts, my hips, my ass and twitching pussy.
It's obvious from looking at you that you two are lovers…
How much more does he know? Does he know the secret games we play, the roles we put on and off as easy as a Sunday morning robe and slippers? Does he know the code we speak, what it means, the thousand different looks we can give each other and know instantly the meaning? Could he in a million years grasp the nuances when I walk up to his desk and give him that look which only he understands, knowing exactly what I need. To be taken, to be entered, to be wildly savaged, to be enraptured in a fuck so profound, so down and dirty it curls my toes and my hair and leaves me stupid. “Me, too, baby girl,” he will say, reading me start to finish. “Go and lock the doors for daddy.” And could Brian guess how that normally free spirited and stubborn girl runs to do his bidding at that moment, how she lives to say “Yes, Daddy,” to him alone, how she treasures that naked time with him, warm-up time for business, he calls it. Just enough time for a cigarette afterwards, and okay, maybe a coffee next door with a shot of espresso before paying the bills and floating the deals?
And even then it's more play than work.
"Come on C, let's go for a ride,” he'll say when it's time to go and take a drive to look at property to be developed … my heart going pitty pat in anticipation as I stand, rising from my chair, my work forgotten, my eyes only for him, my body only for him … now that is how to make a woman, a baby girl stand. We're going to play in the dirt; he warms up on the way down to the car, we take the back stairs, the outside stairs that lead directly from the small suite we occupy in the building he owns. He watches my ass in the skirt. I always wear skirts. Daddy likes to see me that way, likes to see his property displayed. I sashay, I move sexy and nice and fluid and I feel redeemed in warm sunshine, going to play in the dirt. He opens the door on the passenger side of his Cadillac, not for pretense, just practicality, because they last twice as long. He always opens the door for me and closes it, too, he's a gentleman, not that he's above watching how I sit, how I smooth my skirt and settle into the creamy leather. He's looking at me with undisguised lust and I feel so deliciously feminine, not cheap, not exploited. He'll use and worship me at the same time.
He gets in behind the wheel, his body lean and sexy, like it's the cockpit of one of the jets he used to fly, his neatly trimmed beard outlining the face of the lion, determined but playful. The car starts and I am thundering in anticipation. I don't even wait for him to start. I am wet. Cool fingers between my lips, I part for him, I suckle his finger gently, between my legs I ache with emptiness, I open my thighs, they go wide and wider. Now I must wait on him, on his pleasure, on his gauging of my pleasure.
Once we start, there will be no stopping. I will pull up my skirt, my panties, if I'm still wearing them by the time we get to the car, have to come off, before we get to the expressway, where the big trucks are that sit high up.
"Thomas, what if they see?” I gasp the very first time.
"Then they will enjoy the view. Truckers work hard. Don't they deserve some grade A pussy like anyone else?"
Grade A pussy. My beloved pussy, on display as he plays with me. I can't interfere, I can't use my hands, I have to come, that's all that matters because he won't stop, won't slow down, won't get off the road until I do and it has to be a good one, explosive and hot and I have to call out his name, Daddy, Daddy, Daddy.
No sweeter sight in the world than Daddy, afterwards, licking baby girl's juices off his fingers. “I wish I could lick you and drive, baby girl."
"I know I wouldn't be driving if you did that,” I rasp and we both laugh because I don't even know what I just said.
We are all over each at the grove. He pulls onto a sandy access road, ostensibly to look at property, a future site for driveways, schools and playgrounds.
"Daddy, what are you going to do to me?” I giggled.
"Take a guess,” he bent me over, slipping out of character as he slips up my skirt and moves to slip in his cock. My shoe flipped off, somewhere out of sight, into some brambles, he was so excited he came on my ass and my skirt and even my hair, and god, aren't we a sight, just a couple of kids now, me trying to look for my shoe, how far could it have gone? I check the car, I'm bending over and this fifty five year old man is hard again already, it's a surprise, but a pleasant one as he penetrates.
"I can't help myself."
"Don't … I mean do."
We end up with burrs all over us, the shoe is in the bushes, don't even know how it got there, an hour later, trying to act serious in the bank lobby, I'm trying to pick burrs out of his hair, dark brown, the color of earth, the feel of man silk to run my fingers through.
I blink and I'm outside again.
In limbo.
It's colder, or is it just me?
I debate going back in, and then I see Brian walk through the lobby to the elevators. Fuck that. I call Monica from my car. Old Betsy. Thomas always threatens to buy me a new one so I'll be a kept woman but I'm pretty strict about that. He pays for meals, hotels and sex toys, beyond that all I take is twelve dollars an hour contract fee for keeping his books balanced and generally sorting out the vast piles of papers he is capable of accumulating.
After we met at the Alcoholic's Meeting and started our relationship it took him three months to convince me to work for him.
"I can't get anyone else, they all quit."
Two desks, drawers full of receipts, bills, invoices, contracts. That was after we excavated the blizzard of blueprints and schematics for all the projects he had dreamed up.
He is good at making money, mostly for other people. When it comes to collecting-rents from his own office tenants, stakes in consortiums-he sucks.
"I'll get Phil to look over the Lake West contracts,” I tell Monica. Phil is the lawyer. He's generally happy to hear from us, as opposed to the accountant.
"They want to write off what?"
"What do you mean all they have for 2003 is a single page of receipts?"
"Thank you, Caroline."
"Sure. Get some rest, Monica, okay?"
"I will."
She's barely left the hospital since this whole thing happened. Last night she stayed in the room, they wheeled in a cot for her. She went home long enough to change and came back. Talk about exposed, all her careful preparations to face the world reduced to the barest of prison essentials, cold water splashed on the face, just a little lipstick.
Before Thomas came along I wouldn't have been able to say something like that with a straight face, but Thomas has taught me to be more forbearing of my sisters.
Even the blonde ones whose worlds rise and set on hair curlers and eyebrow pencils.
"Monica can't rough it,” Thomas once told me. “She's much too fragile and insecure. She knows she can't compete with women like you, so they fight too hard, for men's attention."
I never fight for Thomas. “You're not the other woman,” he tells me. It's kind of a joke, but true. “You never feel second best where the man is concerned."
I'm not the only woman who notices this. He has this affect on all females. From our sixty five year old janitor to the granddaughter of the woman who works for the investment business down the hall, they're all smitten. He finds some piece of himself to give-a part ninety nine percent of men won't find for even one woman.
But there's a price for that.
Fuck … I was worried about him. He put on a show. But the last couple of weeks, he wasn't himself. Said it was a cold, said it was business, said it was Monica's calls, he said it was a lot of things.
I should have known.
My breakdown happens over the steering wheel. In the god damn parking garage. There's a knocking on the window. I roll it down, who knows how long he's been out there.
"You're not driving yourself home,” says Brian. “Open the door and slide over."
I pull the button and do as he says. I can't fight anymore, I haven't the strength.
"Where do you live?” he gets behind the wheel.
"Off University. Do you know where that is?"
"Yea, I lived in Orlando for a few years."
"What day is it?” I ask.
"Tuesday."
"The heart attack was Monday."
"Uh huh."
"Seems like a century."
"You must be beat."
"Not really.” He has the Air Force jacket on. It smells like Thomas. “Do you want to get a burger, Brian?"
You don't know how close I just came to saying beer. A beer as in five, six, seven or eight. Not serious drinking mind you, just fun, a little unwinding, who could blame me? It's under control, see? Otherwise I'd be thinking about my wine. Or my vodka. Now there's the serious shit.
Christ, I'm desperate. Brian scares the shit out of me, but the alternative is my own company and we all know how much that sucks.
We find a chain diner. Just two other couples besides us, both older. The waitress is about his age, blonde, she flirts with him. Is it that obvious we're not a couple or does the little wench not care at all?
I want to bite her head off, honest to god. Little twits. Why did Thomas up and marry one? I'd go back in time and give him a dumb slap if I could. We could have married each other otherwise, or at least lived together. Okay, maybe I am leery of living with men anymore, but they sure as hell don't need to be with blondes or checking them out.
"Here's the thing,” I tell him after the diet colas arrive. “I don't give a damn about my own reputation…"
He smiles. “Should I call you Joan Jett?"
"That's before your time,” I accuse. “You can't quote it."
"A lot of people say I was born in the wrong decade."
"People say your father was born in the wrong century."
"What should he have been? A pirate?"
"Something like that."
"About your reputation,” he finishes my thought. “It's safe with me. I respect my dad and you. No one will ever know."
"What exactly is it you think you know, anyway?"
"I didn't know anything for sure until you freaked out on me back in the cafeteria."
I shake my head. “I guess I made a jackass of myself, huh?"
"No. I was the jackass. It was a dickhead move bringing the whole thing up. I'm sorry, Caroline."
"It's okay.” I sip my soda. The apology means a lot. “We're both not at our best."
"I don't know what to feel,” he says. “The man is my father, I never got to know him like I should, people hear who I am they make all these assumptions, what it's supposed to be for me. I'm just empty. Does that make me a bad person?"
"It makes you human. You think I know what to feel? I'm so busy covering everything up I can't even begin to deal with my own grief."
"You shouldn't have to do that. I'm sorry."
I have a lump in my throat.
"What? Did I say the wrong thing?"
"No … it's just … it's just that Thomas says stuff like that. He's always trying to take on the responsibilities for the sum total of people's life experiences. At least it seems that way to me."
"Some people need to do that."
"Some people jump off cliffs and drink themselves to death."
"My dad almost did."
"So did I."
The burgers come juicy, medium well, stacked high with onions and ketchup and pickles. I cut mine in half. It's as much as I'll eat. Brian picks his up, takes a huge bite like it is the whole fucking world in his hands.
The waitress lingers a moment to watch him enjoy. She's entranced. It's like that with Thomas. Every woman is fascinated. He teases me frequently about being jealous.
"Need anything, Sir?” she flips her hair.
I know what she needs-a good spanking.
"We're fine.” I ward off the blonde with a stare.
"If you don't stop that…” I turn on Brian.
"What, Caroline?"
"Doing things the same way as him."
"You'll have to give me a list,” he says sardonically. “Gestures, expressions."
"It's no use. You look too much like him."
"Yea, it kind of freaked my mother out as I was growing up. She was pretty sure I was going to turn into him one day. She was waiting with a wooden stake to drive through the heart."
"Personally I think you could do worse."
"I know … big shoes to fill and all that."
I can feel a little pain back of his blase statement. I react out instinctively. “No,” I say firmly. “I don't want to hear that. You're not filling anyone's shoes. For one thing, Thomas isn't going anywhere; second of all, he wants you to be your own man. He'd never forgive himself if you felt you had to be him."
Brian studies me. “You're it, you know."
"I'm what?"
"You're his true love."
A part of me wants this to be true, believe me, more than life itself. “Monica is his true love,” I correct. “Every month, on their anniversary date, he sends roses."
"I know; he hasn't missed a month in eight years. But that is duty, Caroline, there's a difference."
"Brian,” I try and stop him before it's too late. “I don't want to get mad again; I know it's me, I'm brittle and all, but you have this way of pushing my buttons. With all due respect, I know the man, I know his marriage."
"I know he's a dominant, Caroline."
I set down my burger, ketchup and onion, my culinary diversion forgotten. “What did you say?"
"I know my father is only aroused by submissive women. For a long time it confused the hell out of me when he told me-I thought he was some kind of pervert, wanting to take control of a woman, push her hard into ecstasy, but we talked more and it made sense. I can see what it's about now."
I go from exposure to flat out paranoia. “You take a good look around, Brian.” The blood is pounding in my head. “There are witnesses. You lay a finger on me, I'll scream and you'll be in jail faster than you can whip that jacket on and off. That said, I will now get up, walk to the door and leave in my car. Alone. Follow me, try to contact me ever again and I will call the police."
"Caroline, you don't need to be scared of me. I'm just telling you what I know because I think we can help each other. We're the only two people in the world that can talk about this part of my father's life. Without each other we are both stuck, trying to figure it out alone."
"I'm not stuck. And you know what? I'm not running off this time. I want to eat my fucking hamburger and I'm going to do it in peace. All by myself."
"That's your choice.” He stands up, pulls a twenty from the pocket of his jeans. I see the outline of his cock.
I am overcome by something primal. Deeper than our names, deeper than today, tomorrow or yesterday.
My mind splits, the night stretches before me, two roads, two possible outcomes, instantly playing themselves out, start to finish:
In the first version he reads my mind and seizes control.
"Yes.” He extends his hand, giving me permission to go with him. I take it; everything makes sense as he becomes the perfect safe place in substitution for Thomas. We go to the car, I sit in the passenger seat, he opens the door, he closes it, and he tells me to get ready. I wait for him to go to the driver's seat, to push it all the way back.
"This means a lot to me, Caroline. You'll swallow, won't you?"
"Every drop, Brian,” I promise.
"Take it out, Caroline, and tell me what you see."
My fingers are so weak that I can barely work his zipper. He's so hard underneath his jeans. I feel like I'm going to faint. I pull it out; I free the erection through the opening in his boxer shorts. He's so large; he's circumcised in my imagination, not like his father.
"I see … a beautiful cock."
"What do you want to do with it, Caroline?"
"I want … to worship it."
"Do you think you're worthy?"
"No,” I readily admit. “But I'd like to try."
"Are you going to pretend I'm my father?"
"No. But I do want to give him this gift,” I admit. “Honoring his son."
"You will swallow?” he checks again.
"It will be my honor,” I salivate in anticipation.
"Very well,” he guides my head into place.
I take his cock between my lips; I feel it harden even further. I center on his pleasure, nicotine to my veins, his hand stroking my head, letting me bob up and down, wet and slavishly attentive.
His breathing gets shallower, his body gets tenser, and his hand tightens its grasp, fist in my hair. “Yes, yes, Caroline."
I feel the spasms in my crotch; I come, clenching on empty air, a helpless, needy cunt.
He comes quickly, letting me swallow.
I put my head on his chest afterwards, bawling my eyes out. He understands; it's nothing personal. He's a good man, a smart man; he just strokes me, holding me.
I lean on his shoulder as he drives me home. Thomas’ jacket, Thomas’ smell…
The second possible outcome is more cut and dried.
It is a hell of a lot less exciting but I'm not sure I can handle excitement.
I choose it over the first.
"Wait,” I tell him before he can leave. “Don't go. I'm sorry. I don't know what's wrong with me."
"It's okay."
We finish our hamburgers and he drives me home.
I smell Thomas on the jacket across the seat but I don't lean on his shoulder, I don't cry and I most certainly do not unzip his pants.
Although it's evident he has a hard on.
Better not be from the twit waitress.
We've already pulled up to my front door when I am hit with an awkward realization. “Oh, Brian, I didn't think. How will you get home?"
"I can walk from here. It's just a couple of miles to my motel."
"No, you can sleep on my couch,” I insist.
"You sure?"
"I'd rather you did. I don't want to be alone … not completely."
I put out a pillow for him and a sheet.
"What time are you going to get up?” he asks me. “I'll make sure I'm gone by then."
"Thanks,” I smile. He's taken his shirt off. I feel weak. I wish I were stronger … I would go to him, let him fuck me with that hard on. Get it over with, this little thing between us. Then we can both move on.
I tell him seven … but I set the alarm for six. I'll want to check on Thomas, but maybe, secretly, I want to see Brian again, too.
I say good night and head off to bed. I'm just coming out of the bathroom in my pajamas around the corner from the living room when I hear him. I freeze, holding my breath. The lights are off, but I hear him breathing.
More rapidly. Sighing, too.
He can't be, can he?
I walk on tiptoes, as close as I can get. He's sitting on the couch, his body in shadow. It's too hard to tell, but I think I see his hand, stroking.
"Want to watch, Caroline?"
My pussy clenches. My heart stopped.
I've been caught.
"I know you're there. It's okay, come out."
I present myself. He turns on the light, leaning across the couch. He keeps his hand on his cock. He has a big hand, but an even bigger cock. Bigger and thicker than I imagined.
"You don't mind if I play a little, do you?"
"No…” My voice is a little high pitched. Thomas says I do that when I am secretly displeased or disconcerted about something but don't want to admit it.
For fuck's sake. It's my living room, though. How could I not mind?
"I just needed to unwind. I need to come about twice a day. What about you?"
"Some … something like that,” I mumble.
"Have a seat,” he says.
I do not feel in a position to argue.
I take up the recliner, which is kitty corner to the sofa. I have a perfect view.
"Are you bi, Caroline?"
"No.” How can he just carry on a conversation like this, while pulling his cock?
"Because I saw you looking at the waitress."
I stiffen. “I'm not bisexual,” I try to put an end to it.
"So why all that interest?"
"If you must know, I didn't like the way she looked at you. And don't you dare read into that. I just know the type, manipulative, a born user."
"Like Monica?"
"I didn't say that."
"Didn't have to. What was her name, anyway?"
"I don't remember."
"Yes you do."
"Mandee,” I say, unpleasantly.
"She was attractive, don't you think?"
"I told you, I am not bisexual."
"I bet you wouldn't mind her licking your pussy, though, if we had her here right now, as our little slave girl."
I feel the twitching. My nipples harden.
"She could crawl to you across the floor, after she sucks me off. Imagine that, Mandee, her little sleek body buck naked, a nice little collar on her throat, scampering over to you, trying to be a good little slut so we don't beat her ass."
I want it to be me attached to that cock but I don't say it.
"Touch yourself, go on. You know this turns you on.” He touched his nipples, one after the other. “You could have your lips here, and here, while Mandee does her thing, here.” His cock looks so god damn good, protruding through the opening in his jeans, right through the split in the zipper as he squeezes it, hard. “Go on,” he prods. “Do it."
I tuck my fingers under the waistband of my pajamas. I have panties on because of the male company. They are wet. I gasp as I feel it, my fingers being grabbed at by my hungry little cunt.
I come in record time. I try and keep it quiet, but he wants to hear, he encourages me. I moan, only half aware as he tears at my clothing. I end up bare assed on the soft chair, my legs hoisted up over the arm rests, pussy gaping, giving, over and over, letting him see and possess my deepest intimacies.
"That's it, Caroline, that's it,” he encourages. “Show me."
I feel shamed and aroused and just plain open, bleeding my fragile, edgy self. At a certain point I can't take any more and I come down from the ceiling of self-pleasuring.
He's just looking at me still, grinning, the over confident bastard. His eyes get that intense look that a man gets just before. It's all I can do not to run to him and swallow him whole, or at least give him my face and/or breasts to come all over.
It's a tissue instead.
Such a pity.
He closes his eyes as he releases himself, flooding the blue tissue with thick gobs of white sperm. I tear myself away. I yank up my pajamas. I manage to be long gone, locked in my room before he can open them again.
I take off the pajamas and stuff them deep in my hamper, deep as I can get them.



CHAPTER II


I call the hospital the minute the alarm goes off.
No change.
I have to do something so I cook breakfast. For Thomas’ son, asleep on my couch. He must be exhausted. I'm not sure where he came from to get here or how. A man only has one father and he lost so much time already. I can't bear to see him lose anymore.
He stirs a little. He's on his back. Chest exposed, just a fine line of hair over his pectorals. He has left the jeans on. And a fresh hard-on.
Damn, you forget what men in their twenties are like.
I sure got an eyeful last night. Watching him play with himself, my own fingers half buried in my pussy. I'd give anything to know what he was really imagining. I think he must have been imagining himself fucking the blonde when push came to shove. I sure would if I were a man. Who would pick a woman in her thirties, gravity assaulted, used goods, over a fresh little piece with bright eyes and a totally tight and screwable body? Me, I feel like I need a couple of screws drilled into me to hold me together.
It's funny, but I'm not thinking of the implications of our little exchange last night. I'm just cooking bacon, barefoot in my kitchen, in the oversized t-shirt and elastic shorts I put on in place of the pajamas. No, it's definitely not about Brian and me. It's about Thomas, I owe him everything. I exist to help him. And so does Brian. The whole fucking world revolves around him if you ask me.
Condition unchanged. Stable.
Whatever that means. He's made it through another night. That's another hurdle. Just a million more to go. The heart has to heal. He has to breathe on his own. There could be brain damage. He had a stroke; we don't know what that means. Blood was cut off to his spine, no guarantee he'll ever walk again.
I have already tried to call Monica; she's got her phone on voice mail.
Still trying to get over this whole there's-a-man-in-my-apartment thing. I would be naked now otherwise. Hell, I wouldn't be cooking. I would be eating cereal from a box, hunting for donuts at the convenience store.
I'm not a morning person. I need diet soda and space. Even with Thomas I can count the number of times on one hand we woke up in the same bed. And that was for logistical reasons more than anything. Can't explain why this is just not a part of us, not a part of me. I've never been married, never even come that close. Did as much as I could to keep men away, including the alcohol. Lots of sex, not much commitment. Forever in the wrong beds, nowhere relationships, pining after married men, preferring to believe their absurd promises of a future together than to risk anything real.
The proverbial rock bottom for me happened thirteen months ago and eight days. It wasn't as dramatic as you might think. Ironically, I woke up feeling fine, as I always do from a drunk. Never once blessed with a hangover I couldn't cure with a little caffeine. Fit as a fiddle, I went to run in the park on a Sunday morning. Up north, air exhaling in smoky rings.
Thirty-four years old, not a scratch on me.
Five miles, never flinched. I was almost disappointed. Then it hit me. I'm trying to kill myself here and it isn't even working.
I'm a fucking failure at slow suicide.
Or was I a mess inside?
I went to a doctor, told him flat out I've taken shitty care of myself for twenty years. I drink like a fish and the only green things I ate are the snacks on St. Patrick's Bar at Donovan's Tavern.
He couldn't find anything wrong with me either.
Good news, he called it.
I quit my job, headed south to Orlando with everyone else in the known universe. Wandered around the amusement parks for a couple of weeks until the cash ran low then decided what to do next. Came down to a coin toss. A bar on one side of the street, a church on the other, with a meeting. It came up heads for the meeting. I went for three out of five and five out of seven. Fuck it, still heads.
I gave up fighting the little dwarves in the sky or whoever it is run the universe. Off I went, trotting my ass down the stairs to the faded linoleum basement.
A half hour later I met Thomas and my life changed forever.
"Hey.” Brian's standing behind me. That chest is still bare and it's closer than ever. He's lean, he's yummy … he's … in my space and I'm not even pissed off.
I blush. “Hey,” I say back, using the same lips that wanted to taste that cock, the same lips that wanted to worship-correction, still want to worship.
"Something smells good."
"I hope you like it,” I blurt. “Eggs, bacon, toast?"
"My favorites. Can I help with anything?"
"No. Sit.” I let him have the head of the table, such as it is. “You take your coffee with cream and sugar, right?"
"Good memory."
I set the cup down. My hand trembles a little.
"Caroline?"
My throat is bone dry. “Yes?"
Oh, god, if he asks for my body, if he says anything at all…
"I really appreciate you letting me crash here."
"It was nothing."
"No. It was a lot."
I can smell him. He smells like a man. A little sweat, a little left over cologne. A lot of testosterone.
"If you say so…"
"I do. Why are you so nervous?” He asks.
"I'm not."
He touches my hand. I feel the heat, instant, paralyzing. This isn't right. Am I just responding to him because of Thomas? Is it all vicarious? Not that my flesh could tell the difference at the moment.
Come on, Caroline, speak up, and tell him to let go.
"Sure you are, you're shaking like a leaf."
"Too much caffeine,” I quip as he caresses my fingers.
My toes curl in reply. Bare toes. Oh, hell, I do not have enough clothes on. This is why I don't like men here…
"Don't make a joke,” he says sternly. “Tell me what you're really feeling."
"I am attracted to you,” I say, “and it scares the hell out of me."
Fuck, where did that come from? I am not attracted right now, I'm worried about Thomas. Period.
"There, was that so hard?"
"Yes it was."
"You're not really scared though, are you? I think you feel guilty."
"I refuse to be analyzed,” I declare, “By men who are younger than the sweaters I have hanging in my closet."
"Analysis isn't what I'm interested in.” He stands up, body to body. “And I really don't care about your sweaters. In fact, I'm not too keen on any clothes at all for you."
He's tugging up my t-shirt.
"Brian, no. What happened last night … it was the heat of the moment. We were both upset. We have to know our places. Thomas, your father, needs us, you can't betray that."
"I'm not betraying anything, Caroline, I'm following my feelings. Tell me you don't have the same?"
"I don't."
"Is that the truth?"
My shirt is off; he tosses it onto the floor. I cover my breasts. “It is,” I insist.
"I think you're lying.” He cups my ass cheeks through my shorts. “I wonder if a spanking would change your story?"
"No one does that to me,” I squirm.
"Except for him, I know.” Brian kisses me. There's big trouble here; this won't end well.
"Let go of me. This is just some game to you, isn't it? Competing with the old man? Well I'm not a prize."
He doesn't let go. “I am not doing anything but living in the moment. I have to have you, I wanted you the second I saw you, Caroline, you're so beautiful."
"Stop saying that. You think you're being clever, you're just immature."
I punch at his chest, he does back off, but by then I start to cry. Oh, shit, I don't want to do this in front of him.
He holds me, not at all awkward. “I'm sorry,” he whispers. “I push too hard. I always do that."
"No,” I don't want him to bear anymore guilt than he might already. “It's obvious, we are connecting. I just, I just can't right now."
"I know.” He kisses my neck. “I'll stop."
He doesn't stop. His hand slips inside my shorts and into my pussy. I sigh against him, I encourage, I move, I writhe.
"Yes,” his voice is husky, I feel his confidence grow, like his hard on. “It is right. You do need it."
I come for him, just like that, a hot and helpless little slut, climaxing at the wrong time, the wrong place with the wrong man, and then before you know it we are into it too deep, me over the kitchen table, my breasts squashed, face down, the juices dripping down my leg wanton and blatant.
It all happens so fast; he strips his clothes off. He tells me my body is talking to him, I need to let him do this to me, to show me what can happen between us. I ask if he has protection, at least? Yes, there's a condom in the pocket of his jeans, he swears it's a coincidence, and I guess it is, he only met me last night.
I'm still spasming from before as he enters me, his cock just as hard as I imagined it would be, watching him pleasure himself.
"Oh, god … yes … no…” I am so fucked up.
He puts a hand on my back to steady me and I want to rebel-this is too intimate for my liking, much more so than fucking.
This is relationship stuff, communicating needs and trying to gauge mine.
This … will … not … end … well.
I push my ass up in protest. He takes my hips and takes control. His cock retracts half way and then fills me again. My muscles conspire; they turn complete traitors, contracting, cooperatively, greedily around him.
My whole body is tensing and releasing, a billion times a second, it's happening, I'm going to climax again.
His cock is moving like lightning. I hear the grunts of pure animal joy, pure male.
I make one final effort to hold back, silly little woman that I am. He senses the resistance and slaps my ass. Just one time, just hard enough to open the floodgates and I explode all over him, all around him, all through him.
Brian releases his own pent up orgasm simultaneously, filling the tip of the condom. He is hot like fire, he pulses and I catch myself wishing I could just take his come inside me … letting him brand me and mark me … that would make things interesting wouldn't it?
I push him off me as quickly as I can. I still feel him in me; my ass tingles and is warm where he laid his hand. I am so in over my head. “This can't happen again, is that clear?"
"Not unless you want it, too."
"I don't want it to,” I insist. “And wipe that look off your face."
"What look?"
"That ‘I just fucked an older woman and I can do it again any time I like,’ look."
"Not unless you want me to,” he repeats.
"I don't,” I say right back. “Not ever."
"There isn't a problem then,” he pads off to the bathroom.
"I'm serious,” I call out, shaking and twitching all over.
"What the fuck is that?” I demand as he comes back out with something in his hand.
My body gives way. I know exactly what it is … one of my washcloths … damp and warm … and, oh, god I am seeing Thomas. That's what he does. He's the kind of man who will always get the towel, you see, the kind of Daddy who will sit next to baby girl and gently wipe her clean with warm, soapy water after every encounter asking her questions, how does she feel and did she come enough times because that's his rule, baby girl comes first and often.
I back up, right against the sink. “What are you doing?"
"What does it look like I'm doing, girl?"
A hot knife sears my stomach. “I'm not your girl."
"I didn't say you were.” He kneels at my feet, orders me to stop squirming. “Just kind of came out, you know, the word was on the tip of my tongue, like a song lyric."
I gasp as he touches me.
I am so afraid I will flash back to Thomas and have a major freak out session, but it isn't remotely like that.
Brian's hands, it seems, have a life all their own.
I'm not soothed or centered like with Daddy, I'm pushed all sideways, edgy, squirmy, aroused all over again, against my will, but not against my will. “Don't … Brian…"
Pretty much that's all I seem to say lately, isn't it? Don't Brian. Not sure if he's a man or a puppy. A little of both, I guess.
"Don't be so uptight.” He dabs here and there then changes tactics. The cloth is replaced with his tongue. “It's okay,” he tells me as he licks my pussy. “To be my girl for a little while, when I'm inside you. If it's what I feel."
"It's not about your feelings,” I protest, not ready to deal with my own. “You can't be that selfish, Brian."
His ministrations make a mockery of my statement. What is selfish about a man giving oral sex to a girl-a woman, I mean?
I orgasm for him, just how he wants, quaking waves, two in one, rivulets of liquid pleasure from reserves I don't even know I have, but I'm shaking my head no the whole time because I'm torn, torn nearly in two … it's not fair … I want to be baby girl, I want to be having this with Daddy…
I start to cry.
There isn't any comforting me or reasoning with me and Brian respects this, to his credit. He heeds me as I tell him to just go, please, just don't be here anymore, don't touch me, or remind me or try to be nice to me. He pulls his clothes back on and walks out the door, with a remarkable grace under the circumstances. He moves, quiet as a cat, I think he doesn't want to do anything to make me feel worse, but he couldn't possibly understand how low I've sunk.
I curl naked on the tile.
I just fucked the father's son. Am I mistress to both of them now? I never even ask if Brian was attached to anyone. It's not like Thomas and I were exclusive, I mean he was married and since Thomas I have had a few dates, but right now, I should be keeping myself for him. Shouldn't I?
God, I haven't changed at all. Daddy, I don't see it, all that you saw in me. I'm a whore and a slut. The same eighteen-year-old girl who spread her virgin legs for beers at Jimmy Campo's trailer, who let herself be his piece on the side when his wife wasn't looking, until Frankie came along, gung ho to be my first real boyfriend, with his motorcycle and his temper. I did what he told me so I wouldn't get hit and then I did what his cousin told me and his cousin's brother.
Sometimes all three of them told me at once what to do and they were big men, not very sensitive men, who didn't care how sore a girl got taking cocks up inside her pussy or between her jaws hour after hour. I didn't mind; I wanted to be good, wanted to be drunk and high and right. Things went good for a year or so; I made a super little poker game prize until the night they got a little too wasted and started fighting over me.
A broken jaw landed me in the hospital and from there back home with my parents which was a hundred fucking times worse, so it was off to a one year business school in Albany and then work with the state, which you'd think would put me in a whole lot better milieu but I managed to find mother fuckers there, too, just a higher pay grade. Franklin liked to dress me up in gunny sax dresses that he said I didn't deserve, the little snot. Wish he would have had the balls to hit me, the mama's boy, instead of taking down my self-esteem, one petty insult at a time.
Some of the others along the way were more dramatic, bodies passed out on my floor at all hours of the day and night, heads I had to hold up over the toilet while they puked up their love for me, and a couple of fist holes in my cardboard box apartment.
A thrill a fucking minute. I finally learned to switch to married men, who were easier on my furniture. Left the state, went to work for private industry, found some decent bosses, one or two of them would buy me flowers and even go more than five minutes fucking me so I could have a chance to come, too.
I actually lived to my thirtieth birthday, surprise, surprise and by then I was pretty hard-cynical, a lost cause. No one got inside me anymore. I lived alone, mentally and physically and I liked it.
Daddy has this theory, none of this is my fault, I'm not a bad person, it all goes back to childhood, that big block of life with V for Victim stamped on my forehead that I try to block out.
It's not a “V” I want. It's the scarlet letter “A". That's right, I want some men to come in here right now and stand in a circle around me and pray with hypocritical bitter scorn, just like Grandpa used to pray over his children, one of whom grew up to be my devil of a biological daddy, who lost the right to that title a long, long time ago.
Yes, I want them to pray for me, spit on me and call me slut. I want them to make me roll on my back and lift my pussy up to them. I want them to have black robes, like judges, I want them to make me crawl underneath, naked, and suck off their cocks. I want them to force me to make them hard so they can fuck me on the floor on all fours, like a little bitch.
I want each of them to shove my mouth over them and force me to slurp them into erections and then I want them to pull me off their cocks by the hair and slap me in the face and tell me to stop being such a fucking little whore and move on to the next cock. I want to say thank you, I enjoy it and will you put a collar on me, please, with the word cunt stenciled on it?
Damn it, how did I get here? I never felt this kind of guilt, because no one I've ever been involved has been better than me. Thomas didn't deserve this. The stress … of an affair … the stress of me.
I take a spatula from the drawer, I'm in some kind of trance, I whack my ass as best I can, a double jointed self, standing outside myself … I can't do it, can't bring myself down like I need.
I've never craved the pain so much, never gone to the edge like this. My dark dreams on the verge of reality. I stuff my hand in my pussy; I come hard, teeth gritted on the floor. I fuck my entire hand's worth of fingers, up to the knuckle. I tug on my nipple, twisting it, nothing nice or sweet.
Good god, am I turning into a masochist?
It's an orgasm between breaths … feels like an invasion, coming from outside me … I'm alone but not alone. No way to describe it, no way to measure the time, to identify the interval. I only know I'm different afterwards. Something's shaken free and I don't know how to put it back in place.
I need to take a shower; I need to think about work. There are things to be done. For Thomas’ company. Our company, he likes to call it, though I don't have a nickel put into it. He corrects me if I tell people I work for him.
"You work with me, Caroline."
"Actually my best work is underneath you,” I tease, naming his favorite position, with me as his special toy, to maneuver up and down, my tits free for him to suckle, my body totally in his control as he orders me to look him in the eye.
"Come, baby girl. Now."
I'm numb as I head for the shower. Ordinarily by this time I would have talked to Thomas on the phone, maybe e-mailed him. We'd have talked about all sorts of things, from account transfers to what we're each going to wear to what we should do for lunch, assuming it's an office day for him and not a meeting day.
Office days are the best because we can play. Fridays are cool because they are jean days. We are like little children, counting off on the calendar all week. Other days are nice, too, because I wear my skirts.
I might just be standing on our back balcony, looking out over the stucco wall and he will come along, while I'm smoking and put his hand on my ass. He will feel to see if I have panties on.
If I do that he is liable to tell me to take them off. That's embarrassing if I'm denied permission to go and do it in the bathroom. Nothing like pulling down your underwear outside and handing it to your boss, stucco wall or no.
At one point I thought I would outsmart him by wearing none. As ‘punishment’ he laid his hands on my bare ass and discretely masturbated me, right there on the spot. I had to look straight down to the sidewalk, acting like nothing was happening even while he was making me come.
Time disappears on me as the water sluices down over my terribly overstimulated body. I just want to escape; I don't even want to feel sexy, just calm. The trouble is, it's like Brian is still here, crowding me. His hands are palpable shadows, touching me. I slap them away. I am not very effective. I keep seeing that look. So frigging cute, in an exasperating way.
I've had you and I will again anytime I want.
Well you won't, buster, because you won't be seeing me. At least not alone.
The shadow hands take my breasts from behind … or is he making me touch myself?
"Want to bet?” I hear him whisper.
Brian, stop.
My mantra…
A hand goes to my pussy, his, mine, who gives a fuck?
Speaking of fucking … here goes the soap. Over my clit, down to my slit.
Fuck yourself with it, Caroline, show me what a pathetic slut you really are…
I slide to the floor of the tub … and go at it for real.
The clock shows forty minutes have passed when I finally get out of the shower. My fingers look like prunes.
Monica calls me while I'm driving over to the office, twenty minutes after that. I answer in a panic that catches her off guard.
"What is it? Is there a change?"
"Thomas is fine, I'm just checking to see if you've been to the bank yet."
The bank … yes … I need to go first thing … I'd nearly forgotten…
I'm supposed to transfer the money, so the mortgage can be paid on the office building in Atlanta. “I'm on my way now."
"Caroline, are you okay?"
Of course I'm not fucking okay.
"I'll be fine. It's just … hard."
"I know, the girls in the Atlanta office are pretty shook up, too."
I bristle at being lumped in with the hired help, but, damn it, I am hired help, too. I can't take this out on her.
"What about you? How are you holding up?"
"I'm staying busy. Doing what I can without leaving his room."
I feel a stab of jealousy. I want to be in his room, I want to be the one who's allowed to worry officially.
I could do it better, damn it, I hate to say that. I would wait on him, I would talk to him, I'd talk non-stop, and I would bring him out of it. I could. I fucking could.
"And the girls, how are they coping?"
"Oh, you know those two. They are driving me crazy and each other, but they're strong. I couldn't do it without them."
Great, weigh them down like you did your husband.
"I'll be by after,” I try to make it casual.
"Just don't forget the bank. Oh, and do you think you could call my hairdresser? I have to cancel, obviously. I don't have the number on my cell, Denise should do this, I know, but she's sick today."
"Sure, no problem.” I try not to sound curt or resentful. It's killing me.
Sooner or later, I figure, Monica will find out. Jeezus, I don't want to fuck with Thomas’ life. I feel in the way. I don't fucking like that feeling. I despise it. It's worse than anything I ever felt when I was drinking. It might even be what started me drinking in the first place.
I decide I am not going to the hospital today.
Should I be getting a new sponsor-at least for the interim?
I go to the bank.
After that I'm stuck. How am I going to face the office? Everything there is him. He bought that building, rented out most of it, saved us a little piece, the one two room suite to make his dream come true. He picked out all the furniture, with my help. We decorated it, our newlywed pad we called it. He spoiled me rotten, let me pick out the nicest chair to sit in, the best mahogany desk.
Sometimes he will come up to me when I least expect it and give me a massage while I'm sitting in my leather throne. He will make me tingle all over, only to return afterward to his little office next to mine in our intimate suite, never saying a word as he leaves me peaceful and spent, bare toes luxuriating in the brand new carpeting on which I've been fucked so many times I've lost count.
Other times he will come with very different hands, demanding hands, while I work on the computer, his fingers slipping down inside my blouse and under my bra.
I will not resist. This surrender gives me the biggest thrill, yielding up my body for Thomas’ pleasure, being the perfect instrument, letting him use and enjoy at will.
"Whose breasts?” he will growl in that special tone that makes me swoon as I answer, “Yours, Daddy."
With the hugest smile I lean back giving him free reign to unbutton me.
The armchair in Thomas’ office, the one facing his desk, by contrast is designed to give me a different kind of experience. If he ever calls me in and tells me somberly, lock the door, I know, he is going to call the shots.
The phones are not going to be answered for a while; business will just have to wait.
If I still have panties on by some minor miracle, they must come off.
Gingerly, I set them on the edge of his desk. He might glance at them, pick them up with a pencil for examination, or, most delicious of all, make direct inquiries.
I hear his voice echoing as I drive. I rub my thighs together, insatiable.
"Are they wet, Caroline?"
"They are damp, Sir,” I reply.
"Is that the same as wet?"
"No, Sir.” He won't make eye contact at this early stage, which really turns me on because he'll be making like he's busy with something else, something more important. I get hotter and hotter, the more he puts me in my place, just a girl, who's there for sex, whatever he wants, when he wants it.
"What is your chief responsibility around this office, Caroline?"
"I'm to be wet and ready, to submit at any time, Sir."
He finally looks at me. My knees buckle. We're going to play that game. “And what is our agreement, Caroline, should you fail to meet your responsibility?"
"If I'm a bad girl,” I whisper. “I must be punished."
"Punished how?” prompts the trim-bearded ex military man, one in a million with hands that caress like velvet.
"With a spanking,” I say, the word running through me like electricity. “On my bare ass."
He nods. “Take off your skirt."
I'm not permitted to look down or away. I must face him, unclasp the garment and push it over my hips.
It falls to my feet; I step out, one high heel at a time.
"Turn around for me, Caroline."
I flip my hair and move in a circle, feminine, graceful. I'm always that way with him, because I know that's how he sees me.
"You have a beautiful ass."
"Thank you, Sir."
"After your punishment, I think I might let you kneel down and pleasure my cock. Would you like that?"
"Oh, Yes, Sir,” I sigh. The way he can shift back and forth, from crisp and professional to down and dirty never fails to bring me to the brink. I wonder if today will be one of the times he requires me to come during my spanking, my crotch helplessly humping his thigh, or if I will be forced to hold it in for later.
"Remove your blouse."
"Yes…"
I stand there a moment, in nothing but my bra. I feel more naked than if I were completely bare. My nipples are pebbles, straining at the silk material, my breasts want out, they want to be seen, and they want to be played with.
"Come to me, baby girl.” He slides his chair out and turns it.
There are rules for this next part. I can't touch him anywhere except his lap. I have to lay myself over it; my palms and heels must be on the floor.
There is no description for the intensity, the thrilling intimacy of this mutually agreed upon inequality. He dominates, I submit, he sentences, I give over my ass. Most importantly, he is clothed, I am not, there is no protection, my slit, my lips impress upon his muscular thigh, I feel his cock rise and press erect into my belly.
That cock is going to own me. It already does. It's going in my ass again, just because he says and I want it because I want to be owned, I want to belong to this beautiful man in all the ways I can. I hate that there are limits; that he goes home to a wife every day, in spirit at least. I hate my aloneness … sometimes. But then again, I know that is part of what makes it so special between us. It's a respite from everything the world demands, from all that normal life requires. No escape, the good with the bad. Always dues to pay.
At this stage of proximity, we move into our other roles, perhaps our truest ones.
"Have you been bad, baby girl?” he pats my bottom.
"Yes, Daddy,” I squirm.
"Tell Daddy about it."
"I should have been wetter for Daddy."
As if that were truly possible…
"Do you know why Daddy has that rule?"
"So baby girl and Daddy can play together?"
"That's right, and Daddy needs baby girl to be cooperative, doesn't he?"
"Yes, Daddy."
"You see I have to punish you?” his finger moves over my clit.
Oh, fuck yes.
"Will it hurt, Daddy?"
"A little, but we have to go through it."
"Yes … oh I love you, Daddy."
His hand lands on top of me, a perfect first spank. He always knows just how to cup his hand, just how to aim for the sweet spot. He makes me sting and burn, but never hurts me.
We count together, up to ten. I am moaning, “Daddy, Daddy please, I need to suck you…"
"Is baby girl sorry? Does she want to be a good girl?"
"Yes, oh, yes, Daddy.” I am the best most grateful girl in the world as he lets me down between his legs. He opens his pants, I take his cock out.
"I love you, Daddy, I love you so much."
"I love you, Sweetheart."
I kiss his cock, I smother it with kisses, my eyes water up because I have waited my whole life for someone I could love unconditionally, nothing dirty, everything pure and right, it all fits together.
I proudly swallow his member, thick and pulsing. I love to hear him make those little noises in the back of his throat; I know he's enjoying it so much, enjoying me. I drink down his come, greedily, I know he'd like to hold back a little longer, maybe fuck me even but there are times I put my foot down-or my tongue.
Baby girl has needs … and that doesn't always mean orgasms. Sometimes it is simply to be the object of Daddy's pleasure.
I want to go home, but I remember I need to check the mail at the office. We're expecting an insurance settlement check for damage to the roof last hurricane season.
Thomas went right up top with the adjustor, god, I was so scared for him. He called me mother hen. Not really, you just have a tendency to look out for people who turn your life around.
I was so close the night I met him to heading for a drink and I'm not sure if I started again whether I would have been able to ever stop. I was so close to the edge. It's no wonder that introduction is burned into my memory.
The world Before Thomas and After Thomas.
The first thing I saw was his loafers, oh, he loves his shiny shoes. I had the shakes, I felt like something off the bottom of those shoes. I was at the edge of my metal folding chair, poised to split. The last thing I wanted was to engage another human in conversation. That's when he gave me that line about being in dirt and I told him I was in shit … up to my eyeballs.
He smiled wryly, like he'd been there himself. “You got a sponsor yet?"
"Haven't decided to stick around."
"We can go get some real coffee if you like."
I sized him up. He wasn't bad looking. Maybe fifty-five, but he could pass for younger. He was trim, with a neat, close beard. He'd lost some of his dark hair, but the bare scalp in its place was tanned, healthy and kind of sexy. His eyes were blue, intense but not overpowering. He had dark slacks and a button down shirt. He was confident and poised with capable hands.
"I don't even know you,” I pointed out.
One thing was clear. He had a ring on his left hand.
"That will have to change,” he said matter of factly. “Now that I'm your sponsor."
"I told you, I haven't decided."
"You can decide over coffee."
The next thing I know I am leaving the basement of First Methodist heading for the nearest Starbrew's Coffee Shop in the company of a handsome older man.
A married older man.
"So do you do this often?” I ask as he buys me an extra large latte with a shot of espresso.
He ushers me toward a small, secluded table in the back. “What's that?"
"Pick up pathetic women at alcoholic meetings."
"You don't seem pathetic to me."
"Give it time."
"I intend to."
His voice had this little rasp to it, made me wet my panties. He was so sure, not cocky, just determined.
"You're lucky this is only coffee, Mister, or I would be sorely tempted to seduce you."
"I can't say it would break my heart."
"Might break your wife's though."
"What about you? Do you have anyone special?"
"I'm between special someones at the moment. My last one wanted to consummate in the back seat of my car. Unfortunately he threw up in my hair while I was performing a little warm up fellatio. I think his name was Kevin."
"We should find his car and return the favor,” he quipped. “Maybe eat a dozen hot dogs and ride a tilt a whirl for an hour or so first."
I laughed so damn hard I nearly peed myself. “Oh, fuck, I needed that."
"You should do that more often."
"What's that? Blow people I don't know?"
"No, laugh. It lights your whole face up."
Shit. A compliment. Now there was a novelty. “Careful, I might get addicted to hearing nice things. I'll start following you around like a puppy dog."
"I see you more as a kitten."
"Helpless and annoying, you mean?"
"Fierce, cute as hell and ready to take on the world,” he corrects. “Smart, too."
"You really do have a comeback for everything, don't you?"
"Just where you're concerned, it seems."
He had me speechless. Falling back on bar etiquette I said, “So do we screw now?"
"No."
"A married man with ethics. Now there's something you don't see every day."
"I'm not that ethical,” he retorted, knocking my socks off. “I'm going to fuck your brains out, but not until you get your self well."
Talk about incentive.
Never was there a more eager meeting attendant. Never did a person stick so close to a sponsor.
There were times I wanted to know how he coped, who did he lean on? He wouldn't answer, except through jokes. And oh, could he make me laugh.
These were the only times, though, when my laughter held something else underneath. I suppose I saw this coming. And not just for the past two weeks.
I arrive at our building, a two-story white stucco under the cypress trees on one of the best streets in Winter Park. The other vehicles in the miniature lot are all sixty thousand apiece. One is the lawyer's who rents downstairs. There's also the investment broker's SUV and the psychologist's imported sedan. Monday I had to go around and tell them about Thomas. They were all as stunned as me at the news.
Thomas is just one of those people, a force of nature, really, that you take for granted in life. Like the sun rising. Or the gentle breeze on your Sunday afternoon stroll.
I walk past the psychologist's Jaguar, making a note to have the parking lines freshly painted. The car is crooked, an inch into the next spot belonging to the broker's assistant. I will hear about this as de facto building manager. Trust me; a kindergarten class displays incredible maturity in comparison to a group of spoiled professional adults.
Thomas loves to roll his eyes at them and call them choice names, for my ears only, and never with any real venom. He's such a gentleman; he puts up with it all, their petty complaints, perpetual late rent.
I have to stand on tiptoes to reach the row of mailboxes. It really needs to be lowered, but Thomas claims he likes the view. My ass stretched to the max.
"I already got it."
Shit. It's him.
"Brian,” I wheel around. “What are you doing here?"
"Looking for you."
"Well you found me. What do you want?"
"A fresh start?"
"A start? Seems like we're long finished, don't you think?"
"I can still taste your lips, your breasts. You know how good I felt inside you,” he presses.
I look around, my heart pittering like a little white bunny. “Someone could hear you."
"I have nothing to hide."
"I do."
He nods. “You're right. I apologize. We'll go inside the office."
"I am not going in there with you."
With Daddy I feel like a princess, with Junior I'm just … prey.
"In that case, I'll go in and wait for you,” he says.
"The door is locked."
My own heart nearly ruptures as he shows me the keys.
"How did you get those?"
"From Monica. It's time I showed an interest in the family business, don't you think?"
I stand there, in shock.
He walks away, turns the corner. He's going in the private entrance, our special back stairs.
I race after him. “This isn't your family business. You have nothing invested."
Wow, Caroline. You just described yourself.
I want to pull his hand away as he unlocks the door, but I'm loath to make a scene. The best I can do is follow him in, still protesting.
"We looked at my father's will,” he closes the door behind us. “I stand to inherit half of this."
"That's insane. Thomas would never give this to you."
He eyes me. “What did you think, you were going to get it?"
My reaction is hard and fast. He catches my wrist in mid air before I can connect with a slap.
"Let go of me, you fucking asshole!"
"Submissives don't touch dominants,” he says simply.
"You're not a dominant and I'm sure as hell not submissive,” I say.
He pushes me back, releasing me before I can kick him in the nuts.
"I'm calling the police if you don't get out,” I threaten.
"I have the right to be here as his son,” he says cruelly. “And unless you want me throwing you out, you had better start showing a little respect, employee."
Something kicks in. I don't charge him, I don't run. “You said before you thought I felt guilty, but I think you do. I've been there for Thomas since the moment I met him. Where have you been?"
"Don't you worry about me. I know how to make up for lost time. I'd say I did some of that this morning."
"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?"
"I had my father's mistress, what do you think it means?"
"You didn't have shit!” I want to throw something at him so badly, but I love each and every thing in this office. “You'll never touch my soul you little shit, never ever."
He pulls me into his arms. I fight him, I can't break free. “This turns you on?” He hisses. “Doesn't it?"
"No-castrating you-that would turn me on."
"Liar.” He spins me. My backside against his crotch. One hand across my shoulders he undoes my jeans, shoves a hand down my panties rudely. “What do you call that?"
"Fantasizing … about your father. A real man!"
He masturbates me. “Tell me what he does to you,” he demands.
"None of your fucking business."
"Does he spank you, is that it?"
"Go to hell.” I try not to move against his hand. It's no use.
"You really are submissive, aren't you?"
"Only for him."
"You don't get to choose. In fact that's the whole point.” He yanks down my pants and panties so hard I almost lose my balance. I get no say as he topples me over the couch.
"I'm tired of your mixed messages,” he takes out his cock and pushes it into me from behind.
"What mixed messages, you idiot?"
"You want me to be him; you don't want me to be him. You tell me I am so much like him and then you push me away. You think he was so fucking perfect? Ask him where he was my whole life?"
"He's sorry for that … he's made amends."
"In your mind,” he fucks me hard. “But who the hell are you to judge that. You're not the one he abandoned."
I moan. “He's … a good Daddy."
Brian chuckles. “So that's the game, is it? You and Thomas play Daddy and daughter. How touching."
"I hate you,” I squirm.
"But you'll come for me, like a good sub, won't you?"
I try to convey my protest even as the physical feelings take charge. “It's … my body … not my soul you're taking."
"No fucking difference,” he growls.
Daddy I'm so sorry, I shouldn't climax like this … shouldn't surrender to this … shouldn't be aroused at all…
"Oh, god…"
He pulls my hair, balls it up in his fist, he forces the pleasure from me, makes me ride the rail of desire, an electric line through my cunt, up and down my spine, he gives me no quarter, he sops me wet and rings me dry. But he doesn't come himself.
I've never been fucked like that in my entire life.
He's still rock hard, his cock dripping my juices. He pulls me up off the sofa, using my hair as a handle, my eyes water, but my pussy is still twitching … I'm not even done coming.
"Where do you belong, sub?"
My cheeks are flush, too late to deny, he reads it in my eyes.
I belong on my fucking knees getting my mouth fucked.
He lets me down, I don't say a word; I just take him inside my mouth.
My rebel, slut, traitor's mouth.
He puts his hands on the side of my head. He draws my mouth deep around him, I can barely breathe. I gag, I choke, I feel deliciously, scandalously full, I'm a bad, bad girl and I can't even help it because a bad, bad boy is doing it all. For a moment I forget everything else, my worries, my grief … myself.
His voice comes to me from somewhere, I don't know where.
"You need this, Caroline…"
Is he right?
He pulls his cock out from between my jaws and begins to stroke. He's larger than his father all right and he has more veins. How expertly his fingers move up and down, pleasuring himself. I am mesmerized.
"Should I come on your face, girl?"
I can't say yes, but I can't say no, either.
He smiles. His semen is hot and sticky. It lands in gobs on my cheeks, on my eyebrows, my lips.
"Leave it,” he says.
I sit on the floor, wasted as he zips himself up and goes to the men's room down the hall.
When he comes back it's still there, a mask of come.
This time when he smiles at me I lower my eyes to his shoes.
I could almost kiss them…
"See,” he says. “You are submissive."
"What are you going to do to me?” I whisper.
"It's what we're going to do to each other, Caroline…” He kisses me on top of the head on the way out as he hands me a handful of paper towels for my face. “See you at the hospital."
I crumple them in my hand. “I'm not going back,” I pout. “I'm in the way. And I sure won't go if you're there."
He lifts my chin. “You are going. And until I see you again no playing with that pretty pussy."
"You don't own me!” I say as he reaches the door.
I don't even merit a reply, just a little kiss, blown patronizingly off his fingertips.
"Fuck you,” I tell the back of the closed door.
For all the good it's going to do me.



CHAPTER III


Kasey and Erin are in the room with him when I get there. They aren't being quite as strict about the two person visiting policy today. I'm not sure if that's a good sign or not. Officially they won't say anything much at all. Ninety percent of people who suffer this kind of heart attack die by now. His life hangs by a thread. He's not breathing on his own, he has a mask. He can't talk, can't eat. And he sure as hell can't help me sort out the mess with his son.
Erin gives me a hug, which shocks the hell out of me. I feel like I barely know her, but I think she must sense the connection to Thomas through me.
I notice she has no earphones today. Kasey gives me no chance to reply on my own as she moves right in to tell me what she knows from the doctors. “He can hear everything, Caroline, it's good for us to keep talking to him, it stimulates him."
Erin is still clingy. Such a funny age-desperate for independence, but ready to bolt back to the womb, mom's or anyone else's at the least provocation. “When is Daddy going to wake up, Caroline?"
I feel a little tug at my heartstrings hearing her call him Daddy.
Brian's got me thinking … is something wrong with what we have?
"Caroline doesn't know that,” Kasey says to her little sister. “Why are you asking?"
"You don't know either, Kas."
"I didn't say I did."
"Yes you did. You act like you know everything."
"No I don't."
"Yes, you do."
I'm tempted to cut them off, but this might be just the stimulation Thomas needs to wake up. If for no other reason than to tell them both to give it a rest.
"Caroline, will you talk to dad with me?” Erin wants to know.
"Sure, Er."
Kasey floors me with her next statement. “We should give Caroline a chance to be alone with Dad; you can talk to him any time."
I try not to look too stunned. Just how mature is Kasey and how much is she capable of figuring out on her own? And isn't she a chip off the old block, thinking so deeply and creatively of someone else's needs?
Just goes to show you how little biology means. Kasey is the apple off the tree while Brian isn't even from the same orchard.
"Why does she need to talk alone?” Erin asks reasonably enough.
"They're friends. When you aren't a kid anymore you'll understand."
"I'm not a kid now."
Kasey shepherds her out. “Yes, you are."
"Am not."
"You are and that's why you're arguing with me."
"You're a kid,” her mini-Monica voice parrots down the hall. “And that's why you're arguing with me."
"Women,” I smile at Thomas. “Right, Boss?"
He can't answer back to one of our running jokes.
"He's supposed to say, ‘Can't live with ‘em, can't live with ‘em."
Swallowing hard … shit, don't let me fall apart.
Got to keep talking.
"I just want to know you're okay. I'd take the pain, anything you're feeling. Oh, god, I don't know what to pray for. I hate god, anyway, he does all this shit to us and expects us to know what to ask for. Fuck it Thomas, do I want you to pull out of this? Do I want to be that selfish?"
I try and touch his hand. I can't. I'm … afraid.
"You're hanging on for everyone else, aren't you? Anyone else would have taken the hand he was dealt. Don't stay for me. I'm okay."
The words catch, the words choke.
"Oh, hell,” I laugh through tears, nice and fresh. “You always could see through me. I'm a fucking wreck. I've never been less okay. Why did you have to be so nice to me? Why couldn't you have been a prick, thrown up in my car the first night and been done with it?
"You're too stubborn. I wasn't worth it. You should have kept more of yourself. Damn it, Thomas, did we cheat Monica and the kids? Were they supposed to have all that energy you put into me? I know it bothered you; we talked about it. You lost sleep too; I saw it in your eyes.
"You never told me. Was I the first? Why didn't I ask? Sometimes I see how other women look at you. I wish I could get jealous, but I am just too star struck by you or something. It's okay; you were born to love women. I hope you had as many as you could sink that beautiful cock into.
"Oh … shit … you're not going to make it are you? I don't know if I'll have another chance. Is this it?"
I sniffle, trying to be Daddy's big girl.
"There is one thing. You know what it is, you great big smart ass, you're already watching over me, I bet you're laughing, too.
"Your son's a chip off the old block. He wants something from me-not just the sex. Though, fuck, it's good. Shit, stop laughing; I'm not that much of a slut. Am I? Okay, but I'm your slut. He's a good looking young man. He can take care of business. No refinement, though. And don't tell me I like it. I'm not that kind of girl."
I can hear his answer. Wanna bet?
"Bite me,” I tell him. Then I kiss his forehead, fast as I can. “Love you, Daddy."
I look up. She's in the doorway watching.
My world gives way from underneath me. How long has she been there? My worst fear, all the pain I've tried not to cause, released in a single bombshell, one careless gesture on my part.
"Monica…"
Her face creases, trying to process, put things together. Puzzle pieces she's had a long time. Oh, thank you, cosmic dwarves, for making her so very blonde…
The sad thing is I don't think she's cheated on him … ever.
"I have to go, Monica. Bye.” I curse myself as I brush past her, trying not to look up, trying not to see anyone.
Nice recovery, Caroline. Talk about acting like the kid with his hand in the cookie jar. Even a blonde could see through that…
"Caroline."
I turn back around, blood pounding in my ears. “Yes?"
"Thank you-for being my husband's friend."
Has she been talking to Kasey? I swallow a ball of guilt the size and weight of a cannonball. “It's nothing, Monica, you'd do the same."
If I had a husband you could fuck behind my back.
I nearly run into a male orderly on my way down the hall. I punch the button on the wall. Come on, stupid elevator, open up … I don't even care if it's just an open shaft; I'll jump in it, anything to get me out of here.
The elevator door opens. Brian's in it.
God damn fucking worst timing in the world as always, thank you, Brian.
"Caroline, what is it?” As usual I am transparent to him.
"Not now.” I back up and head for the stairs.
He catches me in the stairwell, twisting metal banisters, concrete walls. “Caroline, what the fuck is going on?"
He melts me, that mix of concern and gruffness…
I collapse against his chest. I really should have my head examined. “Monica knows,” I exhale.
He holds me. “What did she say?"
"Nothing."
"Then how do you know what she knows?"
"How could she not? And the way I'm walking around like a basket case, I might as well take out an ad in the fucking Sentinel."
"Relax, baby. It's not that bad."
He's comforting me, but that's not what I want.
I rub against him. It's like he's a conduit for all my fucked up, misplaced sexual energy. I can't believe Thomas was ever able to handle me. “I'm a slut, Brian. Treat me like one."
"Here?"
"My sluttiness is surprisingly portable. It works anywhere."
He grabs my ass. “I thought you hated me."
"I do, you're obnoxious and you practically raped me,” I quipped. “But I want you anyway. That's what makes me a slut."
"What you need,” he growls in my ear, “is a spanking."
"What I want is a fuck…"
"But you'll take what I give."
My panties are wetting all over again. “If you think you can resist me.” I try and unzip him. He's too fast. He bends me over the railing. Smacks me hard.
"Ouch!"
He smacks me a second time.
"Mother fucker, your father doesn't hit that hard."
"He's too nice."
"If somebody comes through here,” I wince, “and you'll end up in jail, like I have been telling you all along."
"Makes it more exciting, don't you think? Telling the establishment to go fuck itself, playing them right under their noses?"
He whacks me at will; I can't do anything but take the heat. Thank god it's through my jeans.
"You sound like a lost hippie. Hasn't anybody told you to act your age?"
"What about you … Daddy's little girl?"
"It's baby girl, and you may not call me that."
"Don't want to. Not my thing. I'll call you what I want to.” He reaches around and pinches me nipple. “Isn't that right?"
"Owww … yes … you mother fucker."
He takes my arm. “Let's go."
We head down. “What about the elevator?"
"You need the exercise."
"Like hell. I run three miles a day. I'm in better shape than you."
"You need the humility, then. In fact, I think I'll take the elevator. Meet you at the bottom."
"I'll beat you."
"You can try."
I meet him in the lobby, biggest shit eating grin on my face. “Nice you could join us."
Not sure why I'm flying like this. I am this close to Monica finding me out, which means losing my job not to mention any hope of seeing the man I love ever again.
Whoa … do I love Thomas?
It's not the first time I've said it-we say it a lot, he's a firm believer in owning your feelings, not worrying about how it all adds up. But up to now it's been compartmentalized. A few minutes ago it all got blown wide open.
"You're a smart ass,” he takes my waist. “You know that?"
"I'm told it's my best quality."
"So where do you wanna play-your place or mine?"
"You have a place?"
"A motel room. Decent enough."
"Perfect. You can ravish me in it all afternoon."
"We'll need to make a couple of stops first."
"I can't imagine what you have in mind."
First stop is the adult toy store. Brian wants restraints. We get a basic set that fits under the mattress, with Velcro cuffs for ankles and wrists. A blindfold is also a must. He puts it on me from behind while I'm looking at vibrators.
Thomas loves to play with my senses. Once he led me naked through the backyard of his condominium, my eyes tightly sealed from the world. My hand was in his, the sun kissed my golden skin, and I felt the tickle of the grass on my bare feet. “I just want to see you in your element. You put nature to shame."
Hardly! I was always telling Thomas to get his eyes checked. But he was a very stubborn man. He insisted I was beautiful and that was that. Round and round the yard we went. He picked wild flowers for me to smell, he rubbed the petals on my lips, and he touched a twig to my nipple. A cord pulled in my body so tight I thought it would snap like a piano wire. I had visions of him taking a switch and whipping me. I never did dare to tell him that.
Wonder why?
"What are you thinking?” Brian is at my back, caressing my cheek.
"You'll use it against me."
"Only if you let me."
"That's what I'm worried about."
He laughs and takes the blindfold off. I readjust to the light. As we continue to walk I hold his hand. I'm a little excited, a little scared. Is it all happening too fast? It would be if it weren't for the connection through Thomas.
Or is that an excuse for me falling back into my old impetuous self?
We continue to explore the store. He picks up a crop, taps my thigh lightly.
"I don't think so,” I raise an eyebrow.
He smiles, a private joke. With mixed emotions I watch as he puts it back, keeping the restraints. And he wants a collar, too. My heart beats more quickly.
"Definitely not,” I tell him.
"Look at me.” He holds one up against me.
"Stop it,” I brush it away.
"Arms down."
"No."
"Yes."
My eyes flash, his flash back.
Something zaps in the air. Suddenly we don't feel like talking anymore.
"Let's go,” we say to each other, simultaneously. We buy the collar and the rest of the items. Brian hasn't got enough cash so we put it all on my credit card, which is damned close to the max as it is. Who knows what I'll need to be putting on it in weeks to come. Groceries. Gas. The power bill.
I have maybe three months saved up to cover the rent once Monica pulls the plug on my salary. After that, I'll have to find a real job.
"Caroline,” he checks on the way to the motel, getting all Dom like. “Are you absolutely sure you want to go through with this?"
"After the money I just spent? You got to be kidding me?"
"I'll pay you back out of my first hit album. Seriously, though, you and me are pretty volatile together. We could get into it hot and heavy and there won't be any turning back."
"Turning back from what? What are you talking about and why are you trying to think ahead?"
"Someone has to."
"No they don't.” I move my hand to his crotch. “We are passing time. Minute to minute."
He snatches it away. “Not without permission."
"Like hell.” I try again; he holds my wrist in a vise-like grip.
"Do that again, and I'll make you take your shirt off."
"Fat chance."
He lets go of my hand and pulls up the hem of my shirt.
"Cut it out."
"Will you behave?"
"Not bloody likely."
He gets quiet. Not sure what that means.
We get to the motel, park the car. The place is non-smoking. We light up together. Midway through he says. “Here's the deal. I want to play Master and slave. And I want to play hard. You can have a safe word, but otherwise I want to just … dominate."
"The word will be dirt,” I tell him. “And you sure as shit better honor it."
He grins. “You got it."
"Fine,” I sigh, covering my nervous excitement under a veneer of indifference. “What do I do … Master?"
"Wait for me on your knees, facing the door,” he orders. “Bra and panties only."
I raise a brow. “Wow. That's original."
"I'd call it classic, slave. I'd get a move on,” he warns, “or I'll strip you right here."
I roll my eyes as he opens the door for me.
"I'll be out here, smoking,” he tells me, shutting me in.
Son of a bitch. Cocky little pup. I'm tempted to turn the double bolt, lock him out. I'll be damned if I'll roll over and play dead. I flop down on the bed, flipping through the TV channels.
He walks in, observes me and quietly takes off his worn leather boots.
My pulse is racing. I'm so ready for a little fun fight, but when I don't get one right I'm a little disappointed.
Brian goes in the bathroom and takes a shower. I turn the lights off on him and race back to bed.
He finishes up in the dark.
I swoon at the sight of him, walking out, stark naked, his body dripping and proud, young and strong. How is a woman supposed to maintain the upper hand with that in the same room?
"I hadn't figured you for a brat, Caroline. I guess I was wrong."
Finally he speaks!
"I'm not a brat."
He takes my purse.
"What are you doing?"
"Relieving you of your license."
"You can't do that.” I scramble over. He holds me at bay with one hand.
"I just did.” He puts it in his pocket. “You'll get it if and when I decide you're acting like a big girl again."
I stomp on his bare foot with my sneaker. “This isn't part of the game."
"It is, as long as you don't use the safe word.” He takes hold of my nipple and brings me to my knees.
"Ow…” I squirm sounding exactly like the brat he's accusing me of being. I'm sure not giving in, though.
Brian doesn't let go. He keeps me like that, eye level with his cock, humiliated. “What does my father do with you when you misbehave? Just out of curiosity."
"That's none of your business.” I try and take a bite out of his left ball.
He rolls the nipple, until I see stars. “He spanks me,” I wince, “but it's in play, just a game, mostly we laugh. He'd never hurt me, he's not that kind of man."
"But you dream of being hurt … just a little pain, right?"
"No I don't!"
"Lie to me, Caroline, and things only get worse."
He takes the other nipple, too. The more he tortures me, the harder his cock gets. This is not a good sign.
"All right,” I grimace. “Sometimes I have … fantasies."
"Like what?"
"Of being … whipped."
"My father doesn't whip you?"
"I told you-he's not that kind of a dominant."
"But I am."
"I've changed my mind,” I announce. “I want to leave."
"Say the word,” he goads.
I will not do it. “I just want out. Let me the fuck out."
"Show me your dry pussy and you can go."
I glower, clenching my thighs. I'm sopping wet and he obviously knows it. By scent if nothing else.
"The thing is, Caroline, my father is afraid to punish you, because he feels guilty himself."
"For what?"
"You two are committing adultery. You're cheating on Monica, on his daughters and you're cheating on me."
"What the fuck are you talking about?!” I try and show the contempt he deserves given my current limitations. “I'm not married to you!"
"You steal my father's time,” he increases the pressure. “The two of you are stealing."
"It's not like that,” I protest through the wall of pain. “I make him stronger, I help him get by. He says I'm like an oasis…"
"A man will say anything to keep getting laid."
"You're a fucking asshole!” I spit at him. It lands on his stomach.
He wasn't kidding about it getting hot and heavy. I am in a very strange place. The only thing keeps me going is that I am somehow comforting Thomas’ son. I'm serving Thomas. The only way I can.
"Lick it off,” he commands.
"Yes, Master,” I hear myself say as I lean in; I touch my tongue to his hard belly.
"It's going to be a long night for you, Caroline.” He makes me clean him for a long time; long after the saliva is gone.
I am so fucking horny.
Then he takes my chin in his hand. “Thank you,” he whispers with a wink.
I swallow. He's stepped out of character, being nice. I can't take the change, though. “Does this mean I don't have to kneel in my underwear, because it is really a stupid thing to do."
"Actually, it's hot as hell and we both know it. I'm going back outside for another cigarette,” he grabs his jeans and pulls them up over his lean, manly thighs. “When I come back I expect you to have obeyed."
"We'll see…"
His smile is devilish and quite appreciative. On they way out he stops to take off his belt, which he has yet to buckle. He tosses it on the bed.
"What's that for?” I ask although I am afraid I already know.
"That's your future, baby,” he growls. “How much, how hard I give it to you tonight depends on your behavior from this moment on. But mark my words, you'll submit to it. And soon."
"I'll flush it down the fucking toilet!” I blurt.
He closes the door behind him.
Could a belt really fit down a toilet?
I look down at my clothed body. I have a certain amount of time to strip to my underwear, to present myself in a posture of sexual subjugation. After that … it's up to him.
How much, how hard he gives it to me.
I am going to be hit with a belt, I think, and worst of all it's up to me. I can say dirt, and it's all over. Otherwise, then I am the sick puppy, the masochist.
I will admit, belts on men turn me on. Symbols of power, testosterone.
The first time I felt Thomas's belt he was wearing it. His waist was pressed against mine. The buckle was digging into my bare belly, but it was all right, I felt centered, grounded. I needed the pain. I was wearing a halter top and sweat pants. We were outside a convenience store just across from my apartment. I had been on the program all of three days. I called him from a payphone because my cell had been cut off.
"I'm going to buy wine. Three ninety-nine a bottle. You'll never make it here in time, so don't fucking bother."
"Where are you?” He never flinched, he was so perfectly calm.
"University and Dean. I told you, don't fucking bother."
He pulled up as I was leaving the store.
"What did you fucking fly?"
"Throw the bottle away, Caroline."
"Go to hell."
"Do it, Caroline, or I will."
I hesitated and he took it from me, tossed it right in the bright green and blue trash barrel.
"Fuck! I'm out four and change."
He pushed a bill in my pocket. “Let's go."
"I'm not going. I'm buying more wine."
"No."
It was the first time a man ever said no to me like that-not drunk or pissy or half cocked. Just … solid … like it wasn't going to happen. I was not going to buy wine.
I freaked. “You're not my father."
"I should be, because you're acting like a child."
I was all set to go back in. That's when he pulled me close and I felt his belt, the smell of his cologne, the safe, secure, very, very masculine world he inhabited. “It's time to let go, Caroline."
His whisper was so god damn fierce, so incredibly overpowering. It was everything all rolled into one, sex, caring … love.
I'd known him three days…
You can bet you're ass I wanted to test him.
But there was no holding up to that kind of power.
Powerful enough to be gentle … let me show you what that looks like.
"It's time to stop running; you're safe, baby girl. You're safe with me. I promise; nothing will ever happen to you."
I broke down in his arms. I sobbed, I shivered, and I apologized for every fucking thing under the sun all the way back to my second birthday when I supposedly knocked over my cake.
"Is everything all right, Miss?” a concerned elderly gentleman wanted to know.
I nodded, sniffling.
I'll never forget how Thomas responded. “We are alcoholics,” he said. “I am her sponsor."
The way he said it let me own it and not be ashamed. That combination of utter humility and complete confidence, it made me open myself. It broke down the walls.
"Thomas, take me home?"
I had walked so he took me in his car. I asked him inside, with so much shyness it hurt. He didn't even want to-not because he didn't desire me, he very much did, but because he was afraid for me if I should get attached to an older man.
He didn't think it was fair. To bog me down with an older man, a married one at that. So many times I tried to tell him he only ever lifted me up.
Now one thing I've been told I'm good at is oral sex, and that was the first thing on my mind once we were safely behind locked doors in my apartment.
"Thomas?” my hands lightly touched his chest, my breath against his shoulder. “May I … please you?"
"No … I am not here for that. Just to make sure you get to sleep."
"Please? I need to give you something for all you've done. You've wasted I don't know how many hours on me already, buying me coffee, taking me to stupid movies and now, tonight, you finally get some peace and quiet and look at me, I pull this stunt."
"It's not a stunt. You reached out for help when you needed it, I'm so proud of you."
"Thomas,” my voice cracked. “Do I have to beg? I need to suck your cock. I need to kneel for you. I need to center … on your manhood."
He smiled. If it's possible for a man to take a blowjob to indulge a woman, he did. Not that he didn't enjoy it. My kissing, murmuring lips all over him. “Thank you, thank you … you saved me."
"Not me,” he was careful to say stroking my hair. “You must find your higher power."
"I know.” What I didn't tell him is that he was it, like it or not. He was as high as I was going to get. And was that so bad? Thomas never steered me wrong, he's got so much integrity and honor, and he would see himself torn apart before he would ever do anything to hurt me.
My breath catches.
He did tear himself apart, didn't he?
"Well, well,” says Brian, interrupting my little reverie. “I see the brat can behave after all."
I look up at him, jeans, no shirt, and no shoes. Somehow I have gotten down onto my knees. My jeans are off and my shirt, too.
Holy shit, I have followed orders…
"Slaves generally spread their knees a bit wider, though, and arch their back."
"I'm not your slave."
"As long as you're in this room you are."
"And you're a prick. In the room and out."
This smile is a new one. It goes right to my crotch. “You know how much I'm going to enjoy beating you?"
He's giving me butterflies and fucking with my head, too. I'm sure it's intentional. “How would you feel about a blow job instead?"
"I'd love one-but not until your ass is hamburger."
"Have I told you how much I don't want this?"
"Once or twice?"
"And you don't give a fuck, do you?"
"Not really."
"Can I tell you I'm scared?"
"You should be."
"Not very reassuring, are you?"
"Do you want me to be?"
"I want you to get this over with, that's what I want."
He purses his lips. “Bring me the belt."
My heart slams in my chest. Such an ordinary thing, a man's belt, suddenly transformed, imbued with so much power. I don't really know what this thing can do, outside of pictures on the Internet. I've masturbated to some. No one knows that, not even Thomas.
"My father hasn't taught you much, has he?"
A flash of anger rises as I stand there, holding out the leather strip for him, so gingerly retrieved. “What's your problem? I got it for you. Here it is."
He tells me to bring it like a proper slave girl.
I say no fucking way and he slaps me. It makes me hot. It makes my pussy clench. I feel the warmth on my cheek.
Brian throws the belt back on the bed.
Down I go to my knees. I crawl on all fours, head down. Each brush with the cheap carpeting sends jolts through me of crazy need. If this were Daddy I would just tell him I need sex and we'd stop everything. But Brian isn't his father. And I'm sure being punished for ever comparing them, aren't I?
I remain on my knees, sliding my breasts across the mattress far enough to reach the cursed belt. This time I clench it in my teeth. Like a proper slave girl.
"You look good like that, Caroline.” His praise humiliates me further as I return to him, little more than a dog sent to fetch.
Bastard … doesn't he know I'm a kitten?
"Drop it at my feet. And don't move."
My hair is in front of my face; I can't see anything but carpet fibers, the belt and Brian's bare feet. I've never been so focused on a man's will in my life.
He pets me with his hand. “I'm going to break you,” he says in a tone so soothing.
My head is really fucked with now…
"You know the irony? It's my father who opened this side of me. The sadist. He told me all about his interests and like I told you, I was freaked at first. It wasn't disgust though; it was something else. He was touching on feelings I already had. I never told him I liked this stuff at all. I guess I was ashamed because I don't have his gentle ways. I like it rougher. I like girls who need it rougher. I wonder if he knew that? I wonder if he told me all he did for my sake, not his?"
The answer is yes, that's how Thomas is, but I'm not going to tell him that. Not while he is humiliating me, petting me in my underwear as some kind of bizarre foreplay for whipping.
"Get on your belly, Caroline.” His breath is quicker, tighter. “I want to see you at my feet. Completely."
I lower my body to the floor. I'm breathing more quickly, too. Okay, so this does feel like foreplay … I must be as messed up as him.
"You have a nice body,” he assesses my prostrate ass. “You keep it up well for my father."
His every word burns me more, makes me feel the slut. My nipples are rock hard, caught inside the bra. My panties are so wet I am sure I will stain the carpet.
"You can kiss my feet if you like."
If I like…
The motherfucker, what choice does he think I have?
I tell myself I do it to appease him, to make my beating go easier, but the truth is … I need it.
He knows me, I think, and I hate that.
"A girl like you shouldn't be free. A girl like you should belong,” he says as I press my lips, once, twice and then a third time.
There is anger in his words, but it's not directed at me. I feel such a security right now, such a sense of being in place, the woman, servile, object, the man, accepting, even as his mind continues to dwell on loftier things.
Screwed up, right? I mean what kind of self-esteem building is this? After the first time Thomas and I made love and I thanked him for like the fiftieth time he marched me into the bathroom of his bachelor pad as he called it-the condo where he lived while away from Monica and the girls.
"Stop putting all this energy on me, put it on this woman here,” he showed me my own reflection. Go on,” he held my shoulders from behind. “Tell her you love her. You love that little girl who's been hurt so bad."
I couldn't do it, honest to god, he had to keep at me and at me, I got so furious, I called him all kinds of names but he wouldn't relent until finally I broke apart. The admission came out in tears … what was wrong with me, crying over such a silly exercise?
"It isn't silly,” said Thomas. “It's the most important thing you'll do. Without this the rest of your time on the planet will be a tragic waste."
How's that for food for thought?
He ordered me to do it every day, morning and night, looking into the mirror, talking to the little girl.
"Yes, Daddy,” I whispered. It was the first time I called him that.
I blink, enough times to get back to the present. What a time traveler I am lately.
Brian is the one I am dealing with. Brian and his little power trip.
Our little power trip.
"Ready to kick this up a notch, Caroline?” he lets the end of the belt dangle, along my back. I arch my spine, I release a moan. Any hope of hiding my complicity in this is gone. Still, I have to keep resisting, he has to keep raising the stakes, making me have to resist-that's the game.
"No, I am not."
Sure enough he squats down and goes to work. His hand taps my ass, treating it as the piece of meat it technically is, until I end this. “You are being a disobedient slave girl. I think you need to learn your place."
His hand caresses my neck. I close my eyes. “I think I'd like to see you kiss my foot. How about you."
"You're a sadistic prick,” I pant. “You know that?"
"Put your lips on my shoe, Caroline."
"No."
He takes my panties and rips them apart in his hand, leaving nothing between his wrath and my naked flesh. “Last chance,” he says.
"I said no…” I'm morbidly curious, I want to skate that edge.
I see him double the belt out of the corner of my eye, his arm raises with practiced ease and I feel this bizarre jealousy because it's obvious he's done this before, a lot, and I don't want to think of Thomas’ son beating other asses and degrading other girls. Not when he's with me.
I tell myself it's just my vanity; at least I hope it is.
The belt lands with a crack and all of a sudden the romance of corporal punishment is gone. This hurts … a lot.
The safety word … is it time?
Thomas always had one with me, though it was not really a big thing.
Ours varied from day to day, all kinds of silly things, inside jokes. I never used it, though, not once. We simply never made it to the edge-there was always so much room to explore within our boundaries. The only problem was he never had enough time, enough energy.
"Brian,” I say. “Di-” The syllable hangs in the air.
"Caroline? What are you trying to say? Are you using the word?"
I'm testing him, making sure he won't do anything if he even thinks I might use the word. I can see he is holding back, respecting. I decide to throw myself to the wolves.
"No, I am telling you I'm not kissing your fucking foot, that's all!"
Brian goes to work; five hard lashes that leave me twitching. I writhe in agony as he beats me, I try so hard to get up but he holds me down, his other hand on the small of my back. I have nowhere to go, I am trapped.
"I can do this all day,” he takes a break. “How about you?"
He's made his point. I put my lips to his foot. His boot is dusty. I hate that he's making me play the game this way-making me humiliate myself to get any more sex. On the other hand, I am getting so hot…
"Satisfied?” I spit.
"Lick it."
Me and my big mouth … can never leave well enough alone.
He can't leave well enough alone either, bending over and pushing two fingers down into my freely available pussy from behind.
Pleasure courses through me, mixed with dirty shame. Licking the rug has now become a sexual act, albeit a decidedly kinky one.
Brian yanks the panties out from underneath me as I kneel back up. He sniffs them, audibly. “Fresh and wet. Guess we haven't hit your limits yet,” he dabs at my pussy, sopping the material further, then turns me over onto my back, my ass pressing into the carpet, the contact making me moan.
"Open wide,” he orders.
I whimper as he makes me take my underwear for a gag. I'm scandalized at how aroused I am. This shouldn't be. I shouldn't have agreed, I shouldn't have wanted … and I most certainly shouldn't need more of it.
"Can you spit them out?” he wants to make sure before he continues. “To say the word."
I nod, almost angry. I don't want to be reminded this is all fake. I just want to be dominated and controlled.
"Crawl to the bed, then, slut. Get on all fours."
Is he going to use me? I can't ask, I can't discuss, can't resist. Not part of this menu. I wonder if I'll get sick of it any time soon. I get up on the mattress, facing the headboard.
I wait, I anticipate, I yearn. Reduced to one great big fucking cavity. Or is that one big cavity for fucking?
"You better be good, cunt."
The words, so bitter and mean and demeaning go right through me.
"I have high standards."
This is so weird, I think. Men used to do me this way and it was only ever to bring me down to their piss poor level. But this isn't like that. I'm in charge, or least I have the veto power. And Thomas is the one who made me strong enough to play like this. In uncharted territory. With his own son.
"You don't hold back on me, understand? I want the fuck of my life. Or your night will get unpleasant in a hurry,” he says huskily, sounding like the biggest psycho from any movie I have ever seen.
I offer up my cunt. I drop to my elbows, drooling from my saturated, ripped and soiled panties. I offer up my body, my whipped ass.
I'd say yes, Master, but I can't say anything at all.
He slams himself to the hilt, immediately condemning me for my wet and open state. “That was pathetically easy. You really are a whore. Let's see how you take it up the ass, instead."
I stiffen. This isn't in the plans, not that we have any.
Thomas hasn't even been there.
"Don't shake your head no at me, Caroline. No isn't in your new vocabulary, is it?"
"Is it?” He repeats, massaging my clit.
Ffffuck.
I moan. Cunt in heat. I move against his finger, obsequious, servile.
"No coming. Not just yet.” He denies me.
My cunt becomes a source of lubricant and nothing more as he scoops out what he needs for the narrower channel.
Spit out the panties, Caroline. Call this off…
I'm in over my head … I'm in this bizarre place … if I didn't feel Thomas’ presence in all this I would freak. Even so I am on the sharpest of edges.
If only I didn't seem to like it there … in this roller coaster kind of way.
Brian is naked behind me, he is hard all over, his erection is already pressing into place. Time, I need more time…
Then he does this most peculiar thing. He puts his hand on the back of my neck. “You're not alone…"
I swear it's just a sadistic ploy, to keep softening me up for more pain, to keep me from ending his fun.
His touch has its desired effect. I relax, I open.
Before I can close again, I am invaded. It is slow, sweet and dream-like, born of the darkly sensuous recesses of the mind, where the little animals run free.
"That's it,” he whispers. “Take it like the good little ass slut you are."
And there's the difference-what makes it possible with Brian and maybe with no one else. He has the ability to make it mental when I can't handle the physical and then, when the mental starts playing tricks on me, he flips it back to physical again.
I need to be called an ass slut. I need the attention or I couldn't take this, couldn't see what's good in this.
It's tight, for one thing, it's being filled in the wrong channel, it's naughty, it's thumbing your nose at society like Brian says. It's also a goddamn tease, because I can't get my pussy satisfied. I'm aching all over; I'm living, breathing in this space of prolonged, Tantric need.
The bottom line, pardon the pun, is not society or Tantric sex.
In the end, pardon second pun, I am gagged and being fucked at Brian's prerogative. I wasn't asked, oh, god, I wasn't asked. Do you know what pressure that takes off me? Daddy helps me grow every day, but it can be work. And there are always things in the back of my mind.
Not now. Brian doesn't give a fuck.
Isn't that amazing?
He is restraining himself, I can tell. It's not a cop out, just a recognition I have limits. This is no monster, he really is on double, and triple alert because I can't shout out, can't cry a safety word.
"You need to be widened,” he tells me.
I try and will myself to be more of a hole … but that won't do it. He means something needs to be done to me…
"We'll work on that."
New resistance. Not so much what he might work on, but the fact that I'd have to get to this point again. From out of my normal life.
Not sure I can do that.
"Methinks the lady doth protest,” he quotes Shakespeare, rather incompletely to my mind.
Oh, god, he's after my clitoris. Using his finger. Not cool. Not fucking cool.
"Ever wear a butt plug, Caroline? I imagine not. They can be uncomfortable for little girls like you, but they are good for keeping you in line. And they have the added bonus of permanently loosening you up. You want that, don't you? To take my cock deeper and deeper each time."
"No next time!” I cry into the gag.
He laughs. Did he understand?
"I'm halfway in, not bad for a virgin,” he comments. “I'm going to fuck you this way a bit then maybe I'll come. Or we might break for a shower."
The way he said it, just with total possessiveness, like my body was nothing more than a receptacle, a semen station…
I orgasm right then, his finger on my clit. He just laughs, low and guttural. He so has me…
"You just wait until I start denying you orgasms, you'll go out of your mind."
I make my protest, a distinctly muted “mmphhh,” sound.
Daddy never denies me, unless it's to give me something else, something even better.
Brian takes my hips, clamping tightly. I have to take it as he moves inside me, in and out, using my asshole like a pussy. I continue to spasm, sweat drenched in the after shocks.
He grunts and I feel his cock swell. Is this it? Am I going to receive his semen?
I try to be ready … I feel reverence welling up, too late to push it back down, too late to save my pride.
I thrust my ass toward my despoiler, the man who's told me I must be a good ass fuck for him. It's going to do something to me, to us, to have him climax this way, I really won't be able to look at him as equal again, and that makes me mad, but I have traveled too far and the way back makes me even angrier.
I groan … begging for it. He pumps and pumps with terrific self-control, I think I'm doing okay; maybe I'm big enough now? Definitely ready, who needs a butt plug?
And then, just like that, he plays with my head, taking himself out of me at the last possible moment.
"By the way,” he tells me as he sprays his come all over my ass. “I'm not done whipping you."
The psychological effect is staggering. I try and rear up and away. He holds me by the hair, yanking brutally at my scalp. Everything disappears but the frantic need to appease. Obedience equals end to pain.
I take the semen bath like a good slut.
"Lay down,” he slaps my hip. “On your stomach. I'll tell you when I'm ready for you in the bathroom."
My throat is scratchy. My head is turned sideways, cheek against the rumpled comforter. I'm terrified he's going to leave me. This hurts so much more than the belt or the cock up my ass. “Are we going to take a shower?” I asked.
"I am,” he says cryptically.
"What about me?” I say softly, the words coming from my underbelly, my flesh still glowing in a place of luscious degradation.
"I have a different kind of shower in mind for you."
I close my eyes, whipped and come soaked, my hair tangled and matted.
I'd thought this was the bottom, but it's not even close.
I think of what Brian intends. I think about him bathing me, the ultimate insult and the ultimate gift, both at the same time.
"Would you like that sweetheart?” he croons.
"Yes,” I whisper.
Wouldn't you?



CHAPTER IV


It's funny looking back how the relationship I had with Thomas developed along dominant and submissive lines before I even knew what the words meant.
From the moment he captivated me, made me laugh and dragged me out of that basement-and out of that funk-I became his. To mold, to do with as he wished.
I wonder if he knows to this day just how vulnerable I was-am?
He tells me I've been the strong one all along, that no one could have survived the things I did without having an indestructible core. The trouble is my coping mechanisms were limited and pretty damned dysfunctional.
I knew how to drink, lose jobs and spread my legs. Great country music stuff, but not really helpful for a stable life.
The day after I first called Thomas Daddy I was so incredibly horny and needy. I literally begged him to keep me by his side every minute. We ended up taking a long drive to look at some land near the coast for a possible deal.
He stopped to buy me some clothes. Very expensive. A skirt, on the short side and a pink blouse. We shopped at a store for women much younger than me. I was so thankful for having kept up my jogging, because I could actually fit into the teeny sizes.
I felt totally wicked in the new outfit, complete with strappy sandals.
I wanted to play with him when we got back to the car, but he had a different game in mind.
"Is your seat belt buckled, baby girl?"
"Yes, Daddy,” I told him.
"Are you ready to go bye bye?"
"Yes, Daddy."
"That's my girl."
I took a deep breath, allowing the reassurance to wash over me. This man really could protect me, care for me. I could let myself go, as far as I wanted. “Where we going, Daddy?"
"Daddy needs to see some land."
"What's land?"
"A big piece of ground, a lot of dirt where Daddy might build some houses."
"Why?” I was aiming for about five.
"So people can live in them."
I took one of his hands and started idly bending his fingers, this way and that. “What people?"
"People who need somewhere to live."
"Why?"
"Everyone needs somewhere,” he said.
"Why?"
He stroked my hair. “Just because, baby girl."
"Because why?"
"Baby girl, you're whining."
"No, I'm not."
He spoke sternly. “That's enough, Baby girl."
My pussy flooded. I was twitching like crazy under my panties. “It's not enough,” I said, driven by some uncontrollable desire to be bad.
"Baby girl,” his voice was very calm. “Do you need a spanking?"
"No.” I folded my arms over my thumping heart and burning nipples. “And besides, you can't reach my bottom while you're driving."
"That's true. But I can spank your thigh, can't I?"
I covered both of them. “No, Daddy!"
"Sit back, baby girl."
I obeyed, my face contorted into a great big sourpuss.
He laughed. “How can I be mad at you?"
"You can't,” I grinned. “You can only be happy with me."
The rest of the ride I was the little princess, getting to play with the windows and the radio. I asked a million questions, I rested my head on his shoulder. I begged him until he stops for an ice cream at one of the highway exits.
Finally I fell asleep, my head in his lap.
It was the most peacefully I had slept in ages.
Unlike the present; I am certainly not sleeping now. My every sense is on alert. I relax while the shower is on, but not completely. I half expect Brian to come out while the water's still running, just to mess with me.
He takes his sweet time, or maybe I'm just too on edge. It feels like forever. I want so badly to play with myself. Would he care? Does he even have to know? I'd rather not take chances, but I can only take so much burning. At last I give in, lifting my pelvis and slipping my hand underneath. I know right where to put it.
I fuck my hand, moving as quick as I can. It's humiliating trying to sneak in pleasure like this-after all this is supposed to be my body.
I'm getting real close when I become aware of someone standing over me. Shit, did he float in here like some kind of ninja?
"Just couldn't help yourself, could you?” He has the handcuffs we bought at the toy store.
"What are you going to do to me?” I ask-though it's pretty clear as he clicks the steel on my wrists that I am going into bondage.
"Removing temptation. For a little slave slut who can't keep her hands where they belong."
"Please, Brian,” I moan, my dignity in ruins. “I'm so horny. Please let me come?"
"Negative. I think you need to concentrate on Master for a while."
He circles my neck in the collar and attaches it. There is a leash that jingles as he tugs it.
"Down on the floor,” he orders. “On your knees."
I feel the snug leather against my throat. The symbolism is overpowering. The collar has been placed on me. It will stay there until Brian wants it off. Unless I feel like fighting him again.
It's a pet collar. The leash re-enforces the point. He intends to treat me as an animal.
I'm having a hard time moving. I try and get up on my knees. How am I supposed to do this? I look at him, gagged, pitiful.
"Does the slave girl need help obeying Master?"
I nod, trapped for the moment on my side.
He chuckles. He's going to help me all right, but not in the way I imagined.
"Obey me,” he levels the belt at my hip. “Find a way."
I squirm and squeal, irrationally trying to cover myself. That isn't going to work. The blows sting my flesh, my ass, my back, and the backs of my thighs. He won't let up.
There's only one thing to do. I crawl forward, head first over the edge of the bed. He lets me fall. He doesn't help me to get up on my knees, he does nothing but continue to punish me.
"Legs spread,” he lashes the top of my thigh.
I spread widely.
"Back arched."
I scream into the gag as he whips my breasts. I glare at him in hate and fury.
"You need a lot of work,” he says.
That's it. That's all I get for all that work?
He lifts the leash and pulls me toward the bathroom, “Keep up, slut."
I burn the hell out of my knees. Not a pleasant glow, but total fucking agony.
The tile in the bathroom is actually a relief, hard as it is.
Brian takes out the gag.
I work my jaw, trying to get out the soreness. “May I have some water?"
"Beg for it, like the slut you are."
You total prick! I don't say this out loud, there's no telling what he'd do to me.
"You want a privilege, Caroline, you have to beg for it, the way I want you to."
My lower lip slides between my teeth. I am so hot and ready. Why won't he take me? He has that hard cock to play with.
Then I remember he's a Master, of the sadistic variety. It's not about the climax alone. There is oh so much in between. “Master, may I have some water? Your … slut … begs you."
He half fills a glass on the counter.
I gulp it down. “More?"
"No, you'll get yourself sick. Besides I want you to be good and thirsty for my piss."
My look of pure trepidation induces more laughter. “Don't worry, girl, I won't make you drink it, I'm just kidding. I'd advise you to keep that pretty mouth of yours shut tight, though. I know it will be a challenge."
My eyes narrow.
"I don't hear a thank you. What kind of Daddy's girl are you?"
"The kind who's going to kick your ass when this is all over,” I can't resist.
"What was that?” he pulls my leash, digging it under my chin.
"T-thank you…"
"Thank you, Master, you mean."
"Thank you … Sir."
"There's a good sport.” He winks. “Go hop in the tub, sweetie, there's a dear."
He makes me crouch down, holding up my breasts for him to piss on.
He stands outside the tub, taking his aim. The plug is in, so the urine won't go down the drain. The really crappy thing is I need to go, too.
Brian makes a ritual out of it. He rubs himself over my cheeks, makes me kiss the tip.
I taste the salt…
"Too bad Monica isn't here,” he says. “I bet she would enjoy watching this happen to the woman who's fucking her husband."
"It's not like that,” I insist.
I close my mouth just in time. The spray hits my lips, like a fire hose. I sputter. He takes aim at my eyes, my hair.
"Hold the tits higher."
Not my tits … the tits.
The golden curtain cascades over my bosom, trickling down my belly. I have piss between my legs, piss on my feet, piss in my eyebrows, piss in my ears.
A man's piss.
I'm soaked, shamed, exhilarated. Collared and leashed, totally used.
"Sleek wet little bitch…” He licks his lips and starts stroking.
His eyes are on me, scanning, part to part, indifferent to my personhood.
I might as well be a jpeg.
God, I want that cock, why is he wasting that erection?
But it's not a waste; he's doing what he wants with it. His cock, his game … my tough luck.
Anyway, who wants sex with a girl glistening in urine? I stink, the piss has soaked me and it's already starting to dry.
"Open up wide,” he orders.
It's another bodily fluid he has for me and this time my mouth is the target. One of the targets.
I'm dumbfounded how thick the jets are. This is the fourth time with me today. He's like his father … in this way at least.
No one ever lusted after me like Thomas. I was like his first crush, his college sweetheart and the prostitute he picked up down the lane on a daily basis. You'd think there were no other women but me, like I was every female rolled into one.
And this from a married man-omigod, I am so not the other woman-so not a piece on the side, except when we both want it to be that.
He just has the gift. To give women what they need. Monica couldn't endure him as a sexual animal, couldn't take him as Daddy, or mentor.
He is just Mr. Fix it.
"Brian, where are you going?!"
He's at the door, he is finished pissing and ejaculating and now he's going to close the light on me.
"Cigarette."
"You can't leave me!"
"You're not really in a condition to go outside."
"Let me clean up."
"I am not quite done with you this way, I'm afraid."
"Well you can't leave me like this.” I wriggle to my feet, using my cuffed hands along the wall of the tub.
"I can do what I want with you, Caroline. That's the deal. Unless…"
"Stop rubbing the word under my nose! I know about the fucking word. I'll use it when I want to."
"Suit yourself."
"Brian, wait."
"What?"
My heart is thumping. What to say?
"Will you be long?” I ask meekly.
What the fuck is wrong with me? I'm not this kind of female…
"I might bring back take out, I don't know.” He chuckles. “You don't mind if I borrow the car, do you, slave girl? Seriously, I won't be too long. Burger World's just across the street."
I can't laugh. I have no emotion left. That last outburst has drained me.
"Yes, Master,” I whisper, the urine in puddles around my feet.
He shuts the lights off.
I try to figure out what the hell just happened.
And why I am hornier than I have ever been in my whole entire life.
* * * *
"You trade one addiction for another."
That's how Thomas sums up the Alcoholic's meetings. That's not the official philosophy, and he's careful to tell me that.
"You have to have the higher power, you have to follow your steps, but sooner or later it comes down to deciding what you're going to use in your life to keep the beast at bay. All of us have it. You can fill it with sex or power, drugs or alcohol."
Or you can fill it with Daddy.
The night he told me about BDSM I was so freaking fascinated, so totally into his explanations, his unique take on things. He could have been into anything, fishing, macrame and it would have seemed sexy, but the way he talked about what it meant for him to be a Master. What it meant to get a woman to trust him, to bare her soul, to bare her body.
"It's in the mind,” he said. “You can be intimate without paddles and cuffs, but to be intimate with them, to really do it in a consensual way, that is the ultimate rush."
His drug, I suppose.
So naturally, it became mine. Daddy's baby girl. Slave slut, little princess no panties.
He wouldn't ever put a collar on me. I wanted to try it.
No one has done that-until Brian.
I pictured this so much differently, a romantic little scene, a piece of rope jewelry, given in a restaurant, the meaning entirely secret as it changes hands. Or an ankle bracelet, delicately attached by Master's hands to my bare flesh. The feeling so intense, He might as well be locking my pussy.
"In a different world, baby girl…"
"Pick one,” I grinned one night, pointing to the stars as we dined together on the patio of the finest Italian restaurant in Orlando.
"There.” His finger angles perfectly steady, pointing to a certain star. He calls it by name, I don't remember what he said, I was just watching his finger.
Thinking naughty things about it being in my pussy.
"Will you fly me?"
"Yes, baby girl. Soon as the rocket is out of the shop."
The rocket never did get through its repairs. Though he took me in his private plane a couple of times.
There's no way to describe seeing things from the air when you're being piloted by a man like that. Your life in hands like his … all man, powerful enough to be gentle. Oh, fuck, has he ever shown me what that looks like.
"Take off your clothes,” he turned to me once, hundreds of feet in the air.
"Are you fucking serious?"
He was fucking serious.
I stripped it all off. Socks, sneakers, t-shirt, shorts. I thought we would crash, the way he had to keep leaning over to help me. Every time he did the plane would take a small nosedive.
"Keep your eye on the road!"
"There is no road."
"Well keep your eye on something."
He ran his hand over my mound, making me moan. “I am."
"That's not your eye, Mister."
"I'm practicing in case I go blind. Your pussy is like Braille, you know."
"I can just imagine what it's saying to you."
"It's shocking, really."
"It always did have a mind of its own."
I end up climaxing over an orange grove. What is it with orange groves and us?
I lick his fingers clean and beg to suck him. “Please, Daddy,” I say in my most irresistible voice. “Let your baby girl get a treat?"
Damn if he didn't unzip. I had to start and stop a bunch of times. I could get my head in, but there wasn't much maneuvering room. Daddy never gives up, though and in the end I got my treat.
Yummy.
The rest of the flight he just played with me, buck naked in an airplane, running his hands over my body. That's what's so amazing. Thomas can just turn any occasion into sex. And not just the act but also the whole sensuality of being. He was born to be nude, born to fondle women.
"How often do you think about sex?” I asked him once, intending to tease.
"Constantly,” he said.
He wasn't joking.
I think maybe the best thing he's done for me is make me not feel so alone in being the little sex fiend I am.
"You're a bigger slut than me,” I am always telling him.
"Everyone's a slut, or should be. We're sexual animals, Caroline, it's society that tells us we shouldn't be. They shove us in a box, I think it just drives some people into awful dark places."
We've seen dark places, both of us. My childhood was for shit and so was his. Brian thinks his Daddy wasn't there? He has no idea what Thomas had to overcome, no model, no hope of success. Written off at such a terribly young age, only to fight like hell and win all the things society values. And then what? You look inside, and you're still empty. So you try and fill the space-there's your beast.
The alcohol. Thank god Thomas figured it out. He made his choice. Call his life now an addiction-but I think it's fucking good. I think he and I are good.
Don't I?
I don't have guilt. Brian's full of shit.
So why am I leaning against the shower wall, rubbing my legs together, getting off on smelling like piss, on being treated like shit?
Don't ask why, angel. What turns us on comes from somewhere too deep for explanations … just surrender, find the joy…
A shiver passes through me.
Something very inexplicable.
That was not my own thought.
Someone talked through me.
No, someone passed through me…
Like a spirit on the move.
A soul, leaving a body?
I scream for Brian.
He comes bounding in, bouncing the doorknob against the wall. “What on Earth?"
"Thomas…” I say as he turns on the lights. “He's…"
"He's fine,” Brian completes the sentence. “I just called. No change."
"That's hardly fine,” I snap.
"It's a hell of a lot better than anybody expected. Christ, you're a worrier."
"I'm a realist,” I correct.
"Okay, realist,” he grumbles. “Time to get cleaned up."
He gets the keys to the handcuffs and releases my wrists.
There isn't any talking. He rubs my wrists. Taking off his clothes he gets in the shower with me and turns on the water, shielding my body until the water is warm. He lets me stand still while he soaps up my body, getting down on one knee to clean me off. He is very gentle, washing my hair, telling me to put my head back so he can rinse it squeaky clean. He even uses conditioner.
I am tingling all over, but he's just begun. Kneeling down on one leg, he starts to work on my pussy. “You are going to come for me, slave."
I brace myself on my shoulders. “No, Master…"
I feel too wrung out, but he won't take the no for an answer. He goes straight for my clitoris, his hands are on my ass holding me in place. I am helpless, I have to take the pleasure in the same way I had to take the pain and all the rest of it.
I am reminded of Thomas, but there's a subtle difference. He has that sharper edge, I can tell it's turning him on to have me so completely at his mercy, submitting to pleasure.
Who am I to deny? I come for him, like a good, obedient little slut.
He turns the water off and helps me out of the shower. “Hands over your head,” he orders.
I am not allowed to interfere as he towel dries my body. Very delicately, tantalizing my flesh. I am embarrassed because he cannot dry my pussy. He laughs, taking full credit.
Finally he dries my hair. I have to hold my hands together behind my back. My breasts are pointed sharply towards him. He does not touch them which makes them ache all the more.
"Good girl,” he praises although I have done nothing. “I want you to go and kneel by the desk. There's food there, but you must not touch it."
I walk out of the bathroom, feeling like a zombie. I put my finger on the collar on my neck, wet and stiff.
What is he doing to me?
The smell of food brings me out of my fog. I suddenly realize how hungry I am. Forgetting his orders I sniff it out, intent on rapid fry consumption. I salivate at the sight.
Two white bags, with burgers and fries.
I grab the fry bag and start munching. He finds me sitting on the edge of the bed.
"Put down the bag,” he says, his voice deadly calm. “Slave Caroline."
I talk with a full mouth. “We can play again after."
His voice gets my attention. “Now girl, or I will whip you until your ass is bright as that ketchup."
Arousal grips my empty stomach. “Brian,” I wheedle. “Please."
"Now,” he points.
My breathing is quick, my nipples throb. I imagine him squeezing them, I fantasize about him locking me away somewhere, feeding me scraps of food, for all eternity.
I drop the bag and then I drop myself, sliding to the floor. I crawl past him to the desk and kneel up beside it.
His eyes stay on me, level, appraising.
He waits until I remember posture. My pussy burns like he's whipped it as I spread my legs. He wants them wide. And wider still. At the same time, I offer him up my breasts-to tease, to play with. To fondle. To hurt.
"See Caroline,” he smiles. “I have already begun to train you."
I flush red. Disgraced … and craving.
"Does that make you feel more like a man?” I challenge.
"Yes, as a matter of fact."
"Figures."
"And how does it make you feel? Being treated like a dog?"
"Like crap, how do you think?"
"Your pussy tells a different story."
I snap shut my glistening, dripping lips.
"Bad girl! Thighs open!"
I jolt in shock. My legs come back apart in sheer reflex.
"Good girl,” he praises.
I surge with the animal heat. The man is more than sadistic; he's turning demonic.
And I am helping to create the monster.
Now I have to watch him as he takes out one of the burgers and starts to eat. Two or three bites into it he sips a soda and eats some fries. Then he takes up the burger again.
I glare. Ready to fight again. “Where the fuck is mine?"
"That's not very polite,” he chides. “Swearing at Master."
"I'm hungry,” I manage. “I want a burger."
"Better, but in all fairness pets and slaves beg for food."
He will have to work harder to get anything more out of me. “Never mind. I'm not that hungry."
The trouble is I am. The smell of cooked meat is reminding me I haven't eaten since I don't know when. Last night, I think … at the diner. Out of the corner of my eye I see Brian's guitar case. What if I hold it hostage in exchange for a burger?
"Swallow your pride, girl,” he says with a full mouth. “You're obviously starving."
Is this not the most obnoxious man on the face of the Earth?
"May I have something to eat, oh most noble highness of the universe,” I smile sweetly.
"Not what I had in mind,” he shakes his head. “I think you better try again. You're going to need your strength for the next session."
"What session?” I feel the spasms in my pussy starting in. Is this another form of training?
"The stimulation session. Time for you and the new vibrator to get good and friendly,” he grinned.
"I don't like the sounds of that, Brian."
"Why not? You bragged to me in the hospital what a slut you are."
"I meant sex with you, not a toy."
"You'll take what I give you, babe."
"I'm not your babe."
"You'll take what I give, slave."
I watch him unwrap one of the other burgers from the foil. Why does it have to smell so fucking good? “Want some?” he holds it up.
My stomach roils. “Brain, please, you know I do."
"Then beg."
"Fine, I'm begging."
"Doesn't look like it."
I move a little closer. “Please, Sir?"
"Paws up,” he coaches. “Tongue out."
My body is tingling all over. I do it; I demean myself just like the dog he wants me to be.
"Good girl.” He tears off a piece of the burger and holds it out for me to take from his fingers.
Bastard.
I would really like to bite him, but we both know I won't.
My breathing is shallow. Something is coming over … it's like the feeling of being pissed on, but more so. I know what I have to do, I know it's beneath me and I shouldn't, but I will anyway. Approaching, meekly, I take the food. I use my mouth, my teeth.
I swallow it right down. “Good girl,” he praises.
He holds up another.
I eat it.
I look up at him, whimpering for more. Piece by piece, he feeds me, petting me in between, soothing me, making me actually enjoy this at some visceral level. The total simplicity, cunt wetting and satisfying of being provided for by a man strong enough to keep me on my knees.
Is it just the unknown element here, the novelty factor or has Brian really given the S and M game a permanent new twist for me?
One thing is sure, Thomas and I are going to have a hell of a laugh over this when he gets better.
I watch Brian take out a package of French fries. My French fries.
There is no question how I will respond when he holds one up. “Here, girl."
I arch my back and lift up my lips, gently biting down on the crisp, golden potato.
He pats my head.
"Want another, girl?"
I nod … I don't dare speak, I am afraid even to breathe, I am so close to a fucking climax.
He deigns to give me another. I swallow it down. God, I'm still famished. The package disappears in a blur. He stops several times, making me lick his fingers. I suck at them, hungrily desperately. The symbolism is clear.
He tells me to thank him after all the fries are finally gone along with the burger.
"Thank you,” I rasp.
"Not like that. On your belly. At my feet."
He wants me down on the carpet. This is the most degrading thing yet and I am going to do it. I have to. We've come too far. I have to know where he will take this, I have to see how it turns out.
I get down on the floor and present myself at his toes. “Thank you…"
He pushes his foot into my face. “Not like that,” he repeats.
I suck his toes, one at a time.
Thank you…
"Enough.” He snaps his fingers. I get back on my knees.
How did I know to do that exact thing?
I must be operating on some kind of autopilot. Lord, my body is a furnace, I am so warm. Sweat covers me in a glistening sheen.
He strokes my cheek. “Are you ready?"
I nod yes, caught up in his energy, but it's a bluff; how could I possible be ready for what I have never experienced?
"On the bed, on your back, ankles apart, wrists over your head. Spread them wide."
I bite at my lower lip.
It doesn't take a genius to know how vulnerable a position that is.
It also doesn't take one to know that I am going into this position because I am Caroline, most stubborn sub in the world.
The reality of all of this should scare me, but it makes me oddly peaceful, docile. “Master, may I have a little drink first?” I ask softly.
He puts a straw to my lips, mildly surprised, I think at how eager and polite I have become. I swallow the icy cola. He doesn't hurry me.
"Thank you, Master.” I feel his eyes hot on me as I move. I'm aroused, knowing he's turned on, knowing he wants to do things to me.
As if he hasn't done enough already.
I make a calculation of the number of hours off and on we have been at it today, starting with my apartment. Brian really is insatiable, I marvel. With Thomas there are long breaks in between sex, times of friendship, business, shooting the breeze over tea and coffee.
He gives me the companionship of an older man and I know he likes to have a younger woman lust after him. I am so glad to make Thomas happy, but this is good, too.
I hear Thomas in my ear. Just say how it makes you feel.
Honestly? It makes me feel good as a woman to know I can be this wanted by an attractive younger man.
Too bad he's a sex maniac.
Then again, I've been accused of that, too.
People in the Alcoholic community hear my story and often direct me to sex addict groups. Part of Thomas’ theory about addictions-the people who live for meetings live for nothing else and sex is a threat.
I lay down on the bed, still wondering exactly what he has in mind. I push out my limbs like a snow angel; I bare my pussy. Again.
Brian grasps my ankle, encircles it in a Velcro cuff.
I pull it a little bit.
It's secured. He does the same to the other ankle. That's when I realize he's put the restraints down, under the mattress. While I was in the bathroom, presumably.
He has to partially climb on top of me to secure my wrists. A different kind of hunger overcomes me. I arch my back, reaching for him.
I gasp as his teeth clamp lightly on my nose.
I lay flat again in a hurry.
He laughs lightly. I get a lump in my throat.
Oh, that's Thomas … sheer, child-like delight.
Was he like this when he was younger? A bad boy, untempered by wisdom, by the hard knocks of life?
I've never wished to know Thomas in his youth, not like I do now. Brian has got me so curious, I am re-thinking everything.
He goes to get the vibrator. He has the vinyl tape we bought, too.
Skillfully, diabolically, he wraps the tape around my right thigh, attaching the vibrator to my body. Naturally he positions the top between my legs.
He pushes it snug against my clit, checks it for looseness.
It's good. He turns the thing on, putting me into auto fuck position.
"We'll start on low,” he informs me.
Some we…
The little machine buzzes breezily. I shift into it, trying to make peace. It is there, taped in, it's going to have its way with me, but there's no reason it can't be a pleasant thing, right?
We will see.
Brian heads away from the bed. A wave of dread overcomes me and a loneliness I haven't felt since childhood. It's so fast and so unexpected I am literally shocked. But I can't ignore it. “Please don't leave me, Master.” There is no pretense of pride here, no attempt to cover just how completely I have been dominated and dependent.
"I'll do anything, I'm a slut, begging … I can't be alone. Don't even go out to smoke, Sir…"
"Hush,” he whispers, running his hand up my leg. “I'm not going anywhere. See?” he holds up his guitar case. “I thought maybe I would play you a song or two."
He sits down on the bed, cross-legged, next to my hip. I see his cock is hard under his jeans, pretty much his normal state, at least around me.
The first of the orgasms hits me as he positions the guitar, lightly strumming. The sound goes through me, I am ever so much more taut than his strings.
"I wrote this song this morning."
I clench my fists, unclench, my hips lift.
"Chestnut hair, green eyes, born to fight with sighs…"
The first orgasm moves right into the second, I strive to listen. God, my tits are so swollen; I need nipple sucking, pinching.
"Travels in a mystery, Caroline's surprise…"
I moan … Brian … tell me … you didn't … write … about … me.
"Silky hair, for fingers twirled, curves that see the light…"
"Wrestling with the dawn and slinking into night…"
A fucking song! He wrote me a fucking song!
I'll show him fighting Caroline.
But Caroline can't do very much at the moment. She's splayed open, pinned like a butterfly in someone's collection.
I make another futile attempt to snap the Velcro, straining until my muscles give in, exhausted. Brian keeps doing his thing.
Shit, I think, I don't want to hear about me, I don't want to be immortalized and all that crap.
It's a pretty good song too; he has talent. There's a beat, a melody.
"Caroline, don't sleep no more, Caroline wake up, Caroline come out to play, Caroline today…"
I'm awake all right.
"Caroline today…"
We've hit the chorus.
He smiles at me now, his eyes all aglow. I can't believe it. Is this the same guy who pissed on me and made me fucking like it?
"Looking forward, looking back, won't you give her ass a smack. Pretty Caroline in chains, guess her secret, Caroline needs pain…"
Deviant frigging prick. I stick out my tongue.
He turns up the vibrator; I throw back my head. “Brian, no…"
"You can take it,” he assures me.
The song goes on. More flattering stuff about my body and my looks and then back to the chorus. Caroline needs pain.
Caroline needs pain.
I can't stop coming.
I'm getting hysterical. “Please … Brian … stop…"
Haven't heard that line in a while, have we?
He tickles my toes. It feels like needles pushing into my soft flesh. I scream. Brian starts another song.
"Just one more and we'll turn it off."
He starts up with Bye, Bye Miss American Pie.
"Brian that has like a hundred fucking verses!"
"But it was written in Saratoga,” he points out. “By Don MacLean. At Lena's."
"I know who fucking wrote and it was at the Tin and Lint not Lena's."
"Really?” he stops.
I fall off yet another cliff, down into a sea of liquid black glass. These climaxes aren't satisfying; they're only winding me up.
"Don't stop, fucking play, just get it over with!"
"From the top…"
"Arrggghhh!"
I feel like a vampire, strapped down, out of my coffin at dawn, my nerves curdling for blood, my system starving, my insides boiling.
This is cruel, shadow sex.
"Drove my Chevy to the levee, but the levee was dry…"
What I wouldn't give for an honest to goodness cock, or two or three.
Rape by an army of Cossacks might be preferable to mechanical deflowering, again and again, that pathetic little buzz, ripping me apart, so deceptively gentle. I need a man's hands, squeezing, I need attention, I need a body on me, at me, I need to be put down, oh, god, with all the sex today and all the heavy BDSM I am just one thirsty little cunt, craving.
He's singing about the father son and holy ghost, taking the last train to the coast … I just want him to fuck me like the devil.
"Brian, Master, fucking use me … I surrender, do you hear me? I surrender to you!"
He stops playing. He sets the guitar down, not saying a word.
The tape comes off and the vibrator is removed. I inhale in expectation, my belly sucked in, I'm so wet, I've soaked the bed under my ass, my nipples are still vibrating, pussy still twitching, the little needles everywhere.
He moves like a panther, all sinew and muscle, my own personal jaguar, ready to spring and I am terrified of what more power he might have to unleash but I have gone too far, been pushed too far and there isn't any turning back, I have surrendered and if I am not conquered … no, if I am not occupied at this very instant, I do not know what will be left of me, if there is anything even now, anything apart from his breathing, from the predation in his eyes, the hardness, the graceful, powerful … catness.
Tiger, tiger, burning bright….
William Blake.
He falls down on me so hard, pounces more like. I am robbed of breath; every inch of me is … his.
He takes my earlobe in his mouth. “Caroline … needs pain."
The orgasm is his confirmation. I do not have it; it has me. It is shame and desire and confession all rolled into one. I might spend a lifetime denying, but this can never be taken back.
Strange, but I feel him staying out of the way. Never has a man so completely imposed his form, the restrictions of bondage, prolonged sensory assault, testosterone bombardment, and yet he lets me endure … enjoy? … this moment alone.
I wish I could describe that dark ocean I am on, no stars, no moon, only crack of lightning, silent thunder, silver flashing over water, a ship, the prow breaking waves into endless night. There will never be sun here and this is a good thing, never another inhabitant … or will there be?
The mystery of solitude.
He is still biting my ear. Or is it my breast?
Thomas … Thomas couldn't do this, he doesn't have it in him, or rather he won't go to the place of his darkest beast. He stays in another part of the jungle. At least with me.
It dawns on me. Alcoholics hide, or think they need to.
Brian, he's built without that fear. Something else drives him. He's born to pursue. To chase. He's chased Thomas down, now he's chasing me.
And he very nearly fucking has me in a lot of ways.
Would he know what to do with me? Outside the bedroom and shower that is?
I hold perfectly, perfectly still as Brian comes inside me.
He's used me so hard today and this is the culmination. What an imagination he's got. His cock is the thickest, hardest yet. I can feel it through the rubber.
Thank god he remembered one.
I am having to trust him so much. I don't have a brain in my head right now; I haven't since the heart attack.
Everybody, a lot of people have been looking at me to be so strong, the tough employee and friend, level headed Caroline, but that is Thomas’ creature, none of these people knew me before, they don't know the real me, inside, still just the lost little girl.
Thomas’ baby girl.
They should think of me as a five year old lost up and down the aisles of a store, parent misplaced, or maybe up at the service desk, sitting prettily on the counter as the blue haired lady clerk describes me over the intercom.
"Chestnut hair, green eyes, born to fight with sighs. Pretty Caroline in chains, guess her secret … Caroline needs pain."
A car passes by outside, head lights rush in, the world, rushes in, and with it reality.
Thomas on life support.
Caroline needs pain?
She sure has her fill now, doesn't she?
After I met Thomas and we fell into each other, I begged him not to take me to any of the meetings, I rationalized six ways from Sunday that I didn't need it, that we had it under control, that there was no way in hell I would ever drink with him around, all he had to do was say, “C, no.” And that was it. But he told me it didn't work that way, and I knew he was right, it wasn't fair to make him be the entire program for me. He knew I was scared, though, so he let me be baby girl. I held his hand the whole way.
"Do I look pretty, Daddy?"
"You look beautiful, baby girl, are you ready to go inside and make Daddy proud?"
"I'm scared, there's so many people in the room."
"I know, but Daddy will be with you."
"Promise?"
"Baby girl, you know Daddy will never leave you…"
He has left, though, hasn't he … at least in the ways I need him.
"Do I have to talk?"
"Yes, baby girl, you need to tell the people about yourself."
"I can't.” I bury my head against his chest.
He soothes me, telling me what we will do later, what my reward is going to be if I am a good girl.
It is a very adult reward.
I sigh, and discretely touch his erection. “I love you, Daddy."
"I love you, baby girl."
Brian is undoing the straps, I am limp as a rag doll, think I might be sobbing, but I don't have tears left. How long does it take to make more? I wonder.
He's whispering things in my ear and he's holding me, very, very tight. I let go in a different way, sharing it all through the pores of my naked body skin to skin, far too much life experience than he could understand, but it's funny, I don't feel older, superior, I feel like woman, embraced by man. Fresh, strong man.
"Brian … I don't know what I'll do without him."
He doesn't answer me with any platitudes, for Thomas or me. He just rolls us both under the covers. He makes a cocoon, cradling me against his back. Together we make it feel okay.
I must have dozed off. The next thing I recall is hearing a cell phone, not my own. I sit up, groggy. Brian is facing away, talking. His hand is on his hip. I love his naked ass. The rest of him is good, too. Solid. And man shaped.
He clicks off the phone and turns back, a strange look on his face. “It's Thomas,” he tells me. “He's … awake."
"But that's good news."
"Yea … I guess I'm still just in shock. From the whole thing."
"I know the feeling."
We dress quickly and quietly. A united front. A terrible way to have to end this latest “session” as he puts it, but probably the best way, because it keeps us from breaking into our usual post-coital fight.
I let him drive.
His hand moves across the seat, I find it and hold on for dear life, even as I tell him we should probably go in separately.
"You want to go first or should I?” he asks.
"You're the dominant,” I say, only half joking.
"I'll go first,” he declares before I can tell him if I'm joking or not. “Wait outside, follow me in after about five minutes. I'll tell them I called you."
I do as he tells me. My hands are shaking too much for a cigarette.
I wonder why Monica didn't call me.
My mind starts playing tricks. She doesn't want me here. She knows.
Something worse is going on, though, ever since I had that feeling in the shower of a spirit passing through me. I feel like the worse kind of traitor for thinking this way and I wouldn't dare say it, but I don't think this waking up is good or permanent.
I drop my lighter and kick it in frustration.
"Caroline."
It's Brian. Behind me.
"You scared me."
His face is expressionless.
"He's gone,” I whisper.
He runs his hand through his hair. “I don't get it, he had his eyes open, they said, he squeezed Monica's hand."
"He was saying goodbye."
Brian's eyes tear up. “Not to me he fucking didn't. He was always leaving me in life now he does it in death."
"Brian, it was more than he could handle. He held on long enough so we could come and see him and talk to him. No other man would have been that strong. Who knows what extra pain he went through?"
"Is that it, then? Nice and cut and dried? Your hero Daddy dies and now you'll worship him in death? How cozy, for you, Caroline. A taker, right to the end."
My lip trembles. Experience tells me he is wont to turn like this, opening me for love and then ripping my guts out, but that doesn't keep it from hurting. “You really shouldn't talk to me anymore right now, Brian."
I go to walk inside. Can't let him see I'm barely able to stay upright.
"Stop, Caroline, that's an order."
I ignore him; I have to.
Monica's upstairs and Kasey and Erin. They need me.



CHAPTER V


I'm going to have to see him at the funeral. I hate myself for obsessing. This should not be about me or about Brian either. Unfortunately he has this way of preoccupying me.
I hate to say I'm glad for the distraction of helping Monica and the girls, but it is helping to keep me on track. I think if they were to turn to me individually or as a group and say, Caroline, you just don't matter, I think I would go into a tailspin the likes of which I have never known.
It's strange, but I feel Thomas’ absence less than when he was in a coma. At that point, I was seeing his body and just feeling torn apart that he wasn't really in it. Now I have this sense he is free and I hear him constantly in my brain. He's the one guiding things, he's in control.
Monica seems to be drawing on this, too. She's calm, resolved, focused. At least when it comes to business and funeral arrangements. The psychologist in our building has warned me this won't last.
"She's in shock right now. It's like when a limb is severed. The body shuts off the nerve endings. This is survival mode. She's getting through the funeral, doing what she has to. At a certain point the natural anesthetic will wear off and she will feel an explosion of emotion. Guilt, fear, anger, you name it."
I can't help but read me in there. The psychologist has no clue what Thomas has meant to me.
The girls are acting true to form. Kasey has emerged to rival Monica as the executor of the estate. A couple of times Monica has had to remind her whose spouse this is going in the ground and whose decisions they are to make.
Erin is quiet.
Except with me. She seeks me out constantly, talking about her groups, clothes, everything in the sun other than Thomas. This is normal, too, says the psychologist. She is filtering everything through her fairly fragile adolescent self.
Monica misunderstands it as selfish and has lectured her on more than one occasion. I think Monica sees herself in her daughter and that makes her unhappy.
Kasey would probably be all over Erin, too, if it weren't for the fact that she were already catching heat from her mother. I find Kasey surprisingly empathetic with her little sister.
She's growing up. You have to in a situation like this.
Back to Brian. He never did come back upstairs. The four of us women said so long to Brian, waiting for the men from the funeral home, with their dark, pinstripe suits and squeaky shoes. They zipped him in a blue velvet bag, and oh god, was that hard. In that single act, seeing his face get covered over, all the injustice, the total impossibility of it washed over me. But then, just as fast, the numbness set it.
The men in the suits were right there, with forms to fill out, distracting and focusing Monica. Not as cruel as it seemed.
Two days later we were gathered at Bushnell.
The national military cemetery south of Orlando. It is located in the country. The ride was long. Erin had headphones in the limo, Monica told her twice to turn them off.
"She's only thirteen, mom,” said Kasey.
For once Erin didn't dispute the implications that she was just a child. Folding her arms, she leaned her head on my shoulder and fell asleep, or pretended to, the headphones in her lap.
I'm only in the car, by the way, because of Erin. She insists I be there.
It's a little embarrassing, a little flattering.
I'm very grateful, though, because I don't have it in me to drive myself.
Through the country.
Orange groves.
Be strong, baby girl…
Fall apart later … you'll get your reward … you and me, George and Gracie. Wish I could remember exactly the first time he called me that, but I guess that was part of the mystique, a totally self-effusive humor, he said.
His hand is holding mine, the whole way, I swear it, and he has one for Monica and the girls, too, I don't know how that's possible but it must be.
"Do you think there's an afterlife?” I asked him once as we lay next to each other covered in sweat in the bedroom of his condo, always there, never my place, I barely wanted him to visit me there, he respected the boundary, unlike Brian, who doesn't know the meaning of the word.
"If there is I'm screwed,” was his first answer as he adulterously and deliciously put his hand on my breast.
My body began to sing for him, ready for another round. “Really, Thomas, what do you believe?"
"I think maybe what happens to you is just what you want to happen. If you need to go on, you do, if you have some purpose to come back for, you can, and if you want to just fade away, no one stops you."
"That's depressing."
"Why?” He makes my nipple hard, working the rubbery flesh between his fingers with all the skill of a doctor.
A fuck surgeon.
"Cause it's just a cop out, like grown ups always tell you. They don't know shit about the future, except it'll be worse than today."
"Turn over."
I roll to my back.
"Are you going to spank me, Daddy?"
"No."
He takes the butt plug from the dresser drawer-I'm always forgetting he has this shit lying around.
"Open, baby girl."
My pussy gapes first and my anus follows. I love when he tells me things like that, when he gives me the orders; I have to be dirty.
I grunt as he pushes it in place.
"That's … a bigger one…” I declare.
"You noticed."
"It's a little hard not to, Daddy."
"You can take it now, though, that's a good girl. All that practice has helped."
"Thank you, Daddy.” I blush, I glow, I gush. I love practice. “But what does this have to do with the after life?"
"It has everything to do with the afterlife.” He pushes the plug into place. “Because all we really know of heaven and hell is right here on Earth."
"If my grandfather heard you say that he'd throw a Bible at you. A burning one."
My grandfather was a dairy farmer, touched by the Lord. Touched in the head more like. He did things to his wife, probably even to the cows. No wonder he was such an expert on sin.
"I'm good at ducking."
"Daddy, may I suck you?” The butt plug is doing its thing, turning my insides to jelly, cramming my will, leaving me antsy, horny.
"No, baby girl. You're going to heaven first."
He makes me get up on my knees, pushing out my ass so he can reach my cunt. He works his tongue into the crack.
This is where his mastery shines. One or two men had given me oral before Thomas, usually drunk. Nothing like that feeling of waking up with beer breath in your pussy.
The men acted like it was some stupid dare or a bet they had lost. A couple of other men wanted to do it to me as a way to submit, but I never let them. It was their trip after all; they wanted to do this to me to get themselves off.
Slavery is selfish.
You're so pumped full of images and what you want done and you have to orchestrate your partner and he has to be the puppet on your string.
It's not raw. It's not real.
Thomas explained all this and said the way around it is you make it a game, you intentionally play and give yourself up to imagination, just like a little kid can look you in the eye and swear up and down she's a pirate and she believes it, but she's still in control of the role.
"A dominant empowers his sub, Caroline."
Thomas empowers me in many ways; one of them is oral sex.
With the butt plug in, my mind full of heaven and hell, he brings me off.
Present tense.
Guess I'll have to learn to stop using it where he's concerned.
The limo arrives at the cemetery. Endless green, a crop of white stones, row after row after row.
This will be a military burial, a military service. There will be shots fired, twenty-one of them, an honor guard, a presentation of colors.
Kasey takes her mother's arm as they leave the car. She has the bearing of a soldier in her black dress with her high heels she is several inches taller than Monica. Erin still has my hand. Her black dress is velvet. She has heels, too, though she's a tiny bit awkward. Her yellow hair is up. Someone wears it like this, a star in Hollywood she said, I forget who. A lot's gone over my head lately.
There are three more cars. Some of Thomas’ friends to bear the pall. There are so many more who aren't here. Monica didn't want a full funeral service, she thought Thomas wouldn't want a lot of crying, but I'm not so sure. People need to gather on occasions like this. And they need to cry. Thomas taught me that.
The weather is warm, low seventies and the sky is blue. So very blue.
No clouds.
It makes no sense. How can a day be so pretty? How can he be gone? He wasn't sick, he wasn't old, and he wasn't doing anyone any fucking harm. Why did the universe need him out of the way so bad? What god was so threatened by his shining star? Does everything have to turn out like shit?
Brian's there.
Standing by the grave.
I thought I would feel something where he was concerned, I don't.
A minister is there; he says words. I wonder what he thinks, about heaven and hell on earth, I wonder if he would put a plug in me and lick my pussy mad until I couldn't tell one from the other.
I wish I had a cracker or something; I'd throw it on the ground. Make Brian pick it up with his teeth, chew like a dog.
I wish I could ride home in the limo alone with the driver telling me things to do to myself, occasionally glancing in the rear view mirror to make sure I spank and pinch appropriately.
"…Into God's eternal bosom…"
Like he knows.
"…We pray for the repose of the soul … of Thomas … Frederick…"
I stop my ears. I don't want to hear his whole name. Not from this clergyman's lips. This is such a violation. This isn't what I wanted. I wouldn't have done it like this, don't ask me what I would have done but it would be different.
He should have been my husband…
Brian is beside me. “Caroline, are you all right?"
He talks low so no one else can here.
I can't answer him.
The service is ending, they have folded the flag, tight precise movements, a ritual of folding, two gloved soldiers, like tiny robots, a little dance of submission to country and agony and death, Monica accepts the flag, on behalf of the President of the United States and a grateful nation … he is on one knee, he gives her the flag, and she will have it forever, the flag of a fallen hero, and I am just shaking, I don't have two daughters to raise, I don't have a company left me, I don't have legitimate memories I can keep on the mantle, I am the whore, brushed back to the side, my champion is gone, who will speak for me now?
"Caroline, aren't you coming?” Erin is talking to me.
I blink, not sure for a moment where we are. “Coming … where?"
"Back to the car,” says Erin. “Caroline, what's wrong?"
I am feeling woozy. Have I held in too much for too long?
"Caroline is riding with me,” says Brian.
"Why are you riding with Brian, Caroline?” Erin wants to know with typical teenage nosiness.
"They're friends,” Kasey concludes, taking her sister's hand. “Come on."
Monica has her flag. Monica's with her daughter's. Monica's drifting away.
It doesn't even fully register until I am in the front seat of a green Honda Del Sol. Brian's car.
"What the fuck did you just do?"
He starts the engine.
"You just humiliated me, you fucking asshole. Now they think I'm your whore."
"No one thinks anything, Caroline."
It's too late not to explode. “No, you're the one that doesn't think. You just do and everything you do is insane. Let me out of this car, you are kidnapping me."
He pulls away; we are leaving the cemetery.
"Monica needs me. Erin needs me. Kasey needs me."
"Stop it, Caroline, who do you think you're fooling? You were about to collapse back there. You think that's what Thomas’ family needs right now?"
"You don't fucking know what anyone needs. You like fucking with my head, you're psychotic."
"I am trying to help,” he counters. “The only way I know how."
"I don't want your help."
"You are getting it anyway."
I glare at the road. “If Thomas were alive…"
"Put your seat belt on,” he says, not responding to my provocation.
The buckle clicks. He turns on the radio. I think about his song. Caroline Needs Pain. Did he really save me back there? Was I going to collapse? It's true, things were spinning. But still, he should have been more discrete.
"Where are you taking me?” I demand. “This isn't the way home."
"We're making a stop."
My heart thunders. “Brian, I'm not playing any more games with you, do you hear me?"
"I'm not playing games."
We turn off the black top onto a small access road, and then onto dirt.
There are oranges.
Holy shit.
"This isn't funny, Brian."
He pulls over, into the brambles. “Why are we here?"
"You talk in your sleep,” he replies. “I thought you might be missing your orchard time."
That's it. I have had it.
"Don't try to be him. Don't try to replace him. Do you hear?"
He shuts the car off. “I'm me,” he declares. “And no one else."
I swing open the door and bolt. I kick off my pumps and I run, straight down the nearest row of trees. I look over my shoulder. He's not chasing me. He's leaning against the fender, smoking. I keep running. Prick. I look back again.
He's still there.
Fine. I'll run clear to Orlando. Or whatever piece of civilization is on the other side of this orchard.
I get tired way too easily. Where's my stamina? I was on track. I ran all through high school, just to get away from home. I haven't missed a day jogging in six years, even as a drunk.
I stumble and fall. The ground receives me without comment.
Eventually I get back up.
Brian's by the car acting like he could give a fuck if I ever came back.
"I'm fine,” I announce. “Thanks for asking."
"You're a big girl, I knew you were fine."
I seize on this. “See, it's this same jealousy shit-you can't stand the relationship I had with your father. He was Daddy to me; I was his baby girl. Get over it. He loved me, Brian, he would have given the world to me, hell he already did."
"Funny, you saying I'm jealous, when you're the one brought it up."
Now I'm just pissed. I get in his face. “He was good, you know. The best. You can't hold a candle. He owned my ass, he could make me do anything."
"You only did what you wanted. That was dad's personality-he indulged women. He spoiled them and when they wanted more than he could give, he ran."
"Liar, Thomas was not a coward, you are."
"I didn't say he was a coward."
My pulse is racing, the more emotional I get the calmer he is. I can feel myself, slipping away like I always do with Brian. I have to be objective, that's it, no passion, one way or the other. “You said he ran, though, and that isn't so. He was my rock."
"Your rock … because he couldn't be Monica's."
"Monica needed too much."
"So he found you,” he says. “And what do you think would have happened if you started wanting more?"
My mouth hangs there in space for a second. This is a universe I've never gone to … at least not consciously.
"Your father wasn't perfect,” I recover. “He was the first to say so. What about you?"
"Am I perfect, do you mean? Yes, I am. For you."
My knees weaken. “You must be kidding,” I laugh it off.
"I'm the only man who can handle all of you. I won't run; I thrive off you as a matter of fact."
"Bullshit,” I spit back. “You take off every chance you get. You fight with me; you abandon me. Where were you at the hospital? Did it occur to you I might have needed you?"
"I was grieving my father. I had to do it my own way. And you didn't want me there. You needed the space to be mother hen."
"So by all means, call me a taker or whatever it was and reject me … after all you made me put up with. For god's sake, Brian, you pissed on me-and I let you."
"You didn't just let me, you liked it. And you blame me for that because you want to go on punishing yourself with unhappiness. Well I have a newsflash. Want me to tell you the real source of your guilt-way deeper than your mixed emotions about what you did to Monica?"
"Oh, yes, do enlighten me, Dr. Freud."
The sarcasm doesn't faze him. He's intractable. He's a fucking labyrinth and he's driving me completely crazy.
"As much as you loved Thomas, you resented him."
I snort. “Wow. Sign yourself up for a PhD for that. Or should we just get you a special award for projection, because that's what you feel, not me."
"I am disappointed in my father. There's a difference. I wasn't in love with him, I didn't want him as a mate, and I never felt sexually rejected. He just wasn't there for me, so I don't even know what I missed."
"You're lying, distorting and hiding.” I point my finger at his chest.
"I wouldn't touch me like that if I were you."
I feel the electricity like a hot whip. It's beginning … the power exchange, volatile, dangerous … satisfying in ways I know I shouldn't want but I'm not sure I can do without. “Are you threatening me?"
"I'm just informing you of consequences. If you don't put your hand down I am going to punish you, hard and fast."
"You're bluffing,” I poke him.
Brian isn't bluffing. He spins me, reversing positions so it's me against the car. He pushes me face down and holds me in place his fingers twisted in my hair. He pulls my dress up to the waist and pulls down my panties.
Ten times he spanks my naked ass. The heat is twice as intense, the sexual humiliation twice as great in the out of doors. Knowing anyone could come by and see me like this.
He turns me back around, face to face, my skin still throbbing. “Are you ready to apologize?"
"No, why don't you,” I rub the soreness.
"Okay,” he declares. “I will. What I said to you was wrong. You're not a taker. Maybe I have been a little jealous. Maybe I have come at you too hard and fast but there's a reason."
My eyes are watering, but I am starting to laugh.
"Because you're a dickhead?” I venture as he hands me a handkerchief from his corduroy jacket.
He smiles slantedly. “Well, that, too."
I wipe my eyes.
"I've wanted you from the minute I saw you. I saw through you, into you, I knew the submissive you were, I saw you were misunderstood, I felt your loneliness so bad it made me ache all over. I wanted to just hold you, tell you it would be all right. I wanted to prove myself in the only way I will ever be able to a woman. Through sado-masochism."
A part of me is ready to fall to him right then and there. But another part doesn't want to make it so easy. What would Brian learn if he just got his way, a robot, offering him no challenge?
How would he grow into the master he needs to be? How will I grow into the sub I should be, the woman I need to be?
I feel a hand on my shoulder. Thomas, confirming I am on the right track. “There's a lot more to life, a lot more to relationships than S and M,” I suggest gently. “You learn that in time, how to balance things."
"Don't start in telling me how young I am, Caroline. Age is an excuse for older people to defend their fear of risk taking. Who says we can't make a relationship thrive on sado-masochism? You don't just have to take your spankings from married men on the side."
Caroline brought him up short. “That's an awful thing to say, Brian. To me and to your father."
"My father is gone."
"He is as alive as we keep him in our hearts."
Brian's breathing was quick. “Let's make love."
"No, not now."
"Why not?"
Not until this moment had the full reality of his youth dawned on me. I wanted to be angry. I couldn't. That's just how it was. The younger you are the faster your mind can dart from thing to thing, the more filled with wonder you are. And the more self-pre-occupied you are. Not selfish, just more unabashedly indulgent. Thomas could get back there, through me.
But I'm too old for this.
"I'm not your personal playground, Brian."
"Yes you are."
I squirm away from his wandering hands.
"I'm going to train you so you can't do that,” he tells me.
I'm breathing so fast. Should I get it over with and just let him have my body? It's my only chance-to get to the next inevitable knock down drag out. And this fight will be the last. The beginning of the end of the entire relationship. “I mean it, Brian, I am not screwing around."
My tough talk falls on deaf ears. “Take off your clothes,” he tells me. “Hand them over."
I feel a rush, blood pouring into my nipples, my pussy. “What did you say?"
"You heard me, girl. I want you naked, ready to suck cock. You're still my sex slave. We never finished back in the motel room."
I'm transported there in a flash, the sensations overcome me. And the desire. “Someone could see…"
"Then I'll invite them over to join us."
"Like hell you will.” It's the twinkle in his eye wins me over, not the heavy dominant stuff.
I unzip the dress in back, lifting my breasts and pushing them outward.
He takes the dress from me after I pull it over my head. “Keep going."
It's inevitable from here. I am past the point of no return. I pull down my stockings, which are already covered in runs. I do the bra next.
Again I arch my back, displaying my cleavage as I unbuckle.
My breasts spring free in the open air.
"Give it here and hustle with those panties. I have been waiting all day to get at you."
I slide my panties over my hips. “Today is your father's funeral. Do you have any idea how brutally insensitive you are?"
"Enough to make you wet."
I turn over the panties and endure the humiliation of having him sniff them. No point in denying it now. “Can we just get this over with?"
"No, I think we'll drag it out as long as we can, thank you. Turn around. Slowly."
"What for?"
"I'm trying to decide."
"Decide what?"
"What to do to you next. Turn,” he repeats. “Arms over your head."
I pivot on my heels; my scent is filling the air. Fear and sex stink. Sure to arouse the bastard to new heights.
"Again, slower."
I give him the show he wants.
He has me face him again, cupping my breasts. “Tell me what my father did that you liked best."
"He made me laugh,” I say without hesitation.
My intent is to shame him, but it doesn't seem to work.
"I could tell that,” he nods. “You had that look about you."
"What do you mean?"
"When I was with him, I saw how he made women relax. They let their hair down. They were totally and completely female with him. They felt safe. Waitresses, the freaking toll booth operators. What did it take, all of five seconds? They got this glow from him and I figure you got a pretty good dose because you were a light bulb when I met you. I was so jealous, because I thought, I can't do that to a woman like Caroline. Couldn't in a million years."
"If you're fishing for a compliment…"
"Nope. Just a little diversion. You can get on your knees now."
"You really like fucking with my head, don't you?"
"I adore it, Caroline."
I sink into the dirt. “This means nothing. We have no future together."
He doesn't even dignify that with a response. The futility of my resistance is embarrassing. I hasten to unzip him. I hope he comes quickly.
"Do a good job, angel. Or I'll use the crop on you."
My toes dig in to the soft ground. My pussy yawns. The way he'd laid that whip on me in the store, as light as it was, had definitely done a number on me. I could only imagine him using it for real.
"We didn't buy the crop,” I remind him, craning my neck to see past his crotch.
"I already had one. I was just testing you that day."
"Did I pass?"
"You're here aren't you?"
I pull out his member, thick and hard. “I'll take that to mean I failed."
"There's nothing failing about how you use your mouth."
It's not the most noble compliment, but it will do at the moment. I make myself a circle, open, receptive. At the same time I suckle, a weird combination of mother and whore.
Not feeling like baby girl. But that's okay, I am what I am. Me, not the roles, Thomas taught me that. I look at Brian and I see how much he still has to learn.
I am teaching him now. A sweet sacrifice on my part. Brian uses my mouth like a pussy, like a cunt, while my sex cries out, wanting to be used. Even my ass is clenched in anticipation. The man has me on the precipice.
Come is my existence. The semen I crave, which will plunge me over the rim, down into the belly of the beast.
Brian's beast.
Our beast.
He shifts his weight, leaning on my shoulders. I take over the motions of my mouth, in and out with uncompromising speed. I must satisfy him. I must satisfy myself. I must drink.
The semen comes out thick and warm, I gulp the first spurt just in time for the second. It goes down smooth, my eyes are closed and I'm drifting, everything in sync, my hands reach around to grab his ass cheeks, tender, possessive. It's a hell of a risk on my part, ever showing a man I like him. I can please and Thomas made sure I never failed, but I am terrible at initiating.
Thomas wanted me to work on that.
Do you think he ever intended that would come with his own son?
Why not? It always came down to that for Thomas. If something seemed impossible, if you could show it on paper even, he would just shrug and say why not. If you could dream it then why not?
His hand strokes my hair as he vacates my mouth. “Lick me clean, baby."
I am so weak and empty without him jammed inside me. I lap with my tongue, just to recapture a little. How soon is it going to be until he's hard again?
"Come here, baby.” He wants me to get up, he wants to kiss and hold me again.
I literally cannot move. I lay my head against his thigh so he knows this isn't stubbornness.
Brian's tenderness chokes me up. He literally scoops me up into his arms, stronger and more capable arms than I realized, and carries me to the car.
He sets me down to open the passenger door for me and that's when I kiss him, probing, questioning, in a most female way. I want to provoke a response and I do.
He kisses the life out of me.
"Don't start things you can't finish,” he warns.
"You are one to talk."
He comes down hard, a swat to my ass. I gush.
Is he really strong enough to hold onto me? Do I want him to?
I back away, teasing, playing, testing.
One hand restrains my wrist. He lifts my hand in the air. It might as well be a steel cuff.
He moves his other hand to my pussy. We're about six inches apart. I squirm, the intensity too much on my clitoris.
"No,” he says as I try and interfere with my free hand. “Let me do what I want."
My arm drops to my side. Restrained by his will.
Pleasure courses through me; I am being dominated.
"You can't come until I say."
Oh, fuck; he was onto that again.
"Brian…” I bite my tongue, I whimper.
"Hold still."
I want to cry. I can't control this-I'm making myself so frigging helpless. I am so slick, I am drenched, he's working me, working me hard, right to the limit and holding me…
"Want to stop, Caroline?"
"No, I want more,” I gasp. “Please."
He chuckles.
And then he stops anyway.
I am left spinning, hanging.
I swallow any vestiges of pride. “Brian, I really need an orgasm…"
"We'll see.” He puts his fingers to my lips. “How the day goes."
I want to bite them off. I don't, I suckle, I can't help it, my eyes are slits, my mouth is an offertory, I want to be good, I want to earn my pleasure.
His little fuck slut.
Brian dries his fingers on my body. His touch is excruciating. “I don't know … if I can take this,” I shiver.
My chin is between his thumb and forefinger. The forefinger that has just owned my pussy. “Then end it. Say ‘dirt.’ And end it."
He's not fighting fair. I can end anything out here.
"May I get dressed?” I say instead, signaling that I will stay in slave mode.
I hang on the motions of his lips. Desperate for his next order. Got to keep moving, before I fall apart.
"You can put on your dress, not the underwear. And no shoes and stockings."
A smile wafts over my face, split second, heading north or east. What direction would heaven be anyway-if it is a real place?
"What?"
"It's something from the past,” I shake my head.
I don't want to hurt Brian. I don't want to hurt anyone.
Life did this to me. Can't blame people.
"Tell me."
"I can't."
"You will."
"Your father and I came to a grove like this one time, and we got really into it, and I lost my shoe somehow. We couldn't find it for like half an hour, oh, god, it was ridiculous.” I put my hand over my mouth.
I laugh and then break down into tears.
Brian is there.
Doesn't say a word.
"I … miss … him…"
"I do, too, angel. But not like you. I didn't know him that well. I guess … I guess that makes me a little mad, a little jealous of you."
I sniffle, as he strokes my hair. “Why do you call me angel?” I ask him. “I'm anything but."
"You're my angel because you saved me."
"What do you mean?"
"When I saw you,” he says. “I knew I could touch Thomas through you. I needed that, still do."
I try and kneel down before him again.
He keeps me on my feet.
"I want to pleasure you again,” I say shyly.
"I know, angel, but you're not in charge.” It's a soft reminder, but I feel it close over me … like iron bars.
"Yes, Sir,” I say, not at all sure what that means, if the word is right or what, we don't have the history and what the hell is the context anymore? Where does play leave off, reality begin?
Is this our addiction of choice, I wonder? Being lost in the sensations of BDSM, Master slave-the power dynamic.
Thomas visited here, but he was moderate.
Moderate in everything in the end. An iron will.
Apportioned, just what each person needed from him.
"Brian, may I do something else?"
"What, angel?"
"Play,” my voice chokes. Though the tears.
He smiles, understanding. I watch him take his clothes off.
"In the dirt,” he finishes my thought.
"Yesss…"
We get dirty indeed, covered in earth, covered in heaven and covered in hell. Thomas’ children, two of them at any rate, one boy, one girl, one by blood and one by grace … his grace. He will always shine on me, god in heaven, with my apologies to the religious. God in heaven, and Brian his instrument, iron rod, cruel biter at my pride, enforcer of my boundaries which only imprison me. But we are one underneath. How long have you known that, Thomas? How long did you walk the Earth planning to bring us together? You planned everything, I think, even your own failure and pain just to show something greater in the end, my beloved higher power. Sorry if this isn't more spiritual, but I'm not cut that way, I need my gods concrete, I need my lessons on the ass, I need my rewards in the now, hot and heavy. Caroline needs pain … and love … and discipline.
And she is in charge of them.



CHAPTER VI


Brian's hand is up under my black dress, between my legs as we drive back to Orlando. I'm trying so hard to keep still, to be cool, but the very fact that he is so casual is driving me wild.
And the more he ignores me, treating me like an object, already had, set aside, taken for granted, the more I need.
I keep looking at his lap, praying for an erection. I'm not allowed to touch, not allowed to initiate, he's made that clear. If sex is to happen I will know. Because he will bring it to me, give it to me.
I wish I could have an orgasm, not that it would matter much. With Brian it's like a constant buzz, the sex is right there on the surface. I am an addict all right.
Just hope we know what we're doing. Still finding dirt on me I missed when cleaning up. I have mud stains and come stains from when he came again, standing over me, all over my breasts, letting me smear in the warm, thick jets of his ejaculation. Me, on my back, sun shining through him, sky enveloping. Clouds like wisps, portending … more questions.
Where are we going? Now that the epiphany in the grove is passed … seriously, folks.
Brian takes his fingers from me. Oh, hell, I am moving too much again.
"Brian, stop…"
(Sigh)
He takes just the right amount of skin between his fingers to pinch. It's the soft flesh of my inner thigh. He makes it hurt right off, a quick burn. To maintain the intensity, he twists, right and left.
This is his new torture he's introduced since we left the grove.
The only way to make it stop I have learned is to relax my muscles, to settle my ass down, to make my pussy the passive hole it's supposed to be.
This is called cunt training. Removing my own will, pesky little impediment that it is, from the program I am affectionately dubbing Operation Playground Caroline.
In time I will run to him, offering up said pussy, ass, mouth, breasts for whatever he feels in the mood for, pleasant, unpleasant or downright humiliating.
He tells me not to sweat getting it wrong; the battle is most of the fun.
I am so relieved.
I moan … I haven't been forbidden to do that. The pain is blending with the need … to be touched.
At some point he ceases pinching.
I have been a good girl.
He hooks himself back in place. Brian's official finger rest between my thighs.
I curl my bare toes into the carpet. “Brian I need to come…"
"You can hold it until we get there."
"I can't…"
"Stop whining."
"I'm not whining…” The thing is it's impossible not to sound whiny when you are this much behind the eight ball.
His fingers go up to my mouth. I dutifully lick.
My world collapses as his hand goes ever so far away to the steering wheel.
I bite my lip.
"Leave them,” he says, barely glancing at me as I try and close my legs.
"Why?” I snap. “It's not like you want anything that's down there."
"What I do with my pussy,” he informs me. “Is none of your concern."
I make a noise. Letting him know I am thoroughly, so totally over him and all his shit.
"I would like you to suck my cock,” he announces, unzipping.
"Again? How about a little equal time?"
"A slave's greatest pleasure is her master,” he gives me a boyish grin. “Besides you don't want me to suffer over here all worked up do you? All hot and bothered."
He's massaging his cock through his pants.
I have an idea.
Brian would probably consider it a brat idea but I would say it's just getting even.
Thomas used to explain to me about the whole brat thing in submissive psychology. The female has this side of her that has to act out that wants to have the male come down on her, for reassurance. It's the submissive's pay off and a dominant has to handle it just right. Thomas thought there were better ways to get attention and when I wanted to be a brat he told me to just tell him so he could respond accordingly.
"Thomas, I feel bratty,” and then he would say, “okay, close the door,” or “go and reserve us a hotel room for the afternoon."
"Now where were we,” he'd say when we finally got down to it and we would slip right into our roles nice as can be.
"I was telling you how bad I've been,” I would grin and make up something because I just never would do anything to interfere with his business or cause him difficulty.
"You have?” That eyebrow would go up and I would get warm and tingly and feel soooo good, the way he got into it, the way he made it feel all right, the way he could make it light and amusing at the same time it was so passionate and dramatic.
"Yep. I didn't collect the rent from Jane this month."
That was an inside joke because Jane the psychologist doesn't pay her rent, at least not this month's rent. She blames it on insurance that is always six months behind in paying her billable hours with clients.
"I know this makes for tension,” she will say. “And I want us to deal with that."
Like Thomas needs counseling for wanting the money he needs from her to pay his own freaking mortgage on the building her butt gets to park in.
Why doesn't she sell her Jaguar? That would be a nice way to deal.
Anyhow, Thomas will try not to laugh. “You didn't, baby girl? Well how does that make you feel?"
"Like a spanking,” I grin and I'll squeal as he takes hold of me and tickles me all the way to the bed. I'm seventeen again, and I'm twenty and thirty and I am every woman in the world, all the good things he's ever seen in any of us females as he turns me over and pinkens my bottom-just pinkens it, mind you. And then, because he can never hold out, we move into the sex and it's all ‘Yes, Sir,’ as he slides that beautiful, sculpted cock, into me, a work of art.
I watch Brian take his cock out of his pants now.
You've got to be kidding. A man has to woo a woman to his cock, not hold it like a sausage. Okay, so my mouth is watering and yes, I would not mind getting down there, my head in his lap just pleasuring and obeying, but there is a principle at stake.
Which brings me back to my idea. The soda cup in the beverage holder.
It's half full. Ice melted. Bearing the logo of a popular convenience chain.
How sweet is this going to be, to borrow an expression from Erin.
He never sees it coming. I take off the top and spill the contents, sticky and cola dark all over his pants.
"There, did that cool you off?"
Brian yelps and squirms. He wants to get mad but I start laughing. It only gets worse when he tries to slap my thigh. He yelps as a piece of ice gets down underneath him and somehow ends up in his butt crack.
"Oh, Brian, I'm sorry."
He eventually grips the wheel, steaming, having given up on me and his clothes. “Your apology would be a lot more convincing if you weren't in hysterics."
I see some paper napkins in the pocket by my door. I try to use them to clean him up.
He stops me. “That isn't how bad slave girls fix their messes, is it?"
The laughter has loosened me up. “No, Master."
"What do you need to do, girl?” he puts out the back of his hand, stained.
"Use my tongue,” I say.
I lick his skin, sweet and sticky. I suck each finger. I'm worked up and hornier than ever but I'm stuck. His cock is covered in soda. I lap at it, running my tongue up and down. Until the soda taste is gone and there is nothing left but the pungent taste of male.
He strokes my hair, talking to me. It's like playing with the outside and the inside of my head at once. “You belong down there, girl, don't you? You fight me and you only make it worse on yourself."
"Yes, Master…” I kiss his balls.
"I want my pants clean, too."
I apply my tongue to the fabric. His hand goes to the back of my neck. “You can suck me, but I'm not going to come again. I want to be nice and charged up for when we get to your place. We're going to play some new games."
I moan, wanting to rub my thighs together so bad. I can only imagine what new games he has in mind. I suck him the whole way, bobbing my head up and down, working my jaws until they ache.
I don't want to stop without permission. I don't want to do anything without permission.
"You're going to be punished, Caroline,” he tells me. “You're going to be taken down to a whole new level of slavery."
I'm not sure if he wants me in dread, or what, but I'm more relieved than anything. I want to escape my thoughts, my sadness. I want to be in that other world, where the decisions are made for me, where I am happily along for the ride.
Sure, you pay for everything in time, but not today.
I figure the universe owes me that much.
* * * *
Nothing much happens, BDSM-wise when we get to my apartment. The mood shifts, as I guess it's bound to in a grief situation. We do crave each other's naked flesh, however. We cuddle in bed and eventually make love. It is one of those long, languid fucks that makes you lose track of time, no longer caring if it's day or night.
As some point I go to get out of bed. I think Brian is dozing, but he stirs. “Where are you going?” he mutters.
"To the kitchen. I'm thirsty."
"Permission denied,” he mutters. “You can have water from the bathroom."
I tousle his hair. “Whatever you say, Master Big Ego."
I sashay off to the kitchen for my orange juice. My heart pounds. Will he try to stop me?
I flip on the lights and go to the refrigerator. “I thought I told you to be in bed,” I hear him say from the doorway.
"Omigod,” I jolt. “You scared me."
"Go back to bed, Caroline."
"Huh? No. I'm getting orange juice. I am thirsty. Is that against the law?"
"It is when you come out here without permission."
"Last I checked my name was on the lease."
"It's my name going to be imprinted on your ass with my palm."
"Promises, promises.” I am taunting him, getting a glass, leaning up against the counter on tip toe, deliberately giving him a view of my bare behind.
I drip with anticipation. He doesn't disappoint. He comes in fast, holds my waist and smacks me hard, again and again, not stopping until I beg for mercy.
When he gets tired of using his hand, he gets a spatula and starts in all over again. I am groaning by the time he's done. But my thighs are slick and wet from my desire.
"Don't move,” he orders, leaving me bent over the counter.
"What are you doing?” I sniffle as he goes into my cupboard.
He ignores me.
"Are you looking for something?” I persist.
"You'll see.” Brian finds a bowl and sets it on the counter. My stomach does a little flip as I see him open the spigot of the orange juice and pour the contents. He fills the bowl half way.
"What are you doing?"
"Getting you your orange juice."
"What is that, some kind of joke?” I demand as he takes it and sets it down on the floor, right smack in the middle of the linoleum.
He smiles slantedly. I want to smack it off his face, it is so freaking … male. “You seem to have a little trouble with cups."
My mouth hangs open. “You can't be serious."
"I'm very serious, Caroline. I want you down on all fours, with your face in that bowl, lapping like a little kitten."
"No way,” I say, though with my ass burning like it is I am not in a bargaining position. “I changed my mind. I'm not thirsty."
His hand reaches for the spatula. He doesn't need to say a word. I am skating on the thin edge of another whipping. I feel hot and queasy inside. I want to fight, I want to wrestle with things but the other part of me wins out and I go down on to my knees on my own kitchen floor.
His hand is still on the buckle. I regard him, not man, but Master.
"May I tie back my hair?"
"If you have something on you."
I have rubber bands in one of the kitchen drawers. I pull my tousled hair back into a pony tail. My scalp is sore from the hair pulling, though it's something I am sure to ask for again and again.
I drop down to all fours. All I can see is his feet.
"That's it, girl, crawl.” His voice is husky. I want to look up and see if he's aroused. I wait until I get to the bowl and look over my shoulder. He has his cock in his hand.
"Head down,” he orders. “I want slurping."
I do as he tells me. My cunt aches. The juice goes down my throat.
"Good pet,” he praises. “Know what I'm doing."
I can guess.
"I have my cock in my hand. I'm masturbating. That's how much this turns me on. And I know you like it, too. You have this wild side. Come on,” he taunts, “show me. Finish up that juice, get your nose all the way down."
I hear him groan.
I slurp like a good pet. I keep licking at the bowl, not daring to stop until he tells me. I can hear him grunting.
"I'm gonna come,” he says. “All over your back."
"Yes,” I sputter. “Do it, please."
I feel his semen spray on me, on my ass, my back and in my hair. He squeezes out every drop. I feel so incredibly alive.
"Wow, baby.” He yanks me to my feet. His big, sandpaper tongue licks across my face, licking the juice. I spasm deep in my bare pussy. Damn it if I don't have a little tiny orgasm, without even being touched.
There is juice on my breast. He bends his head and consumes it-the juice and the breast. I am in heaven, but I want more.
I hear Thomas telling me to go for it. You can't get what you don't ask for.
"Go down on me?” I whisper. “Please?"
Brian kneels without hesitation. His tongue and mouth know my pussy. They know exactly where to go, like they have been at it a life time.
He works me to fever pitch and then he whispers hot in my ear. “Come, my slut, come for your Master."
I fall against him, shuddering, a silent slow motion scream, invisible weeping, my teeth dug into his shoulder, my crotch exploding, a million mini meltdowns over his hand. Oh, god, oh, god, oh, god.
He lets me down easy.
"What are you?” He strokes my hair, hand at the small of my back.
"Your slut."
"What are you going to do for your Master?"
"Obey…"
It's a no brainer at the moment, though it won't last. Never does.
* * * *
Brian carries me from the kitchen, a very sated slave. He cleans me up in the shower and then we go back to bed, clean and dry. I fall instantly to sleep. It's somewhere in this sleep that I have the nightmare.
Thomas is drowning, in a retention pond at one of his own housing developments. I am trying to help him, but there are too many people around, everyone he knows, including Monica. They are all talking about how no one can save him because they have to be one of his registered sex partners, whatever that is.
Monica is telling everyone that she isn't registered in this state.
Brian is there and he hands me my driver's license that he took at the motel. “Read it,” he says.
I look down and see that it's a registered sex partner card and it authorizes me to sleep with Thomas because I am apparently practiced at it. I shake my head at Brian, not wanting Monica to know about this.
"Then you will watch him die,” Brian says.
"It's not fair,” I tell him. “I'm not the one pushed him in."
"But you made him hold all the weight from your past, it's pulling him down like a rock."
I forget about caution and try to help him, but Monica stops me, calling me a whore and demanding I explain myself. I just keep crying about Thomas drowning.
In the end I wake up screaming, in a cold sweat, Brian comforting me.
I am not sure if it's just the dream or the combination of that and the feel of his arms around me, but I come to a decision.
"I need to tell her, Brian."
"Tell who?"
"You know who. I need to tell Monica about Thomas and me."
"You sure you want to do that? At this point in the game?"
"I have to."
"Is this for her?” he asks the same difficult question that is on my mind. “Or for you?"
"Both of us I hope."
"What do you want me to do?"
"Don't let me chicken out."
He gives me a leer and a wink. “That's right up my alley, slave girl."
I roll my eyes. “I should have known better. God, am I always giving you ammunition for dominating me?"
"So far."
"Remind me to stop."
"Don't count on it."
"Didn't think so."
Not that I want him to stop…



CHAPTER VII


A week has passed and I am actually going through with it. I have gotten here, with Brian's help, to Monica's condo and I have told her what I need to about me and her husband, everything.
Monica's not at all where I expected her to be mentally. Her reaction is light years from what I could have predicted.
We are sitting in Thomas’ old den. She's in one of the red leather arm chairs, I'm in the other, she has a pants suit on and I have my familiar jeans and t-shirt.
My bottom is sore. Predictably, I did try and chicken out at the last minute, inducing Brian to give me some incentive. Five blows of his belt. And after that we fucked. The fucking was my idea, to relieve tension.
I wonder if the poor boy knows how badly I am using him.
He doesn't seem to mind, though.
The chairs are turned to face each other, like Point Counter Point. The walls are covered with books. I'm not smoking, although Monica made the offer, pretty graciously, since she doesn't smoke.
The whole thing comes out in a jumble. I forget to stop and breathe at points. Lots of quick stops and starts.
"The thing is,” I say at one point-or remember saying because it all just passes mostly in a blur, “Thomas never … he never meant it to be this way, I'm pretty sure I forced it, well not force, but I know he must have pitied me and it kind of just got a life of its own … oh, god, I wish you could have heard him talk about you, this tore him up, Monica, he loved you, do you know how jealous I got-not because I saw the two of us married-yes, I fantasized, but we're too different from each other, we were too different, I mean…"
At a certain point I just ran out of gas, like a plane, I nose dive. Crash land and then … nothing.
The silence terrifies me. “Monica, please, say something? Hit me, anything."
"You know, it's funny.” She is staring at the bookcase, past my head, the richly bound leather volumes that Thomas found so fascinating and was so proud to own though he never felt worthy of the contents. “I knew for a long time he was unhappy. Didn't have it in him to back out, though. Not that kind of man. ‘Sorry, honey, I outgrew you, let's divorce.’ Not in the cards. With Vicky it was different, she forced his hand and he wasn't in a position to defend himself as husband and father. My answer was to let him go where he wanted, set up a business in Florida. We couldn't afford it. Things were barely afloat in Atlanta. But it was his dream, you know, the dirt and all, and the communities he wanted to see built. You know what I think? I think every time he put up a house he hoped a couple inside would be happy, happier than he could be. The more houses, the greater the odds.
"I was scared for him, though, a wife knows things. Oh, god I did it all wrong, I knew how to nag him, I tried to show him how helpless he could be so he'd come running home, and every time he didn't, I would just cry, sorry for him, sorry for me. He sent me those flowers, you know, every month. Was that for me or him … was it for you?"
I look into those pretty eyes, trophy wife eyes. She'll be fine; men will flock to her. She'll always get what she needs; she's made that way. She's like that blood type, what is the one, where you can take from anyone? Thomas, he was the one that could give to anyone.
"For me? Why me?” My own voice sounds like an intrusion in her monologue.
"To reassure you, things were okay in his marriage. You know what Caroline? I am actually relieved to hear all these things. Does that sound crazy?"
"I think I am a real bad person to judge right now."
"Thomas found some peace with you. I didn't meet his needs, you did. You want to play truth time, Caroline? I knew he needed to be dominant. Before he dated me he was with my sister, they played around a little. She talked, like girls do. He tied her up, gave her a spanking. She got off on it but she was intimidated. It was like Chinese food to her, something you order once a month. She was afraid it would turn out to be a staple to Thomas."
I force back a smile.
She should only know about Brian. BDSM is that boy's meat and potatoes, his frigging oxygen.
"I swooped in, he was a catch, and I am not a fool. I knew what his being in my life would mean for my daughters and me. I'm an entrepreneur. He was an opportunity. He signed the deal; it was legal."
"You didn't use him,” I'm quick to say. “He got things from you I couldn't have given. You were this … force in his life, something that made everything come together. He lived for you. And the girls."
"He should have lived for himself. We all should. But we don't, do we?"
I think about Thomas, always telling me to go for what I want. What is the point of holding back?
"Monica, I've resented you."
This wasn't in my plan book.
"It's mutual,” she replies, without animosity. “And inevitable. The question is, which one of us was the other woman?"
I have to laugh. “Thomas and I used to joke about that."
"So did we,” she surprises me. “You know he wanted an open marriage?"
"Yes … although I didn't think he ever talked to you."
"He didn't have to. We were married, you know, even if we didn't live together."
"Thomas was born into the wrong world,” I muse. “Don't you think?"
I get a smile out of her. “If ever a man needed a harem."
"Or deserved it,” I added. “He spent his life trying to clean up men's messes. Every time he talked to a woman, befriended her, he was trying to let her know; all males are not assholes."
"Are there any women that good?"
"Present company excluded?"
"We aren't good,” she smiles. “We used him … mercilessly."
I take issue. “I tried to keep things even with him, though, I thought of him, his needs, constantly. I'm not sure it was all that bad."
"Then why are you here?"
It's my turn to be silent.
"Does it really turn you on,” she asks after a while. “To be dominated?"
"Yes. Sometimes."
"Where do you think that comes from? If I may ask?"
"I have tried to figure that out. Sometimes I think it's my upbringing. The fact that people crossed my signals early on, pain and pleasure and all that boundary stuff. But Thomas … if you don't mind my saying more about this … taught me to just embrace it as me. Why is somebody gay? Why do they like chocolate and not vanilla? It's society that starts with the viewpoint that some of our desires are wrong and need to be ‘explained’ as aberration or disorder."
"How does a submissive person keep from being abused?"
"Another thing I wrestle with … I guess you have to know yourself, be able to draw the limits. It's something someone can help you with but they can't do it for me. If I get a thrill from being hit by a cane and you talk me out of it, aren't you the abuser as opposed to the one who hits me? As long as it's done safely, of course, within reason."
"And you like being hit by canes and all that?"
I laugh at the expression on her face. “I'm not into anything too heavy duty."
"I can't picture Thomas doing things like that."
"Me neither."
"Something I never understood was how Thomas could have normal sex with me-sorry, non-BDSM sex and do all that other stuff with you."
"Some people are bisexual, right? Why can't people like different things with different people?"
She takes a deep breath. “Caroline, I don't think we can keep working together."
"I anticipated that."
Actually, I had expected to be thrown out on my ear or buried under a shelf of books so a simply pink slip isn't bad.
"It's not for the reasons you think. I don't hate you, and I hope you don't hate me. You can see, we can talk and that will always be there between us, but I'm a proud woman, a bitch, frankly. I can't afford to let people close to me; it gives them an awful lot of power. I am going to have to run this business now and when I have my little nervous breakdown, which I am sure is coming, it will have to be in front of strangers. You know too much. The only one who was close enough to see me cry is gone. I don't know if I can ever allow that with another. I have to be hard, I'm sorry. It's a character flaw, I'm sure you know my weaknesses better than me, Thomas probably gave you an earful."
"No, he never talked you down. He didn't see you or anything that way. Everything he saw in you was all about your uniqueness and that made him love you more. And no, I don't hate you. For Thomas’ sake, I wish you happiness."
"For Thomas’ sake I want that for you, too. What will you do with yourself?"
I settle back. “Would you believe I met someone?"
"Brian."
I wince. “He made it a little obvious at the funeral."
"He did me a favor. I couldn't have ridden back with you or anyone-just my daughters."
I nod. “I hope this isn't too weird…"
"Life is weird, Caroline."
"That's an understatement. The thing is … we … we will probably run into each other."
"You are dating my children's half sibling,” she acknowledges. “And I don't want that relationship interfered with. Thomas wanted his children to be close-Brian and Kasey and Erin."
I tear up. “He loved those girls…"
"They will never have another father. If I marry-when I marry-it will be clear to the man, and as you know I am good at setting terms."
I thank her for this, though it's really overstepping my bounds.
"You'll see me,” Monica says, “just not at work. Socially, on occasion."
"I'd like that.” I make the stretch. “I know it's not really appropriate now, but if I could ever help in any way, I mean to talk to, or anything…"
"There is one thing, but I think you are already doing it."
"What's that?"
"By loving Thomas’ son. Or shouldn't I put words in your mouth?"
"I think I am not ready for big words like love. I just want to work on like for now."
"Does he love you?"
"He hasn't said so…"
"But you're happy with him?"
"We're happy with each other. We … understand each other."
This is the first time I have spoken about my feelings for Brian to another human being. It is strange, exhilarating, and scary as hell. I want to run, undo everything all the way back…
"Do you call Brian Master?"
"Depending on the situation.” I fear I am blushing just a little.
"You called Thomas Master, too, didn't you?"
"Sometimes. But it was different. I knew … I knew Thomas didn't belong to me, that he couldn't really claim me."
"Not like Brian?"
"No…"
"Look at you blush."
"I've never felt like this. I get so worked up, he drives me wild, he's impossible, I don't think I can last a week with all he wants to do with me, but he's just so relentless, I mean he's always there, when I turn around, I hate that I need him, but I'm terrified he might not be there, too. And that doesn't cover all the power things. What he can make me do. Stuff Thomas would never have pushed on me. Brian really wants this, god, I just hope he knows what he's doing at his age."
"Thomas told me once about Brian. He was learning to ride a bicycle. Thomas got him a big boy two-wheeler with training wheels on it. He thought Brian would be happy but you know what he did?"
"What?” I'm eager, almost giddy to hear a piece of Brian's life … it's like a piece of me is about to get filled in.
"He pitched a fit. He was furious. He would not accept those training wheels."
I laugh. “That sounds like Brian."
"You know Thomas, he wouldn't fight with him. He sat him down, explained how he could get hurt and all and Brian said he wouldn't get hurt and that was that. So Thomas took off the training wheels and Brian went to work. For an entire week he was nothing but skinned knees and elbows. Vicky was beside herself. Bruises on bruises, blood, but not a tear shed. She was afraid they'd get reported to child abuse but Brian would not give up. Finally exactly seven days later, at sunrise he walked out of the house, he got on the bike and he peddled it, straight down the driveway. He didn't stop, didn't run in the house to tell his parents, he just rode all the way around the block. Then he came back, parked his bike and sat down for his cereal.
"'Sweetie, you did it,’ his mother exclaimed. He kept on eating. ‘I told you I would,’ he said and that was it."
I thank Monica and I think I get the point. Brian has his father's tenacity, though he sets his own goals. He wants something and he seizes it.
Me-Playground Caroline-I am this year's two-wheeler.
He has me but what happens when it's time to move on?
"You know,” says Monica. “Hearing about this power stuff makes me interested. Are there men whose libidos work the other way? Who like the woman to be in control?"
I grin. Yea, I could see Monica as a potential dominatrix. “Yes. Lots of them."
We give each other a hug. “I'm glad of one thing,” she says. “If you're with Brian I don't have to feel bad about taking away your income. There's a nice piece of change waiting for him in the form of a trust fund. And I'll feel better knowing you are there to keep him from blowing it all. Lord knows you kept Thomas in line fiscally."
"I'm glad you see that. That I was trying to help, I mean."
"You made a huge difference. You should know that,” she said sincerely.
I am positively soaring. I am so glad this meeting happened.
We go back out to the living room. Brian is on the couch with Kasey and Erin. They are watching some strange hip-hop comedy dance show, alternating between laughing and bopping their heads back and forth. Monica and I look at each other and shrug. We are definitely over the hill. In our time the music video channel actually played music videos.
Erin asks her mother to make popcorn and watch with them, Brian inclines his head discretely next to him.
It's a power thing between us. I'm not just sitting down. I'm obeying.
I kick off my sneakers and find my place, legs tucked under, my arm resting on his thigh. There's a hip hop show of my own going on between my thighs, thanks to the feel of the man next to me, the energy of him.
He puts his arm around me and I melt.
I belong.



CHAPTER VIII


Dirt, dirt, dirt…
Why oh why won't I say it?
What am I waiting for? Master's slave Caroline is in agony. It isn't even a week yet and Brian is coming up with things that would make the Marquis de Sade blush.
At the moment I am strung up on my tiptoes in what used to be my bedroom. It is our bedroom now, although I am sorely tempted to kick his ass out on the street, trust fund and all.
He likes to tell me how it's his room and his bed and his fucking everything and as long as it makes my pussy wet, I'm along for the ride.
I wish I could complain and say I felt neglected-but he is on me too much, consumed with me too much, into me too much.
Enjoying me too much.
My sweat. My pain. My whimpers as he inserts … the sharp points, the deceptively thin metal, thin as wire.
"You have a lot more of them to go, angel,” he reminds me.
"Brian … Master, I will never make it,” I say, just like I always do when a new torture is introduced.
Today's game is Let's Make Pincushions out of Caroline's Breasts.
He has these real tiny ones and he knows how to just prick the skin, no blood, only pain. And the total mind fuck because this is a sexual region and he keeps hinting about going after my nipples.
"Fine. No more."
I hold my breath, waiting for the other shoe to drop. Always does.
"Unless you ask."
My body tenses in dread. I am so fucked.
You have no idea what it means to be owned … he can do this, he can make me ask for the pain, make me beg for it. “Master…"
He masturbates me. I'm trained to the point where the briefest touch makes me ready to come.
Right to the brink and then he cuts me off.
I know what's coming…
I can have his finger back at a price.
He blows hot air in my ear. His bare chest so close. He holds the needle. He touches it to my breast, doesn't prick the skin, just presses, exquisitely. Now the finger moves … oh … I can feel it right there. I can't move and reach for it, the needle will sink an inch deep. On the other hand if I hold still I won't get anything.
"Puh … puh please, Master."
The needle goes in and the finger goes in. I whimper, I cry, I moan … no fucking way I can take this again, but it will go on. Thirteen more needles. Seven in me so far. Ten are to be on each breast.
And now I have to fucking ask for them.
He does it to me again, makes my very existence hinge on what he's doing to my drenched cunt, the juices all down my inner thighs already.
I have to say it this time.
"Please … put another needle in my tit."
He caresses my nipple. “Good girl."
I want to shout out fuck you, I want to rebel, call it off, get out of jail free, he wouldn't really keep me slave in my own apartment against my will? Hasn't he had enough already? He's taken over everything. I wear what I'm told, I piss only with permission, I come when he calls, I crawl, I listen, arranging my life around looks, snapped fingers, I live, I breathe Master.
Thomas’ son.
Oh, he must be laughing in Nowhere Heaven.
"Would you like another?"
I want his finger back on my nipple. I have to have it.
Do you fucking understand?
"Please, put another needle in your cunt's breast,” I plead with him.
"Yes, slave girl."
Generous good Master, hurting me, teaching me.
At fifteen needles he plays a new game.
His lips. On mine, barely brushing, only a hint. “A kiss?"
I pull myself as far back as I can … if our chests should touch.
"Master … Master, please,” I'm crying, before it's even happened.
"A kiss."
Not a question anymore as if it ever was.
My mouth pronounces the yes and is crushed. The needles drive home even as his smooth, naked body molds to mine, crotch to crotch, penis driving into pussy. I fucking god damned explode. I am out of my skin; I am all over the room, all over my fucking life, the canvas covered…
Master comes inside me afterwards as I hang limp.
And then he puts in the other ten needles.
Because he doesn't fuck around. He's a sadist. He stays on the bike until it stays up.
But it's ever so much more. Playground Caroline isn't this year's model.
It's his higher power.
How's that for a head-trip?
He worships the body he abuses.
I don't have to worry when he unchains me, I can fall, I don't have to do a thing as he carries me, like a leaf, to the bathtub and lays me in the warm, soapy water and the way he touches me, the magic he works, I don't feel a thing as he takes the pins out, one by one, all the way to twenty. Man of his word, this one.
Soon we'll be going on the road. I'm going to be his roadie, groupie, and little guitar slut. Lots of games ahead. I'll listen every night in little costumes and he'll motion with his eyes, girls he wants to fuck or men he's going to let fuck me. But there is no debating who I am, who he is. Our souls are to be sealed.
We are to be married in the only way that matters, in our private selves and where our sex organs go with whom is no one's business. With the proviso that my sex organs are already his anyway.
He kisses me in the bath, he rinses me, we go to bed and this time it's a leisurely fuck, I am clean and squeaky and I am allowed to love him and be loved without chains, without rope. Only his will binds me.
And the single necklace, gold and jade, whose meaning is known only to us. A gift from Monica, to both our amazements. She insisted we take it. On Thomas’ behalf.
I feel him here and this is so good because as dominant and controlling as Brian is he will never mind that a piece of my heart has gone to rest with another, because that man is his father. We keep that memory alive together and we will forever.
And maybe we'll have children to keep our memory alive.
It is a possibility, you know.
Master lays down beside me afterwards. I am tired, I need to center and find the deepest place of rest.
"I love you, angel,” he snuggles close, making it all worthwhile.
"I love you, Brian."
I listen to the sound of his heartbeat. The world is far away from us both and I know Thomas is happy for me. His son can't replace him, but life goes on and that's a good thing.
I cuddle up tight. I must get a full night's rest. Tomorrow is another day. I want to be good and feisty by morning. Bratty, bitchy, argumentative. Whatever I feel like. He likes the fight in me and deep down we both know I call all the shots I like. I am just happy to be who I am. Not the other woman but simply Caroline, who needs pain and is going to get as much as she can stand.
A few hours later Brian wakes me up. He's hungry, it's three am, and he smacks my ass awake so I can make us grilled cheese. He lets me eat a sandwich with him as we curl up on the couch and watch some other stupid program on the music video channel.
He falls asleep, just like he did yesterday and the night before. He'll deny it. But I'll mention it anyway. He has the remote control. I try to gently pry it free.
"I'm watching that,” he grumbles.
I try again ten minutes later. He pushes my head down to his lap so I can suck. Serves me right. Fucker starts snoring again, just as soon as I get him hard and full and pulsing in my mouth.
Should I bite him?
I take just a little nibble; can't resist.
He puts me swiftly over his lap and makes me very sorry. I don't even try to count the blows, they are thick and heavy and meant to blend in my mind … and on my ass.
I am moaning and begging, I need to be fucked, hard, I need him to take me to that place, all over again.
He lays me down on the couch, ass up.
His dick thrusts into my cunt savagely. The couch cushion presses into my face. He is slamming me with his cock and balls. My pussy receives, as it must. This is a very good case in point why slaves should be wet at all times. Imagine this experience dry? Would have been my tough luck, though.
Apparently I've earned some pretty bad hair pulling, too. This isn't so much a disciplinary fuck as a just-because-I-can. I can orgasm or not, he doesn't care.
Of course I do. And often.
He has the presence of mind to pull out before the end so he can flip me over and come on my face. I open my mouth and give him my tongue to soak as a sign of obeisance.
It's a nice thick, full load. He lets me wipe off and then I have to clean him off, on my knees between his legs. Then he wants me to kiss his feet. I cannot resist him. I do what he wants. I am totally, completely, gloriously fucked.
Enough for now, right?
Guess what, though?
Tomorrow at breakfast? A certain arrogant musician is going to have a whole lot of extra pepper in his eggs. Am I gonna catch hell?
I sure hope so…
After all, Caroline does need pain…



EPILOGUE


I dream I am flying. Thomas is piloting and Brian, he is in the co-pilot's seat. They are talking about me, bonding in the process.
"Did you have to spank her a lot? Was she naughty for you?” asks Brian.
"All the time,” says Thomas. “She is a real imp, but a cute one."
"I use a spatula. And my belt. Is that too rough?"
"She's kinky, I am sure it's all good with her,” Thomas says.
"Cool. I'm doing some interesting things with clothes pins, too."
"Amazing little devices,” Thomas enthuses.
I'm in the back, dressed like a little girl, in a pink skirt with white socks and black shoes. I am licking on a big round lollipop, much bigger than my mouth. I can't believe they are talking about me while I'm here.
"Brian,” I say, “I'm too little to hear this stuff."
"It's okay, Gracie,” says Thomas. “You're a big girl and a little girl."
"I like to use a cleave gag, too,” says Brian, continuing the conversation. “It keeps her jaws open when I am fucking her mouth."
"We can just put our cocks right in and come,” says Thomas.
"You gotta love that."
"You gotta love her,” he corrects.
"I do, Dad."
"You never called me that while I was alive."
"Yea, well I was pissed at you."
"I know."
"You were pretty patient."
"I had to be, as many mistakes as I made."
"I would have made twice as many if you hadn't pointed me straight."
"You did the work. You made the choices."
"Caroline was the best choice."
"I know."
"So what's heaven like, anyway, Dad?"
"Actually, it's a lot better than I thought. There's all these virgins there and as many time as you go with them, they stay virgins."
"That's quite a trick."
"I'm doing some developing, too."
"In heaven? That sounds like the lead in to some silly pastor's joke."
"I did have to get them to make some changes."
"Like?"
"They didn't have dirt up here. Ya gotta have dirt. And tea. Blackberry tea. You want some? I do,” he flies the plane right at this cloud, which is the color of tea.
"Dad, do you know where you're going?"
"Not until we get there."
Next thing we know we are at a cafe, sitting at a table with Monica and the girls. We're all drinking tea, like Thomas likes it, but everybody's tastes different.
"It's cocoa,” I say.
"No, it's mint,” says Erin.
"Vanilla,” Kasey counters.
"Espresso,” Monica and Brian say at the same time.
They look at Thomas puzzled.
"It's because you are both dominant,” he said.
Brian takes my hand. I move closer to him. The cafe is floating, on the cloud. We sing a song that Brian makes up on the spot. We all know the words though we have never heard it.
For the life of me I couldn't remember a single one after I woke up.
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