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Catherine Rules


Chapter One 

Imperial Summons

Catherine Roman loves power and loves with power. When a bitter rival challenged Mrs. Roman’s authority, she put her life and mine at risk. And in the moment of crisis, she handed me the weapon that turned me into a killer and her eternal slave.

Mrs. Roman’s fierce, nearly black, eyes and high cheekbones thoroughly captivated me the first time I saw her, at a bankers’ meeting. The subtle slant of her eyelids spiced her beauty with exotic flavor. Although she was a dozen years my senior, I preferred one of Her Majesty’s withering glares to all of the smiles from thirty-something women my own age. Mrs. Roman’s five-foot-ten frame stretched her classic hourglass figure into sleekness and imbued her with the hauteur worthy of her role as a modern Catherine the Great. 

Mrs. Roman seized control in our upstate New York town—her hometown and my adopted residence—when the board of directors named her acting chairman of Savings and Trust Bank to succeed her late husband. Peter Roman died of a heart attack one crisp October night in 2002. (“He wanted me to love him to death, and I did,” Mrs. Roman once told me—not as a boast, but as a melancholy fact.)

When Mrs. Roman commanded me to become her tool in January 2003, to do her dirty work while she took all of the credit, I eagerly capitulated. I thought I was accepting an invitation, but she preordained my fate. I was whipped. Go ahead and snicker. She actually used a whip, not just...

Not that I’m a wimp. My personality was “forged in the hills of Pittsburgh”, to quote a phrase that some flack at our bank, Federal National, put in a news release about me—once. But when Catherine the Great exerted her will, I was more like molten steel than steel beams.

Mrs. Roman called me at my office that fateful Wednesday afternoon in early January 2003 to issue her decree. At least part of me felt like a steel girder at the thought of surrendering to her cruelty. “Francis Prince,” she began our phone conversation. “Loved your speech at the Robert Morris conference.”

The local chapter of Robert Morris Associates, a national group for commercial bank lenders, had met in December. “Thank you, Mrs. Roman—or should I say Madam Chairman?” Outside my window the trees in the park across the way were bending under a stiff wind.

“Just don’t call me Madam Chairwoman—one letter removed from charwoman.”

“‘Chairman’ sounds more aggressive. If you lived in Russia a few centuries ago, you could have been the original Catherine the Great.”

“Yes! Francis—”

“Or Frank,” I suggested.

“A frank is just a hot dog. How do I know if you can cut the mustard?”

“I prefer Heinz Ketchup.”

“From that dreadful hometown of yours. Anyway, Francis,” she settled the issue, “are you still senior vice president, commercial lending?”

“Yes. Why?”

“I must address the invitation properly.” Dark clouds rolled in from the west.

“A personal invitation? I’m flattered. And honored.”

“Visit me at my country home this weekend. Tell me more about the business development plan you presented at the conference. I’ll pump you dry.”

She had me. Glancing at my desk calendar, I noticed two crucial meetings with key clients scheduled for that Friday afternoon. One was a commercial real estate executive who developed malls, and the other constructed and leased office buildings. Big bucks.

As if reading my mind, Mrs. Roman tightened her rein on me. “I’ll send my chauffeur to pick you up at one o’clock sharp on Friday. You will accept,” she paused before adding, as if I had a choice, “won’t you?”

“Mrs. Roman—”

“Remember, the stockholders will vote on your bank’s proposed merger with Leviathan National Bank this Friday. If Leviathan swallows Federal National—take that for all the bad puns in your speech!—you need to keep your options open.”

A veiled job offer? “That’s very flattering, but I also need to stay loyal to Federal National as long as they write my checks.”

“Absolutely,” she said, so smoothly that I had the sensation of being undressed without feeling anything. “However,” she added, “Harrington Burnside—speaking of the person who writes your check—always preaches cooperation between Federal National Bank and community banks, like Savings and Trust.” The purr in her satin voice seemed to say, Strap-on! To make sure I understood the veiled threat, she added, “Let’s not disappoint your CEO.” Or, to continue the analogy, she might as well have said, Thrust! 

I was fully, sexually aroused. “Since you put it to me that way, I’m wide open.”

Her silence alarmed me for a moment. She audibly sucked in air, and then her aroused and arousing voice oozed these words: “You and I will get along splendidly! See you Friday.”

Cradling the receiver, I pivoted in my chair and noticed that Suki Swisher, senior vice president, consumer lending, was standing right behind me. “What was that all about?”

Suki drew her hefty salary by spying on colleagues instead of doing honest work. “Buttering up Catherine Roman,” I confessed. Suki had me dead to rights. “Maybe she has a position for me.”

“Yeah, on your knees.” Suki’s champagne-colored eyes smoldered. With flaxen hair and pale complexion, Suki lacked any resemblance to her namesake from What’s Up, Tiger Lily? Her magnetism—from the challenge of her saucy lips to the wide-open look of her pelvis—sneaks up on men. Straightening my tie, Suki winked, “Schmooze your way to the top. Then maybe I’ll date you.” She tugged on my tie until my face was two inches from the beauty mark on her left cheek, just below her cheekbone.

“Looking for the highest bidder?”

“Yeah! Keep bidding!” She whirled around and sauntered away in a mincing stroll. Not even her beige wool business suit could mask the sensual motion of her shapely ass.

Suki would never understand my kinky desires: Kissing Mrs. Roman’s posterior was its own reward. Getting a cushy job at her bank would exceed my expectations. 

Late that afternoon, I received and RSVPed Mrs. Roman’s hand-delivered invitation. The storm that gathered during our phone call covered our town with freezing rain and sleet before racing to the Atlantic that evening. Temperatures plunged to single digits under starry skies, freezing the accumulated precipitation. Lingering, numbing cold glazed the ice before another cold front rushed in Thursday night and dumped two feet of snow. It was just like Pittsburgh!

My clients canceled our Friday meetings. “Thank you, Goddess Catherine!” I praised her aloud after the second cancellation. I called Grey Templeton, executive vice president and head of our region, to say I would take a vacation day. I considered nestling back in my warm bed, certain that Mrs. Roman would reschedule my visit.

But the phone interrupted my plan. I let the phone ring twice before picking up.

“Martin Covington here. Mrs. Roman’s driver. She said to pick you up at your house. This morning. Nothing else going on. How do I get there?”

“The road crews haven’t cleared the streets near my neighborhood.”

“I’m driving an SUV.”

I gave Martin the directions to my house and offered to meet him at the nearest main road.

“No, don’t mess up your clothes,” he said. “Mrs. Roman wants you to wear a business suit. Looks more professional. Pack lightly. She said not to bring a lot of clothes.”

I assumed I’d wear the late Mr. Roman’s clothes. Creepy. Mrs. Roman’s actual plans would have made me feel freaky. And aroused. I shrugged, as if Martin could see me. “She’s the boss.”

“Remember that,” he growled, halfway between advice and warning.

When a black Cadillac Escalade pulled into my cul-de-sac, I ran out and climbed in on the passenger side. “Strong and elegant,” I nodded toward the SUV. “Like Mrs. Roman.”

But Martin looked so out of context I almost laughed. Thin, delicate features reflected no humor. His pursed lips turned down at the corners. Martin was probably in his mid-40s, about Mrs. Roman’s age, and looked a couple of inches shorter than she. His chauffeur’s uniform contradicted the SUV concept. After I buckled my seatbelt, he circled back out of the cul-de-sac.

“Thanks for the lift.”

“Let her pamper you,” he said without preamble. “Mrs. Roman invited you over to coddle you. If you resist, she’ll destroy you.”

“I’m fine, thank you. And how are you?” I asked sarcastically.

“Forget the small talk. I’m preparing you for meeting Mrs. Roman.”

“Thanks.”

“I used to be her girl,” Martin continued.

“Beg your pardon?”

“She hates my real name. Calls me Martha.”

“I’m Francis. Really.” I extended my hand and we shook hands. “My friends call me Frank, but I’ll always be Francis to Catherine the Great. She probably spells it with an e.”

“You get the picture.” He smiled for a split second before the corners of his mouth turned down again. “Mrs. Roman sold me to a mistress in the City.”

“Sold you?”

“I’m history at the end of this week. Now she wants you.”

“Hold on. She can’t just sell you ...” I looked out the window. A cottage about a half-mile from the highway reminded me of a scene from Dr. Zhivago. My mind returned to Martin’s incredible revelations. “She blackmailing you?”

“Yeah.” He grimaced. “Not that she has to.” Martin turned off the highway to a long, elaborate driveway—practically a secondary road—leading up to an ornate, colorful mansion on a small hill. The bulbous, swirl-designed turrets—like giant machine-poured ice cream—reminded me of photographs of St. Basil’s Cathedral in Moscow. Pulling up to the garage adjoining the mansion, Martin rolled down the window and pointed the remote control to open the left of two garage doors. “Remember,” he cautioned, “just do what she says.”

“You got it.”

Martin parked the SUV next to the limousine in the garage, lowered the garage door, and opened a door leading into a cozy parlor. “Please wait here until Mrs. Roman can see you,” he said, resuming his role as Catherine the Great’s lackey. Closing and locking the house door to the garage, he crossed the room to three steps leading up to another door, and then left quietly. 

On the right wall, sunlight shone brightly through a large circular window perhaps four feet in diameter, several feet above eye level. Beneath the window was a large, leather couch. A massive mirror, framed in filigreed gold, dominated the opposite wall with a small couch beneath it. End tables with lamps flanked both couches. Three floor lamps each stood beside wingback chairs. Although magazines were scattered throughout the room, the casualness looked suspiciously orderly.

Sure enough, the newest issue of W, crammed with photographs of women in sensual outfits, seemed conspicuously placed. I sank into the leather couch to savor my treasure. My mouth watered while I turned the pages. Spotting another issue of W, I gobbled up its visual treats. Then I flipped through several issues of Vogue and Cosmopolitan. The Cosmo models looked too young for my tastes. But all of the women, especially those in slinky outfits, collectively turned me on.

When my horniness reached full capacity, the door at the top of the stairs swung open dramatically, and Mrs. Roman stared down her nose at me in haughty amusement.

Her personal appearance outshone all of the two-dimensional magazine pictures. She wore black to observe her mourning period, but I doubt that the late Mr. Roman would have approved of the alluring sheen of her dress, clinging to and highlighting every delicious curve of her body, especially her breasts and rear end. Gazing at those shrouded mounds confirmed my decision to call her Catherine the Great. She was holding a pair of gloves and a diamond necklace.

Impulsively, I started to my feet.

“I would tell you not to get up,” she said, riveting her flashing, nearly black eyes on the bulge in my pants, “but I see I’m too late.” Her beautiful face dimpled enticingly, making me think of an extremely rich dessert—wickedly, excessively pleasing, but so bad for me. “Be seated.”

I obeyed her for the first of countless occasions.

When she walked down the steps, sliding her right hand along the small railing on that side, her calf muscles flexed temptingly against her black stockings. The shiny, black material of her dress—she told me later it was called ciré—both shadowed and projected the movement of her hips and thighs. By the time she stood before me, a damp circle was forming on my pants at the head of my cock.

Mrs. Roman’s raven hair was pulled into a bun, accentuating her high cheekbones. Her lush, crimson-painted lips remained in a smirk. Her face projected a cruel beauty, the countenance of someone destined to dominate and humiliate. “Hold this,” she said, handing me her necklace.

While I watched her slither one hand and arm into its kidskin, opera-length glove, my cock oozed more pre-cum into my pants. The sensual motions of her hand and arm inside the glistening glove made me want to jerk off. Then she slowly treated me to the sexual symbolism of her other hand wiggling into its glove-mate, and I thought I would explode. She took the diamond necklace from my hands.

I knelt impulsively, almost instinctively, before her. She placed her necklace in my chair. She wore black patent leather pumps with four-inch heels, like small shrines for her feet. Bowing further, I kissed each foot several times. I was at a total loss to explain what I had just done. Remaining on my knees, I raised my head and said, “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be, Princess.” She cradled my head in her gloved hands and pressed my face into the fabric covering her sacred delta. I must have betrayed a puzzled reaction to her firmness, because she explained, “I’m wearing a girdle.”

Another of my favorite fetishes. My head was swimming. I felt immersed in fantasy, able to do anything I wanted to. I nuzzled her crotch softly. Reality nibbled at the edge of my mind. I pulled my head back and looked up again. “Why did you call me Princess?”

“I rule, my little Princess—a contraction of ‘Prince’ and ‘Francis.’ I grant you a place of power and privilege beside me. But only if you subjugate yourself completely to me: your heart, your soul, your body, your will. Understand?”

I hugged her hips and pressed my face back into her haven. “Yes, Your Majesty!” I declared loud enough for her to hear me through the muffling effect of her thighs. My emotions soared and pushed tears into my eyes. My aching cock longed for release and relief.

“Unhook my stockings.”

My hands trembled while I detached the garters. So close to paradise!

After I finished, she turned her back to me and wiggled out of her black girdle, keeping the skirt of her dress down so that I didn’t get a free show. Stepping out of her girdle, she turned and walked back to me. Cupping her hands behind my neck, she took my compliant head and rubbed my nose up and down against her mons veneris. “Are you hungry?” she asked.

“For you.”

Her left hand gripped the back of my head, and her right lifted her dress. Moisture glistened on her hair. I licked it away, teasing her major labia with sweeping passes. Gently separating them, I kissed her swollen clitoris, sucking and licking her into moans and spasms. She stepped over my shoulders, one at a time, to squeeze the maximum pleasure from her climax.

When her orgasm finally subsided, I cleaned her thoroughly with my tongue. She patted me on the head. “Was it good for you, too, Princess?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Was anything missing?”

“You are perfection. Nothing was missing.”

“You’re lying, Princess. Good. If you lie for me, what else will you do? Turn around.” After a few moments, she said, “You may look now.” I turned just in time to see her last shimmy to wiggle back into her girdle. “Put my necklace on me, Princess. It’s hard to clasp with these gloves on.”

I picked up the necklace and stood close behind her. My unrequited cock tried to reach out and touch her ass. But, unsure of Mrs. Roman’s expectations, I stayed clear of her rump and reached the necklace around her from arm’s length.

“I’m watching you in the mirror,” she taunted. “Are you afraid of me?”

Our eyes met in the mirror. “More like total awe. Like being in the presence of a goddess.”

“Good! I shall beat you severely. Understood?”

“Yes.”

“But if you misbehave, I shall have to punish you.” She backed up, nestling her rump against my cock. “Which shall it be? A whipping or punishment?”

“I’m your whipping boy!” My own words surprised me, but with Catherine the Great, the bizarre seemed normal.

She rewarded me by wiggling her ass against my cock. When she bent over at the waist, the warmth and semi-softness of her derriere, despite the girdle, made me start shooting off. She maintained maximum contact while swiveling her hips, goading me into releasing jets of cum into my pants. “Need help, little Princess?” Her condescending tone coaxed more out of me. Facing me, she took my head into her arms and pressed my face into her bosom. Arching her back, she rubbed her crotch against my groin, creating enough friction to finish me off.

I knelt and kissed her feet again.

“Princess!” she rebuked me. “You’ve made a mess.”

Her entrapment—luring me into cumming in my pants and then blaming me for being sloppy—tightened her psychological vise on me. Rapture engulfed me. I walked on my knees behind her and pressed my lips into the fabric of her dress covering her girdle and ass.

“Good girl!” she said. “But not now. Wait till I’m undressed. Give me your clothes, and I’ll have Martha—I mean, Martin—clean them. Give me everything. No bad jokes about taking you to the cleaners. We both know I’ll do that later.”

Catherine the Great elated me. She was the antidote to my hectic career: decisions, conflicts, rudeness, guilt—most of all, guilt. She would punish me to cleanse away my sins. All I had to do was give up, give in, and surrender unconditionally to Her Majesty. She would provide me absolution.

I stripped quickly. 

She took every article of my clothing—even my shoes, socks, and underwear—and walked back up the steps. She paused with her left leg crossing over to the top step, while her right remained on the step below—a calculated pose to showcase her splendid, tightly-wrapped ass. “I’ve adjusted the thermostat,” she said. “Let me know if you start to feel comfortable, and I’ll lower the temperature.” Then she left.

Her power of suggestion and the removal of her sizzling presence made me feel cold. Minutes later she opened the door and stuck her head through the doorway. “No more accidents. Here.” Concealing her body behind the door, she extended her arm to toss me an object.

I snagged the three-pack of condoms in the air. “Thanks. Oh, could I have—”

“—something to wear,” she finished my thought, tossing a bundle toward me. She closed the door, and I heard the bolt click in the lock. I glanced up at the window, but it was inset and not designed to open. And Martin had locked the door leading to the garage. No escape.

So, I concentrated on the clothes she lent me: her dress, girdle, stockings, and shoes. I suppose her gloves were too expensive to lend me. I shivered. Mrs. Roman’s intention was clear. I could either freeze my tail off. Or be a good little Princess and play dress up for her.


Chapter Two

Enthrallment

The sensation of being under Catherine the Great’s domination, down to the clothes I wore, vibrated through me, blended with the indelible mental image of her arrogant, aristocratic face, and pumped the first throbs of renewed life into my just-spent cock. To put the situation in basic English, Empress Catherine had me by the balls, and I wanted her to squeeze tight. 

My terrific awe for Her Majesty placed her clothes in a different perspective. Sure, she forced me to wear her clothes to dominate me, perhaps humiliate me. But her clothes were also fetishes, filled with the magic of her power. God only knows what “fetish” means on the Internet these days, but I’ve done some homework, and the original fetish was an object that carried power, like a voodoo doll. So, when I picked up Mrs. Roman’s stockings and rubbed them against my cheeks, I could feel her energy and see the beauty of her legs. I spread her dress across my chest and pressed it to me with my hands, as if I were hugging Mrs. Roman. I picked up her girdle, black and shiny like her hair, and buried my face in it. Raising my face, as if Mrs. Roman were a heavenly deity instead of an earthly goddess, I proclaimed, “I am yours. Take me, keep me, use me.” The impromptu ritual reminded me vaguely of saying grace over a meal. 

And then I began the “meal”, a sensory feast. I stepped into her girdle. The tight, stretchy open-bottom foundation reminded me of a woman’s pussy. And I felt like a giant cock sliding inside. The sensual feel of elastic squeezing my upper thighs, belly, and ass massaged me into budding arousal. I pulled the girdle up past my crotch, allowing my cock to stand erect.

Remembering Catherine’s warning about accidents, I took a condom from the pack and slid it on. At the thought of being inside Catherine’s girdle, I longed to jerk off, but I focused on her hose. When I rolled the first stocking up my leg, I could almost ejaculate without touching my cock. The ticklish, creepy encroachment of the second stocking up my leg intensified my rush. By the time I hooked the garters on her stockings, I was beside myself with lust.

But I concentrated long enough to slip into her dress. I pulled it over my head and tried to let the shiny material shimmer down. It needed coaxing. The material sent tingles through my body. Even though my waist curved out and my hips were flat—in contrast to Catherine’s slim waist and gracefully curved hips—even my body looked better in the glimmering material.

I reached for my cock but knew I must finish dressing first. Trying in vain to step into her shoes, I picked them up and walked over to the couch facing the mirror. Sitting down, I managed to squeeze my feet into her pumps. I have read that some women wear shoes too tight just to stay aroused. It worked for me! When I stood up, I felt the elevation of her heels tighten my leg muscles and heighten the erotic power coursing through me, from my Goddess’s shoes to my groin.

“Pumps,” I specified aloud—and, turning my back to the mirror, started to pump myself. I couldn’t resist any longer. Catherine the Great’s clothes were literally vestiges of her essence. Glancing over my shoulder at the mirror, I realized not even a wig and industrial-strength makeup would make me pretty, so I focused on the vision of a shiny-clad butt bobbing to the rhythm of an unseen hand working under a dress and girdle. The reflection looked like a woman fingering herself—lousy shape, but what a sexy dress! I felt giddy with lust. The surge kept escalating until the magic of Her Majesty rushed from her clothes through me and shot cum repeatedly into the condom she had given me.

Mrs. Roman swung open the door while I was squeezing out the last dribble of jism. “Even my clothes can enslave you, Princess.” Her voice was thick and her face flushed. She wore a long-sleeved, highly-polished black latex mini-dress with black, calf-length high-heeled boots. Her left hand, wrapped in a short, black latex glove, held her right glove. Her naked right hand glistened. 

I fell on my knees, face down. “I’m sorry, Your Majesty. I couldn’t resist your clothes.”

She walked over and stood before me, patting me on the head. Her fingers felt damp. “You are weak, Princess, but obedient. You may wear my clothes anytime I tell you to.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty!” Her bitchy way of voicing a command like a favor sent a perverse chill of delight through me. Her figurative grip on my testicles was not enough; she wanted to twist them, too. And I craved her touch, even symbolically, so much I encouraged her.

Without a word, she held out a cardboard box that had contained sanitary napkins. I slipped off my condom and dropped it into the box. “Give me a kiss, Princess.” She turned her back to me, bent over slightly, and presented her ass for my lips. When I started to peel up the hem of her dress, she said, “You can do that after dinner. For now, just show me that you know your place.”

I pressed my mouth against the slick latex covering her rump and stuck my tongue into the material as far as it would go.

“Oh, Princess! I am so pleased with you!”

I stood up. “I’m glad you found me.”

She turned and led the way up the steps. Her ass, rippling beautifully in polished black latex, pulled me along as forcefully as if she had snapped a leash on my cock. “You have a fabulous body, and that dress really shows it off,” I said in awe.

“It’s called a governess dress. I ordered it from The Baroness in New York.” After separate visits to the restroom, we sat down to an elaborate dinner. Multiple courses gave us ample time to talk. Martin began by serving us large salads with Russian dressing. Wearing a natty tuxedo and bow tie, he acted as if everything were normal, although I was sitting there in drag. The sun cast long shadows across the room. An immense feeling of belonging overcame me—belonging in that house, at that time, and most of all, being owned unconditionally by Catherine the Great. I had found my role, and it exhilarated me—if I could remain a banker. 

“How do you like my Little Hermitage?”

“Little?!”

“Compared to the Hermitage in St. Petersburg, this house is tiny!” She unfolded her napkin, as if transitioning to another subject. She smiled wickedly. “I’ve been sizing you up for some time. Your career speaks for itself, and the Web sites you visit reveal the kind of woman it takes to drive you to success.”

“You can’t judge—”

“But I can. I hired a computer specialist to set up several sites to snare you. When you visited Whip-Off Queen, she put a cookie on your computer. We’re tracking your browsing habits. You must have visited Other World Kingdom a thousand times. Not her site, but what a lovely desire: to have a woman crush you under her heel! I am thrilled to do just that!”

Although she was inflaming me again, I felt the need to offer token resistance. “You’re blowing my curiosity out of proportion.”

“When you were married,” Mrs. Roman continued, “your wife didn’t understand that you wanted her to dominate you.” Before I could protest, she put her gloved right hand—she wore both gloves now—on mine. “Maybe you didn’t realize it, either.”

“No, I thought dominant women were just a fantasy.”

“And Suki Swisher—her name sounds like intercourse!—is too foolish to realize what a goldmine you are. If she would just discipline you, both of you would make small fortunes. And Suki would steal yours if she knew how to exploit you.”

“Don’t be so cynical.”

Mrs. Roman took the roll off my bread plate, and I passed her the butter.

“See?” she said triumphantly. “Peter, my late husband, was like that. He gave all the orders at the bank. But I made all the decisions, and we both prospered. I rewarded him in the bedroom. I ruled him absolutely and mercilessly. To his dying day,” she dabbed the corner of her eye with her napkin, “he thanked me.”

She stood up and paced in a small circle. Her brown-black eyes pierced mine. “You said I could have been Catherine the Great. Well, I’m more Russian than she was. She was born in Prussia, you know. My grandparents were Petrovs, born in St. Petersburg. My husband’s grandparents, born in Moscow, were Romanovs—not the royal family. Our families fled to America during the Russian Revolution. Came through Ellis Island. During the 1920s Red Scare, our grandparents changed their names to Peters and Roman, respectively, and moved from New York City to my hometown. That’s where Peter and I met. Now, tell me more about yourself.”

She sat down, propped her elbows on the table, and rested her chin in her cupped hands. Her gloved fingers, curved slightly to touch her cheeks, enhanced her magnetism.

Martin materialized quietly to remove our salad plates and place medium bowls of borscht before us. I sipped my water while Martin withdrew unobtrusively. “My bio is dull compared to yours. I was born in Pittsburgh—just like William Powell, Bill Cullen, Barbara Feldon, and Jeff Goldblum, to name a few. They went on to bigger things.”

She didn’t smile at my attempted modesty but merely nodded, as if my remarks merely confirmed what she already knew. “Continue,” she said.

“My dad had enough sense to go into insurance before the steel industry evaporated. Wanted me to join him. But his clientele dwindled when jobs migrated south from the Rust Belt. Like a lot of kids in Western Pennsylvania, I played high school football. Guys like Joe Namath, Johnny Unitas, Joe Montana, Dan Marino, and Jim Kelly…”

“All from Western Pennsylvania?” 

“A few quarterbacks from the Pittsburgh area. I wanted to earn a scholarship to Pitt.”

“As a quarterback?”

“Tight end. Physical contact with an occasional pass thrown my way. Guts and glory rolled into one position.”

She squinted for a moment, trying to remember where she had heard “tight end”. With a droll smile, she asked, “A tight end, like the character in The World According to Garp?”

I took my turn thumbing through my mental Rolodex. “Hell no! I’m happy as a man, thank you!”

“Now, Princess, my little tight end. I’ll get physical with you! Have you read… Garp?”

“Saw the movie.”

“You never made it to Pitt,” she noted, “or you lied on your resume.”

“Tore up my knee. ACL. Heck, Pitt didn’t want me. So I got an academic scholarship to Carnegie Mellon. No stadium to play ‘What-If’ every football Saturday.”

“But you still love your Pitt Panthers and Pittsburgh Steelers.”

I grinned sheepishly. How’d she know so much about me? “I studied business at Carnegie Mellon. Thought about investment banking. High risk, high reward. Then I got an internship with Mellon Bank and decided commercial lending would be safer.”

She peered at me intently. “But you still seek risks. That’s why you’re here.”

“Yes. And I’d still like to try investment banking. But when Federal National offered me a job, I snapped it up. Got an MBA with evening courses in my ‘spare time’. Federal National sent me to a smaller city for some seasoning, and here I am.”

“Don’t be all business. What are your personal desires?”

“You’re my personal desire. Let’s talk about you.”

Abruptly, she sprang up and stood inches from me before I could react. “You want me to force it out of you, don’t you?” She stroked my cheek softly, teasingly—and suddenly, I did want her to coerce me, to demonstrate her power and my exquisite subjugation.

She swiftly returned to her seat. “Eat your soup. You’ll need strength.” When I resumed eating, she observed, “You’re right about me. I will be Catherine the Great with Savings and Trust Bank and the county we live in. But the customers and stockholders aren’t ready for an empress.”

I sipped my water. “Where do I fit in?”

“You’ll be my wife.”

“You mean husband.”

“No, wife. You’ll do all the work while I take all the credit.” She pulled her gloves tighter, and the shiny second-skin covering her hands transfixed me. She seemed poised to slap me. “Wives cater to their husbands—in the bedroom and the boardroom. Do that for me.”

“You want me to wuss out?”

She glared at me. “Most wives are stronger than their husbands in the important ways—dealing with adversity, managing families,” she paused before adding, “running banks.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, remembering my mother. “You’re right.” I was genuinely contrite.

“Being my wife is not a matter of masculinity or femininity. In fact, be extremely virile with our clients, customers, and employees. But when you get home, your ass is mine. Total surrender. I’ll make you enjoy it! Then, when you run the bank for me, unleash your pent-up aggressions. Take charge. Do unto others as I have done to you.”

I spooned down the borscht, nourishing myself with the soup and her words. “I’ll have to think about it.”

“You will remain as my guest until you agree to be my wife.”

“Is that a threat?”

“Of course not! You may leave anytime I let you. We’ll sign prenuptial agreements so that I get to keep everything that’s mine. Then, after we’re married, I’ll make you president and CEO of the bank—I mean, the board will elect you after I persuade them—and I’ll be chairman. You’ll be richer than you ever dreamed.”

“My dreams are big. But what about you?”

“I’ll get by.”

“Meaning?”

She stood up again, walked over, and pressed my face into her bosom. “I’ll have all of my property and most of yours. That’s how it has to be.”

I stirred in mild protest, but she pressed my face deeper into the latex covering her breasts and pressed down on my shoulders with her elbows.

And so she enthralled me—in the original sense of enslaving me, and in the romantic sense of charming me. Calling someone a “love slave” may be clichéd, but that’s exactly what I was to her. The real beauty and smell and taste of Catherine the Great sliced through all of the fantasy dominatrices I had sought on the Internet. Suki Swisher’s subtle sexuality, also real, fell far short of Goddess Catherine’s majesty. But Mrs. Roman’s very real demands to have her way all the time also sliced through my fantasies—and my self-esteem. Catherine the Great made me desire her more than any other woman; the reality of giving up everything, however, made me balk.

Sensing my mood, she returned to her seat. “We’ll discuss this after dinner.”

Martin returned to clear our soup bowls and serve us plates with a generous portion of meat, a smaller helping of cabbage, and a token serving of boiled potatoes mixed with carrots. 

“Beef?” I asked.

“Venison.”

And so the meal continued, with each course outdoing the previous one, reaching its pinnacle with servings from an elaborate cake. “Whose wedding?” I joked.

“Need you ask?” She was serious.

We devoured our dessert as if we had eaten nothing else.

“Martin,” she said, “we shall retire to the study. Please bring us some vodka.” After he retreated, Catherine the Great turned to me. “Shall we?”

In a parody of manners, I presented her my arm, and she took me in tow to her study. The sun had set a good hour earlier, leaving the room in darkness despite the French doors on the west side. Mrs. Roman turned on two lamps at opposite ends of a plush, leather couch. When she sat down, the lamp at her end of the couch played intriguing shadows on her face. 

I sat at the opposite end to gaze at her from head to toe. “Your beauty is excruciating,” I confessed. “I can’t resist staring at you, but I realize I’ll have to pay dearly for the privilege!”

“Of course!” she seethed. “So throw yourself on my mercy. Quit trying to fight it.”

“Easy for you to say,” I muttered, immediately regretting my retort.

Her eyes flashed. Anger animated her features and made her more beautiful than ever.

Martin, for the first time, entered off cue. Mrs. Roman glared at him in utter contempt. Martin placed his tray, containing two glasses and a crystal decanter of vodka, on the huge desk near my end of the couch. 

Mrs. Roman rose majestically. “Martin, turn on the VCR while I go to my room.”

“Yes, Madame.”

“And you,” she pointed at me, “stay right where you are.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Martin shook his head without comment as he turned on the VCR and TV in a recess, almost a small alcove, at the east side of the room. He muted the TV.

“What?” I asked.

“Why didn’t you do what she said? Fix yourself a drink,” he added. “You’ll need it.”

I downed two half-glasses of vodka before Catherine the Great regally marched in with a video cassette in her hand. “You may go,” she dismissed Martin in a gentle voice. Her voice grated when she addressed me. “Come sit at my feet, you slut!”

She sat in a large chair facing the TV. I placed her drink on the table beside her, pushed aside the ottoman, and got on all fours facing the TV, in front of her. Propping her feet on my back, she dug in the heels of her boots a few times to exert her dominance—and arouse me.

The moment the video started, I almost threw up. There I was on screen, rubbing Mrs. Roman’s stockings against my cheeks, hugging her dress, and sticking my face in her girdle! Squeezing into her girdle—so erotic while I was doing it!—looked clumsy and comical on tape. Slipping into her stockings had felt elegant enough to savor slowly; the recorded process seemed to display primitive motor skills. And jerking off! If I watched someone else on tape, I would have laughed until I cried—especially at the deranged look on my face. But I was the fool in a spastic frenzy on the screen. No mistake about it. I trembled while my stomach twisted in knots.

“You may destroy the tape if you wish,” Catherine the Great said magnanimously.

“Oh, thank you!” I gushed. I turned to grab her feet and literally become a boot-lick.

“Martin has made about five copies. That’s one of them.”

I propped her feet on my shoulders and pressed my cheek against her calf. “You win.”

“Really?” she asked sarcastically. “Sign the pre-nuptial agreements Martin has drawn up.”

“Martin?”

“He’s an attorney. Had a promising career ahead of him, until I ... took him in hand.” Her rich laugh intimated the certainty of her trap. “Martin!” she called. I moved her feet from my shoulders to the floor, and she pointedly stepped on my hand—just another reminder of her superiority and a test of my patience.

We joined Martin at the desk, where he witnessed the signatures and made sure all of the papers were in order before putting them in a wall safe over the fireplace. Catherine the Great dismissed him again.

“Princess,” she said after Martin left, “take off all of the clothes I generously lent you. Bring me my whip beside the fireplace.” She sipped her drink while I stripped.

My cock rose again while I walked over and picked up her three-foot whip. “Here, Your Majesty,” I bowed and then knelt when I handed her the whip.

“Do you know why I prefer you naked?”

Still kneeling, I raised my head to look into her eyes. Warmth crept into her expression. “Because I’m so vulnerable?” I asked.

“Yes,” she nodded, “but also because I like the naked truth. You can’t lie. Your little friend, at attention, says you really enjoy surrendering to my will. Now, move the ottoman in front of the full-length mirror on the back of the door.”

I crawled on all fours to position the ottoman just right.

“Don’t get up,” she said. “Peter used that mirror to inspect himself before he went to work each morning. Look in the mirror and watch me go to work on you, Princess. Spread your arms across the ottoman.” She placed her drink on a table beside the ottoman.

I obeyed, with a protest: “Is this any way to treat your future hus—er, wife?”

“Exactly, Princess. Look at me in the mirror when I talk to you. Keep your eyes on me. Your mind must bond my beauty with the pain I inflict on you. You can’t have one without the other.”

We made eye contact in the mirror, and her wicked leer hardened my cock to its maximum. She handed me another condom, and I put it on.

“After your little rebellion,” she smirked, “should I marry you or ruin you? Your career, your love life, your finances—anything that matters to you. Which would I enjoy more? Perhaps marrying you and then ruining you. I’ll decide later. Right now, I’ll whip you severely. I know I’ll enjoy that!”

She cracked the whip in the air once for practice.


Chapter Three

Her Whip Hand

The first lash of her whip hurt like hell—much more than I expected. Looking at mistress sites on the Internet always stimulated me through my eyes—the whip of the dominatrix symbolized her authority—and the visual thrill put me in a submissive mind-set before rushing down to my groin. Then I’d take care of my groin. I know that sounds repulsive, but until I met Catherine the Great, I couldn’t find a real woman to punish me. Catherine the Great also gave me visual, symbolic stimulation by letting me watch her glee in the mirror while she imposed her will on me. But I never imagined the pain she so obviously delighted in inflicting on me. Admiring her in the mirror and simultaneously feeling the sting of her wrath immediately achieved the effect she desired: If she enjoyed hurting me, I craved her abuse—just to watch her ecstasy.

Her expertise revealed extensive practice. Her strokes picked up a rhythm that, incredibly, grew faster! I lost track of time, the number of lashes, and nearly everything else. The constants of our bond prevailed—her body, writhing sensually in shiny black latex with each lash—the cruel, fierce beauty of her face: her piercing eyes, with just a hint of slant, her aristocratic cheeks, her lips forming an O, as if on the constant verge of orgasm—and the mounting, throbbing pain, so intense I wanted to cum. She artistically whipped me into maximum arousal.

When she wound up for a dramatic, unbelievably strong lash, I thought this last blow would climax her performance. But, still shuddering from her denouement, I watched, transfixed, while she seized her real climax. Quickly stripping off her right glove, she plunged her hand up her dress and rapidly brought herself to orgasm.

She slinked over to the ottoman, wearing the exquisite expression of a self-satisfied lady, and sat on the edge beside me. 

“So that’s why your hand was wet before,” I realized.

“Think of it as my ‘whip hand’—meaning I’m in control.” She held out her moist hand in front of my mouth. “Go ahead,” she coaxed, “and then I’ll take care of you.”

Anticipating her ultimate treat, I eagerly lapped her hand. “How’s that?” I asked after the last lick.

“Okay,” she said, wiggling her glove back on. “Turn over and put the back of your head on the ottoman,” she said. After I complied, she knelt beside me and began to stroke my cock with her gloved hand—sexier than tossing me off bare-handed, but...

“Oh ...” I said slowly.

“I told you it was the whip hand,” she winked. “I’m whipping you off. But don’t worry. I’ll screw you like you’ve never been screwed before.”

“Really?!”

“Just watch. If you can.” Abruptly, she rose with her back to me, straddled my head, and sat on my face, leaning forward so that most of the contact was with her vagina and not her ass.

I tried to thank her but couldn’t speak. Her thighs, firmly pinning down my shoulders and upper arms, prevented me from moving. When she leaned forward farther and resumed stroking me—the second time she whipped me that evening—I settled resignedly for masturbation instead of intercourse. She knew exactly how to manipulate me. I heard the tinkle of ice in a glass and then felt her left hand press frozen cubes against my scrotum while her right hand continued jerking. The friction of her gloved hand heated my cock luxuriously, and the contrasting cold around my testicles propelled me toward ejaculation much sooner than I wanted.

With impeccable timing, she leaned back slightly, smothering my face with her rump and vagina, and said, “Call Grey Templeton tomorrow. You’re resigning from Federal National.”

I struggled to speak. She pressed down so hard I couldn’t breathe. Even if I freed myself, her hard-pumping hand lured me away from my last hope of resistance. 

She calmly said, “I interpret your silence as ‘Yes.’ If not, I’ll call him.”

Her autocratic pronouncement triggered my climax. She expertly drained my cum and energy.

Swinging her left leg back over my head, she finally rose from my face and stood beside me. She squeezed off the condom and dropped it on my chest. “I told you I’d screw you like you’ve never been screwed before. Get dressed, Princess.”

Holding the used condom in my left hand, I picked up her clothes with my right and stacked them on the ottoman. Then I put the condom on top of her girdle and decided to wear Catherine’s dress by itself. By the time I slipped it on, she presented me with the notorious sanitary napkin box again. Depositing the used condom, I groused, “That gets old.”

Without a word, she returned to the fireplace and picked up her whip. Walking back to me, she commanded, “Kneel with your back to me and bow your head to the floor.” After I obeyed, she pulled the skirt of the dress up and administered three quick, hard lashes on my exposed rear end. “And here’s for not dressing up for me.” She whacked me three more times. “When I lend you clothes, wear all of them.”

The pain, on top of my previous beating, caused my eyes to tear. 

“What do you say, Princess?”

“Thank you for disciplining me. I am sorry I disobeyed you.”

“Look at me when you speak to me!” She lashed me with the whip again.

I stood and faced her.

She peered at me intently. “Are you crying, Princess?”

“No—I mean, yes, Your Majesty. I really want to be your wife. I crave it so much I can’t control my emotions. Please take me!”

Even after she physically sat on my face, I could make Her Majesty smile by verbally kissing her ass. “Be a good girl and we’ll see,” she winked. “Now, put on your girdle and stockings. It’s unladylike to go without underwear. And your shoes, too.”

This time squirming into my goddess’s girdle hurt because of the welts on my behind. Drained of sexual energy, I found no joy in sliding her stockings up my legs and hooking them onto garters. And when I squeezed into her shoes, the tightness irritated me without arousing me. “How do I look?” I asked dutifully.

She pinched me on the cheek. “Precious. Now, come join me while I snack.” Still carrying her whip, she led the way to the kitchen. Martin had laid out a small tray of caviar and crackers, a chilled bottle of champagne, and two glasses. Catherine the Great sat down, placed her coiled whip on the table, and gestured for me to be seated. “Show me how you spread caviar on a cracker.”

I picked up a cracker and applied a thick layer of the rich caviar.

“Perfect,” she said, snatching the cracker and putting it to her mouth. She took a generous bite and chewed it slowly, sensually. 

“May I—”

“Yes, you may have all the champagne you want.” She poured a glass and slid it in front of me. “Watch me eat, and I’ll watch you get drunk.” She chewed thoroughly. Her decadent expression displayed more joy in tasting caviar than she had shown during sex with me.

“Please. I’m hungry.”

“You can eat after I’ve finished the caviar and crackers.”

“Eat what?” I asked, exasperated.

She stood up, turned her back to me, bent over, and patted her beautiful derriere. “Drink up!” she laughed, sitting down again.

Even then, Catherine the Great was irresistible. I was addicted to her. Besides, if I miraculously broke her spell, she’d humiliate me with the video to regain the whip hand. I realized I’ll have to draw the line somewhere and tell her, No, I will not do that. I don’t care who sees that video!

Meanwhile, I downed my glass of champagne and poured another.

“Martin,” Her Majesty called. He appeared at the swinging door between the kitchen and the dining room. “Before you turn in, Martin, please bring our guest more vodka. A bottle, no decanter. Princess insists on being a slut instead of a lady.” 

When Martin retreated, I noticed tightness in his eyes, signifying anger. He wouldn’t look at me when he returned and placed the vodka on the table. To Mrs. Roman, he said politely, “If there’s nothing else, madam, I shall retire.” He glided out quietly.

“Thank you, Martin.” She turned to me. “You may drink all of the champagne first, or all of the vodka. Or mix them. I don’t know which method is most lethal,” she confessed. “But I will intoxicate you thoroughly and quickly. You shall have the biggest hangover in history.” She uncorked the vodka bottle and nudged it in front of me. “Drink,” she said.

I chugged a couple of swallows—liquid flames roaring down my throat. “You don’t need alcohol to intoxicate me,” I said, my head swimming. “Being with you makes me high.”

“That’s sweet, but drink up. I will totally incapacitate you.”

Even that thought aroused me: getting wasted on Catherine the Great’s whim. She would inflict severe cruelty on me, and my last remnants of self-defense would be stifled. I guzzled vodka and champagne until most of the events became a blur to me. But I do recall that, once my speech was thoroughly slurred and my movements wildly erratic, my irresistible tormentor handed me part of a cracker with caviar from which she had taken a large bite.

“Thank you!” I went to my knees, hardly able to hold the precious food.

She kicked it out of my hands and laughed derisively.

I crawled toward the cracker smeared with caviar, but she overtook me and dug the heel of her boot into the top of my outstretched hand. Lying prostrate at her feet, despite my buzz, I felt blasted by her power—and loved the sensation! When she stepped on the cracker with her booted foot, even in my near-stupor, I cringed at the waste of food. I needn’t have worried.

Sitting on the tile floor, she raised her boot to me. The caviar attached the cracker to the sole of her boot. “Eat!” she demanded. I reached for the cracker on her boot. “Don’t touch it!”

And so I knelt on my hands and knees and tried to get my teeth into the cracker while she playfully swung her boot around to taunt and tease me into making a complete fool of myself. When I finally flicked the cracker off her boot with my tongue, I bowed, as if bobbing for an apple, still fearing her admonition not to touch it. Just as my lips made contact, I felt the heel of her boot on the back of my neck, slowly but firmly pressing my face into the sticky cracker. Apparently tiring of her sport, she said, “Lick the caviar off my boot, and I’ll feed you the rest of the cracker.” She picked up the cracker, walked back to her chair, and sat down.

Sitting at her feet, I cleaned her boot thoroughly, continuing to lap away long after the caviar was gone, glancing up occasionally into the cruel beauty of her face to reinforce my feelings. “You’re humiliating me thoroughly,” I said, “but I can’t get enough! Not because of your punishment, but because it’s coming from you!” 

Eating from her hands, further subservience, solidified my bondage to her. Totally abdicating to Catherine the Great gave me the greatest rush I’ve ever had, or will ever have, in my life. 

When she handed me the vodka bottle, she commanded, “Drink up!” and reached for her whip. I took several healthy belts and meekly got on my hands and knees to absorb the punishment that she thrilled in delivering. I wondered if she intended for the alcohol to anesthetize me so that I could endure more pain. But I concluded that she intended to tranquilize me, to destroy my resistance. When I finally, clumsily raised my hand in self defense during one of my numerous whippings that night, Catherine the Great tossed aside her whip and began slapping, punching, and kicking me—further igniting the passion of her savagery—for both of us.

She’d beat or whip me until she was too exhausted to continue. Then she’d ask, “Had enough?” And I’d shake my head, No. After each performance, she’d peel up the skirt of her latex dress and finger herself to orgasm while placing her right boot in my face or on my throat. 

Through the alcoholic haze, I vaguely remember arriving at her room, soaking in a bubble bath, and going to bed with her. Although thoroughly inebriated, I found her ultimate edict too repulsive: She commanded me to lick her anus while she lay on her side and diddled herself. I came so close—blush—because I was drunk with champagne, vodka, and Catherine the Great’s power. Inches away, I stopped. Despite my previous bravado about kissing her rump, I couldn’t actually go through with it. I drunkenly provoked her wrath by remarking, “I said I’d kiss your ass, not French kiss it.”

She beat me furiously, arousing both of us. When I again refused to lick her tail, she philosophized, “I’ll save that conquest for another day.”

And then she let me suckle her breasts while she fingered herself to sleep.


Chapter Four

Freedom

Catherine Roman saved more indignities for me until the next morning. When I awoke, sore and bruised, I realized my dilemma: Psychologically, I craved having my goddess crush me under her heels. Physically, I doubted I could take it.

“What are you thinking about?”

I rolled over and looked up into her haughty, serene face. “Great Czarina.”

She wore a black leather mini-dress. The pounding in my head intensified. 

“Catherine the Great preferred ‘Empress’, but you may call me Czarina.”

“Thank you! I am so happy to be your Princess. Glad you’re tired of Martha, er, Martin.”

“Actually, I still like him.”

“Oh?”

“Martha is darling, but I need an experienced banker.”

“You’re fond of him?” Sitting up, I noticed my nakedness.

Handing me a pink nightgown, Mrs. Roman arched her eyebrows deliciously. “Jealous?”

I inwardly resisted the pink nightgown but knew better than to protest. “Well, you have Martin and I have a girlfriend.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Don’t be so sure.”

I slipped my arms into the sleeves of the nightgown, stood, and wrapped it around me. “Why do you say that?”

“Never mind,” she patted me on the head. “I’ve had breakfast. Martin will bring you a tray of my leftovers.” When she turned and walked out, the smooth ripple of her ass, highlighted in leather, made me yearn for another beating, just to watch her and feel her power.

Moments later Martin entered with a tray. “Coffee, half a glass of orange juice—hope you don’t mind Mrs. Roman’s lipstick—and oatmeal. She only ate a couple of spoonfuls of the oatmeal,” he said. “And she left the crust from her toast.” He headed toward a small table in front of a wicker accordion screen. A large expanse of glass loomed behind the screen. “Let me know what else you’d like,” Martin said.

“Thanks.” I sat down. “Maybe some sweetener and cream for my coffee.”

Martin returned in a few minutes to place a cream container and several packets of artificial sweetener on the table. He walked over to the screen, folded it, and put it to one side of the window-like area. Turning out the lights, he noted, “Mrs. Roman thought this would be more restful after ... last night.” He left. 

I sipped my coffee, and light illuminated the other side of the “window”, really a two-way mirror providing a view into the parlor.

And what a view!

Catherine the Great sat on the edge of the large leather couch under the circular window, with the hem of her dress pushed up to her waist, while a naked blonde with her back to me pressed her face into Catherine’s nest. Noticing a condom on the table, I surrendered to my goddess’s premeditated, visual seduction.

My racing pulse amplified the pain and pounding in my head. Opening the condom, I slid it on. Although I had never seen Suki Swisher undressed, the pear shape of the blonde’s ass convinced me that she was Suki.

Suki brought Catherine to an orgasm before I finished, but her next gesture ignited my climax. She reached down, picked up $200, and gave the money to Catherine! Catherine’s nearly palpable domination jolted me with currents that alternately stirred rebellion and hopeless capitulation in me. I wailed a guttural cry, celebrating Catherine’s might and lamenting my futility in resisting her. My cock erupted into the condom.

Catherine touched a button on the wall behind her. The two-way mirror panel slid down, and I was suddenly face to face with them—feeling absolutely ridiculous in Catherine’s pink nightgown, as well as mentally and physically impotent with my spent, limp cock in my hand. “You belong to me,” Catherine smirked, “and so does Suki.”

Suki leered lustfully at Mrs. Roman, blushed at being caught in the act, and mocked my attire with her eyes. She seemed more comfortable in her nudity than I did in Mrs. Roman’s gown. Her animation made me focus on her beauty mark to make sure it was Suki.

Inspired, I suggested, “Maybe Suki is the banker you’re looking for.”

Catherine looked pensive, considering my suggestion and pondering why I offered it. “Perhaps that was my plan.” Her tone of voice, facial expression, and deliberate enunciation made me think she was testing me: How would I react to the idea of her keeping Martin?

“Martin can still be your wife,” I suggested, stepping into a trap.

Her mouth turned down in anger. Her eyes narrowed. Her wrath awed me. “Are you saying,” she began in measured tones, “that I don’t need you?”

And so she nailed me. If she said I was expendable, I was free. But she forced me to decide and take the responsibility. “I want to stay,” I said, “but you don’t need me.”

“You can’t take it,” she chided. “And I thought you were a man!”

“Is that why you made me wear your clothes?”

Wrong comment.

“You’ll regret that.” Her expression chilled me. “Martin will return your clothes and drive you to your house. Suki, let’s retire to my study to plan the future for Savings and Trust Bank.”

“Yes, Mrs. Roman.” Exiting, Suki turned and smirked at me, oblivious to her role as Catherine the Great’s pawn. Even so, the expanse of Suki’s hips looked as welcome as an aircraft carrier to my exhausted jet.

Half an hour later, Martin and I were in the Cadillac SUV, heading to my house. “Thanks for putting in the good word for me,” he said. He slipped on sunglasses to shield his eyes from brilliant sunshine. “Being under Mrs. Roman’s thumb is tough. But Honey Bates is worse.”

“Honey Bates? Did you make that up?” Sunshine, rising temperatures, and snow dropping from the trees along the highway briefly lifted my spirits above my physical pain.

“That’s her name,” Martin frowned. “Honey is the New York City mistress I mentioned. People say she killed a man. Rennfield Clark. Happened after a New Year’s Eve party at Mortimer Wankle’s mansion.”

“Yeah, Clark was one of our biggest depositors—payrolls, retirement plans, you name it. Owned a chain of department stores. The paper said somebody beat him, S&M style, and he OD’d on heroin.”

“The case is still under investigation, but Honey will buy her way out of this mess.” He wheeled the SUV through the next intersection, heading into the last leg of my journey home.

I turned to inspect my clothes on the back seat. “Looks great. How’d you find a dry cleaner that was open?”

“Mrs. Roman bought her own equipment. She doesn’t want soiled clothes to get in the wrong hands. Sometimes that happens,” he winked.

I declined comment on his reference to a certain blue dress. 

He turned to me again. “You’re lucky Mrs. Roman is letting you go. She really gets pissed when somebody crosses her.”

“I didn’t cross her. She’s got Suki to run her bank and you to run her house.”

“You don’t get it.” Impatience crept into his voice. “Mrs. Roman really gets off on dressing you up like a girl and abusing you. Why? Who knows? It’s not like she’s interested in other women.”

“What was Suki? Chopped liver?”

“She used Suki to get to you. To prove everything you have belongs to her—your money, your pride, your girlfriend—just to rub your nose in it. Mrs. Roman doesn’t care about Suki.”

“So you can be Mrs. Roman’s girl, just like before,” I said.

Doubts paraded across his face. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. Is that your street up ahead?”

“The second one on the right.”

We fell silent until he eased into the cul-de-sac and pulled up in front of my house. When I opened the door to get out, Martin said, “Just a heads-up: Mrs. Roman always gets her way. I don’t know what she has in store for you, but stay on your toes.”

“Thanks for the warning. Good luck!” I closed the SUV door and headed into my house. 

Feeling incredibly thirsty, I snatched a Perrier from the refrigerator and guzzled it. I took another one over to the phone.

Sifting through recorded messages, I felt shocked by one: “Grey Templeton here. Call me at home immediately.”

What does my boss want now? I wondered. I dialed his number. “Frank Prince,” I said.

“Enjoy your little fling with Catherine Roman?”

“What fling?”

“Suki Swisher said you went to beg Mrs. Roman for a job. How humiliating! A woman!” 

“You think it’s better to suck up to a man?”

He ignored my question. “The stockholders approved our merger with Leviathan. Did you see the writing on the wall?”

“I visited Mrs. Roman, but we didn’t discuss banking.”

“I’ll say! Mrs. Roman says you made an ass of yourself. She has it on video!”

“What if she’s bluffing? Have you seen a video?”

“I don’t have to. Even rumors can destroy Federal National’s integrity. You have to keep your skirts clean.” He stopped and cleared his throat. Then I realized he knew what was on the video. He amended his remark: “I mean you have to remain above reproach.”

“Call me irreproachable. Wasn’t that a song?”

Templeton was determined to ask all the questions. “What about your appointments yesterday? Two key clients. They said you stood them up.”

“They both canceled.” I couldn’t believe there was any doubt.

“They said you called them back to reschedule for later in the day.”

“Not me. I didn’t call anybody but you yesterday.”

“Oh, that’s right. They said your administrative assistant called them. Don’t quibble. You or your representative—either way, you destroyed our bank’s credibility.”

“Linda’s my administrative assistant. I haven’t spoken to her since Thursday. Ask her.”

“I did. She said you e-mailed her at her home to set up the appointments again.”

I cursed silently. Trapped in a double bind. Once during a work marathon, Suki enticed me into giving her my computer password: grounds for immediate dismissal. Now I’d be fired anyway. Suki probably went to the office on Friday, keyed in “fortpitt” to enter my computer, and e-mailed Linda at home. The e-mail address tricked Linda into thinking I sent the message. I blurted out, “Suki Swisher sent the e-mail, not me.”

“Don’t drag her into this, Frank. That is beneath you. I am immediately relieving you of your duties at Federal National Bank—soon to be Leviathan National Bank—and assigning them to Ms. Swisher. You can get on your knees and beg Ms. Swisher to hire you as her assistant. Ask for a Tuesday appointment. I’ll be out Monday, and I want to see you crawl. You sucked up to an older woman at another bank. Surely, you can grovel for our own Ms. Swisher. Who knows? Kiss her rump, and she may grant you half of your present salary.”

“Half?!”

“That’s the only way I can pay for Ms. Swisher’s raise. Of course, there are no guarantees. You may throw yourself on her mercy and find that she has no mercy! But if she rejects you, you may resign. Or, you can be a man about it. If you find that humbling yourself before a woman is unpalatable, you may resign. Either way, if I don’t receive your letter by the end of next week, for the record, you’ll be fired.”

“Hobson’s choice.” Templeton didn’t seem the type to like dominant women. Rumor was that he was only half-interested in women: a switch-hitter.

“Hobson?” Templeton echoed me. “Is he in another regional office?”

“Hobson’s choice means no choice at all,” I said. “Hobson must be a woman—usually Catherine, sometimes Suki. She makes her choice and doesn’t leave us any alternative.”

“Nonsense. Do you think Ms. Swisher is actually calling the shots here?” 

So that was it. Templeton really wanted to get off by humiliating me. He thought that making me prostrate myself before a woman would be the ultimate degradation. Boy, did he have it backwards! “You’ll have my letter of resignation next week,” I said, depriving him of his anticipated sadistic peepshow and leaving him to wonder why I wouldn’t play. We exchanged goodbyes and hung up.

The phone rang again.

“Frank Prince.”

“Princess!” Mrs. Roman’s rich voice instantly aroused me. “Do you miss me?”

“With every throb of my head and every aching muscle.”

“How sweet. Do you miss your job?”

“My god!”

“Goddess,” she corrected me.

“How did you know? Grey Templeton just told me to quit or suck up to Suki Swisher.”

“I knew before he did. Even though we’re with rival banks, I convinced him to do what I said, or the big guy, Harrington Burnside, would be angry with him.”

“Pretty much what you told me. Is it true?”

“Of course not. But Grey refuses to listen to a woman unless he thinks the orders are coming from another man. And he gets off by having a woman under his supervision dominate a man who is his potential rival—in this case, having Suki boss you.”

Confirmation of what I thought, but—”Suki’s the one who really knifed me in the back.”

A throaty, voluptuous chuckle passed from her lips. “My kind of woman. If Suki hadn’t double-crossed you on the appointments, I would have told her to.”

“Why you—!” I took a deep breath, swallowed my pride, and asked, “Why?”

“To force your hand. I offered you Plan A and removed Plan B. Little did I know that Suki would have her choice of jobs: your old one at Federal National Bank, or the one I offered you at Savings and Trust Bank. Let’s say she takes your job at Federal National. After the merger, Leviathan will probably promote her to executive vice president and boot Templeton. She’s got two choices and you have none. The irony is enough to give me an orgasm.”

“Mrs. Roman,” I begged, “please give me another chance. You’re stronger than I thought. But I’ll take your physical beatings if that makes you happy.”

“You stupid, vain man! I kept asking if you had enough. Were you trying to be macho? Your lust for whippings is like a child’s craving for candy. And I intended to break your addiction. All you had to say was, ‘Enough.’”

“Enough, dear, wise Goddess. I’ve learned my lesson.”

“So, I’ve cured your taste for the whip. That’s a start. But I still have the whip hand, and I intend to punish you for choosing freedom. You’re on your own. I’ll leave you twisting in the wind until I decide if you should be reinstated under my heel.”

The click of the receiver at the other end of the line was barely audible.


Chapter Five

Consecration

The extent of my freedom—or isolation—dawned on me when I made phone calls to put out job feelers. I wanted to cash in my chips for favors performed for others. But each “debtor” knew why I was calling before I could drop a hint, and the universal answer was “No.”

During my first few calls, I broke the news subtly. Even my friends stonewalled me. They turned deaf ears to my unemployment. And they certainly refused to bring up the subject themselves. Then, desperately, I began blurting out my reason for calling: “I need a job!” I could picture the person on the other end recoiling from the phone. People either answered with blunt negativity or stammered over how to deny me any help. To paraphrase their thoughts: “I’d like to help you, but my ass will be in a sling if I do.”

Catherine Roman’s professional network was extensive and tight enough to seal off all of my career doors in less than an hour—drive time from Mrs. Roman’s house to mine. Later I found out she placed fewer than twenty calls. But each person she called relayed her message to a list of people, and the message was this: Frank Prince is blackballed. The people who received her decree passed the word to their designated contacts.

Turning off the phone, I felt depressed. Banking was the only profession I knew, and New York was the territory I knew best. Perhaps I could return to Western Pennsylvania to look for banking jobs, essentially starting from scratch. My chances in Eastern Pennsylvania would be slimmer because I knew very few people there. Mrs. Roman had seduced and abandoned me.

The phone rang.

Ignoring my usual custom, I picked up on the first ring. “Frank Prince.”

“Hi, this is Suki.” Her mildly slurry voice intimated dragging me into a sloppy mess.

“Oh, it’s you,” I protested. “You expect me to beg you for a job? Forget it.”

“Don’t hang up. Mrs. Roman asked me to call.”

“Really?!” Just like that, she hooked me. “May I speak to her?”

“Martin took her shopping. She’s preparing for the return of the prodigal son. That’s you.”

“Sweet!”

“She asked me to pick you up. I’ve been trying to call, but your line has been busy for the longest time. And I prefer to talk to you, not your answer machine.”

“Yeah, I’ve been on the phone awhile. It’s been a boring Saturday, so I thought I’d look for job leads.”

“Such a smart ass,” she muttered. “Meet me in the Wegman’s parking lot on the west side of town. I forgot how to get to your house.”

“Should I pack?”

“No, it’s a come as you are party. So, are you coming?”

“No, I’m just breathing hard.”

When I pulled my Acura into the parking lot, I looked for Suki’s red Miata. A constant procession of cars and people complicated my search. Circling a second time, I heard a horn and saw the black Cadillac Escalade Martin had driven. Someone in a chauffeur’s uniform rolled down the window and gave me an effeminate wave with a gloved hand. The driver wore sunglasses and a hat that covered all traces of hair. Had Martin come, after all? No, I spotted Suki’s beauty mark. Driving over, I parked beside her, jumped out of my car, locked it, and climbed into the passenger seat of the Escalade. Suki had the motor running and took off quickly.

“Why the shades?” I asked. “Secret mission?”

“Classified information,” she deadpanned. 

“No one would notice us in this crowd of shoppers,” I observed. “They’re celebrating their escape from cabin fever.”

We were out on the main highway soon, and Suki pulled off her hat with one motion, freeing her blonde hair to cascade in the rays of afternoon sunlight beaming through the SUV windows. I vaguely, uneasily wondered why she had concealed her hair in the parking lot.

“Mrs. Roman’s giving you another chance,” she announced.

“What’s the plan?”

“Can’t tell you.” She pressed the accelerator harder.

“Give me a hint.”

“Leather restraints. Ball gag. Whip. I suppose she wants to play bridge.”

“At least a few rubbers—or should I say condoms?”

“I’m supposed to prep you.”

“My god! Are we talking about surgery?”

“I predict we’ll have to extract a woman’s high-heeled boot from your ass.”

I laughed hard. “Suki, I like this side of you. So droll. Why have you been hiding it?”

“I’m full of surprises.” She looked me straight in the eyes and gave me a smile that seemed to say, Wouldn’t you like to diddle me the way I’m shafting you?

I thought about the turn of events. Suki’s darkly provocative side could have distracted me from Mrs. Roman. But after tasting Mrs. Roman’s domination, Suki paled by comparison. 

When Suki parked the SUV in Mrs. Roman’s garage, I felt at home. “They’re not back,” she said. “Let me show you to the dungeon.”

I followed her inside. The cut of the uniform blurred her curves. She resembled Martin from behind—similar height and slender build. Her feminine boots, mostly covered by pants legs, and her shiny gloves diverged from Martin’s ensemble. We passed through the parlor, up the stairs, down the hall to the kitchen, and down a flight of steps to a room that was new to me.

Calling the room a dungeon was frighteningly accurate. Ankle and wrist manacles dangled from one wall. Another wall displayed various dildos and—I could only guess—torture instruments. A large lavatory with hot and cold running water occupied one corner, and a wall cabinet filled with various bottles and tubes was over the sink.

“What do you think?” Suki looked at me with her icy face and smoldering eyes.

“Mrs. Roman is very thorough.”

A table on wheels, resembling a hospital gurney, was parked opposite the wall with manacles. The wall behind the table featured a large mirror—I guessed twelve-by-four-feet. Unobtrusive lamps and spotlights placed strategically throughout the cellar convinced me that the mirror was another two-way mirror providing ample photo opportunities for Mrs. Roman. Parked in another corner was a large mirror on wheels.

Suki noticed me staring back and forth between the wall and portable mirrors. “Vain, isn’t she?”

I shook my head in the negative. “Mrs. Roman rewards a man with her beauty while she hurts him. Her reward for whipping so hard is to see the man’s agony etched in his face.”

“She loves me more than she loves any man. Take off your clothes.”

I stripped and put my clothes on the moveable table.

“Stand over here,” she said, pointing to a spot on the floor. Mrs. Roman would have commanded obedience with a harsh glare. Suki drew her air of authority from her uniform, even though it was only a chauffeur’s outfit, and glistening gloves. The sensation of being ordered around by a woman again caused my cock to salute Suki. Her slurred giggle sounded almost obscene.

Moving to the spot she indicated, I saw leather ankle restraints on the floor and two leather wrist restraints hanging from the ceiling. Suki secured my ankles tightly, leaving me spread-eagle, at a right angle to the large mirror. Then she secured my left arm but allowed my right arm to be free. She handed me a pen and held out a clipboard with a small piece of paper attached. “Sign on the dotted line,” she said.

Her wrist-length leather gloves gave her a bossy edge. She waited for me to sign the slip of paper. When she took it away, I said, “That looks like a credit card receipt.”

“I am required to get your signature.”

“But is it a credit card receipt?”

“Don’t ask so many questions,” she said lightly, pulling my right hand toward the other wrist restraint.

I jerked my hand free. “Answer me, damn you!”

Her eyes became slits. “You shouldn’t have said that.” Balancing on her left leg, she extended her right leg toward me. “Take off my boot and hold it.”

I tugged at the small boot, very sexy, and held it in my hands. Then I watched in horror as she planted her left booted foot as firmly as any punter in football and swung her right foot back. “Please don’t!” I begged without any trace of dignity.

But we were past the point of no return. Her right foot, looking so alluring in its stocking but so evil in its purpose, swung up smoothly and forcefully into my groin.

Immense pain shot through me. Her boot fell from my hands. Reflexively, my body tried to double over, but only my right side could bend over, and not very far because of the other three restraints. I braced my body until the pain subsided and held my breath to fight rising nausea.

Suki slipped her foot into her right boot. “Be a good little boy, and I’ll release your left wrist, too,” she promised sweetly.

When I whispered, “All right,” she smiled. 

She undid the restraint on my left wrist and commanded, “Get on your knees.”

I silently obeyed.

She walked over and put the clipboard on the table by the mirror. Strolling over to the wall with the most paraphernalia, Suki grabbed a ball gag and carefully selected a dildo. She walked back to the table, placed the ball gag on the clipboard, and returned to me. Now that she had kick-started my attention, I wanted to placate her, no matter what she did.

“Before she arrives,” Suki said, “I must consecrate you. Make you pure enough for her to touch.” She stood in front of me and held the flesh-colored dildo in front of my face. “Ever use one of these?” It looked huge.

I shook my head no.

She dropped her pants nonchalantly. “I hope you haven’t used one of these. It has an ‘internal penis’ so I can have fun using it.” She positioned the dildo just right and strapped it on. “Oh, that feels so good!” She pulled her pants back up, fastened the single button, and left the zipper down so that the dildo stuck out through the fly. “Don’t go anywhere,” she winked.

If Suki’s cruelties were preliminaries, what did Mrs. Roman plan for me?! Suki walked over and entered a door to the right of the large wall mirror. When she emerged moments later, she sported sunglasses again and wore the chauffeur’s cap, with all of her hair tucked inside. She held a small gadget with several buttons and a long wire leading back to the mirror. “I had to position and focus the video camera,” she explained. “I’ll cram this dildo in your mouth. Smile like you enjoy it. Slide your mouth up and down the dildo to put pressure on the stimulus down there. Don’t worry about what I say. I muted the sound.”

Without further ado, Suki rammed the fleshy, phony dong between my lips. The dildo smelled and tasted like latex. I thrust forward to meet her thrust and tried to fake eagerness in accepting her tool, even though I nearly gagged. I gripped her ass to balance her. From her reactions, I learned how to maximize the dildo’s contact with her clitoris. Suki hurled verbal insults at me during her ascending ecstasy:

“You suck, Frank. And very well! Sure you haven’t practiced this?” Heavy breathing punctuated her remarks. “Guy buying the video,” she paused to breathe, “wants to see you blowing somebody.” Breathing. “Wishes he was the one!” Stroke, stroke. “But I wanted to do this ...” Breathing. “... more than he did.” Stroke-stroke-stroke. “You bastard!” Extended heavy breathing. “God, that was good!”

I wanted to curse her for being such a bitch, but when I tried to speak, my muffled mouth made loud, incoherent grunts. Suki laughed hysterically at my futility, and I grew quiet. “Just remember that I am consecrating you,” she cooed. After a pause, she thrust again.

I managed to catch a glimpse of the shameful image in the mirror. I think I actually could have ejaculated at the sight of Mrs. Roman in the mirror. But Suki lacked Mrs. Roman’s beauty, wildly arrogant attitude, and grace. Besides, Suki’s identity, except for her beauty mark, was hidden in the dull, gray outfit.

“Hold still!” she demanded. “Don’t move!”

Men have probably said those words to her in bed—their heat rising inversely with her coolness. I could appreciate her selfishness and clamped my lips around the dildo as tightly as I could and let her control the pressure on her clitoris with her own strokes. Despite promising myself earlier to stay silent, I couldn’t help moaning, prompting her to thrust harder and faster. With another sense of role reversal déjà vu, I faked louder moans and increased her excitement.

She yielded to her overpowering urge to reach her second, quick orgasm. The tempo of her motion picked up. Judging by the way she thrashed around, I think she enjoyed the second climax even more than the first.

With a melodramatic, show-business flair, she announced, “And, cut.”

But still she wasn’t through.

“While I adjust the camera again, lie on your back with you feet toward the mirror,” she said, releasing my ankles from the restraints. “When I come back, we’ll do 68—you eat me, and I’ll owe you one. Oh, don’t worry. I’ll jerk you off.” Suki looked pensive for a moment. “What I’d really like to do is ream your ass with this dildo. But Mrs. Roman wants you to remain a virgin until she takes you.”

She scurried back to the door leading behind the two-way mirror. Emerging moments later, she placed the dildo, now wrapped in a clear plastic bag, on the table and returned to me. Dropping her pants, she carefully positioned her crotch over my face, lay across my body, and faced the mirror so that her upper torso shielded her lower anatomy from the camera. “And action,” she announced, apparently turning the camera on again with the small device wired to the camera. She began humping my face.

She also grasped my cock and began jerking me off, using unorthodox hand-over-hand strokes with the coarse leather gloves that went with the chauffeur’s outfit. Her rough, uneven touch hurt my penis. I yearned for Mrs. Roman’s skillful caress, but even Suki’s erratic grabbing subjugated me to her will. I could not resist responding to even her clumsy hand job. Like some manipulated animal in a lab experiment, I surrendered to my senses. She drove me wild when she milked me for all I was worth, but she seemed to prolong the achievement of her third, orgasm—literally rubbing my face in it.

After she finally finished, Suki turned off the camera and said, “Now I see why Catherine wanted you. You know how to use your tongue. I wish I could sodomize you!”

She hurried to the table to pick up the ball gag and the plastic bag with the dildo. After putting the bag in the sink, she returned to me. “Let’s put you back in those restraints.” And so I was soon spread-eagle again. Suki shoved the ball gag into my mouth and fastened it securely. Glancing at her watch, she estimated, “She should be here any minute. Don’t move.” She laughed at her tired, cruel joke and went back up the steps.

I felt vile and used, but the prospect of seeing Mrs. Roman again made me endure Suki’s punishment. I prayed that Mrs. Roman would see fit to use me again. Anything from Mrs. Roman—no matter how cruel or painful—was a blessing. I realized how much she meant to me. When I heard footsteps on the stairwell, my excitement became intense.

But my spirits quickly sank. The fiftyish woman with Suki was definitely not Mrs. Roman. The buxom blonde, squeezed into an earthy ochre leather dress, carried a matching purse. Her knee-high boots and opera-length gloves were a contrasting mocha, and her mink coat made her look savagely sensual and excessively rich. Her garish makeup lured my eyes into her vulgarly attractive face—a wicked, inflated antithesis to understated Suki. But ultimately her other features merely complemented the fleshy playground of her body, heaving under shiny leather. 

This blonde bomber was also the opposite of Mrs. Roman in several ways. For one thing, I could feast a long time on one slap from Catherine the Great, or one lick—or kick—of her boots. But I knew I could screw this randy woman with the honey-blonde hair interminably until we were both thoroughly exhausted. And when we were through using each other, I still wouldn’t care much for her, and she wouldn’t care for me. She was the perfect model of physical ecstasy without any emotional involvement.

But at least she looked at me approvingly. “Catherine said he was about 45,” she said to Suki. “This guy’s younger than that, and not bad looking.”

“Aren’t you lucky?” Suki smiled.

The blonde patted Suki’s cheek, “You don’t do too bad yourself. Here’s your money—in cash.” She took a large stack of bills from her purse. “Ten thousand,” she said. “Count it.”

“I don’t need to,” Suki smiled. “Here’s your refund for what you paid Mrs. Roman earlier—and five thousand more for your inconvenience. A total of fifteen thousand.”

The filthy-rich blonde planted her hands on her curvy hips and winked. “Sugar, don’t bullshit me. I’ll take your bribe and keep quiet—as long as the payment clears. Whose card is it?”

Suki pointed at me. “Our good little banker always keeps his available credit balance high. The payment cleared, and he signed it. The money’s in your bank account. I could have maxed it out at twenty-five thousand, but I thought you’d want to hold some in reserve for yourself.”

The blonde’s eyes opened wide in amazement. “You nasty bitch! Do you offer lessons on how to shaft men?” She pulled Suki’s face to hers and kissed her flush on the lips. “You screwed this guy with his own credit card—sold him into slavery. God, you’re wicked. You gotta come see me some time, after I domesticate this guy. Maybe you can piss on him while he licks my toes clean.” She gazed at Suki in open admiration. “Anything else?”

“Yes,” Suki said modestly. “Remember the slave Mrs. Roman planned to sell to you? He gave me fifteen thousand. He thinks he’s reimbursing me for buying back his freedom.”

The buxom blonde threw her head back and roared with laughter. “You made twenty-five thousand! Sugar, I couldn’t have dumped on him better myself.”

“He had it coming,” Suki glared. “He brown-nosed our boss to get his job—my promotion. Mrs. Roman fixed it. She tricked Mr. Templeton into giving me the job.”

The honey-blonde eyed Suki critically. “How is Grey? And why didn’t you seduce him?”

“He’s gay.”

The older woman smirked. “Not entirely. Speaking from personal experience.”

Thrashing wildly against my restraints, I tried to yell. 

Suki walked over, loosened my gag, and removed the ball from my mouth. “Something to ease your pain,” she said, holding out a blue pill. “Take this or I’ll kick you in the nuts again.”

“How charming!” the buxom blonde laughed.

Suki put the pill in my mouth, and I swallowed. “Good boy,” she smiled.

“What was it?” the blonde asked.

Suki put the ball gag back in my mouth, tightened it, and flashed her most wicked punk smile. “Rohypnol—you know, a roofie.”

The blonde jerked and frowned. “I hate those things. He—Somebody slipped me a roofie on New Year’s Eve.”

“I got mine from Grey.”

The blonde’s eyes narrowed to slits. Then she faced me and covered her reaction with a throaty laugh—a nearly orgasmic sound. “That little pill will knock you flat on your ass. And I can truss you up and take you back to my dungeon.”

Suki consoled me gleefully, “It’s not like you have a job to go back to!” Her eyelids half-hooded her eyes. “I felt hurt when you decided not to suck up to me and beg for a job at Federal-Leviathan. I longed for that powerful moment of disgracing you by saying no. Then I’d hire you, anyway. To keep on humiliating you every day, month after month, as long as I stayed at that bank. But that was my ugly ego asserting itself, not part of my long-range plans. After I complete my mission, my real future is with Mrs. Roman—I mean, with her bank.”

She searched the floor for the lies she was about to tell me. “Mrs. Roman decided you’re of no further use to either of us and told me to get rid of your sorry ass. She knew her name would lure you here. But this task was beneath her dignity, so she assigned it to me. And I’m gladly doing her dirty work because—” She stopped. Her face was flushed.

She verged on confessing her love for Mrs. Roman. That part was no lie. 

The honey-blonde woman ended the awkward silence. “Never mind the circumstances. Bottom line is you’re coming with me.” She gave me a smug, luxurious smile. “You’re gonna love New York City. I’ll make you love it. In fact, I’ll make you do a lot of things, or my name isn’t Honey Bates.”


Chapter Six

Golden Handcuffs

When I started coming to, my arms were pinned inside a makeshift latex straitjacket—the only article of clothing on me. My ankles were secured by gold handcuffs to two ornamental knobs on a small footboard to a narrow bed. Sitting upright required as much effort as the exercise by that name: sit-ups. My skin stuck to the black vinyl mattress because there was no sheet. Still groggy, I glanced around a dimly-lit basement before my eyes could focus on Honey.

“Enjoy your beauty sleep?” She smiled at me. Perhaps she was gloating, but she also mingled a little warmth and a lot of flirtation in her expression. She wore a gold lamé dress with matching gloves and was smoking a cigarette.

“Honey Bates,” I said aloud. “Right?”

“Yes.” She slid her gloved hands down her hips and thighs, holding her cigarette between her lips. Her decadent aura made me want to bang her hard and deep.

“You introduced yourself before I passed out,” I said. “Least I can do is get your name right. Is it still Saturday?”

“No, Sleeping Beauty. It’s Sunday, almost noon.”

A groan escaped from me. “Martin mentioned you. And, by the way, your dress is hot.”

“Thank you.” She slinked over and sat on the edge of the bed. When her hip nudged mine, my cock stirred. “Did Martin speak kindly of me?”

“You scare the hell out of him. He said you killed a man.”

“Such a coward. He cleared out of Catherine’s mansion when he knew I was coming. Suki would sell him down the river, too. But I got you. You’ll last longer than he would have.”

“Last longer? What did you have in mind? Did you kill Rennfield Clark?”

She put her hands on her hips and planted her feet apart in a bitchy pose. “Don’t be a nervous Nellie like Martin.” She managed to hold the cigarette in her mouth while speaking. “I didn’t kill Rennfield—or anyone else for that matter. I was out cold when he died.”

“Oh, yeah. You told Suki someone slipped you a roofie. Who was it?”

“That’s none of your business.” She stroked my face lightly with one gloved hand, leaving the other free to hold her cigarette. Her touch lingered somewhere between condescension and foreplay—a potent arousal either way. “You don’t have to be afraid, Frank. Just obedient.”

“And a little horny, Ms. Bates.”

“Call me Honey. And I’ll knock the starch right out of you. For a price. Let me go over some ground rules.” She twirled her shiny gloved finger around my cock, and it sprang to attention. “I have fifteen thousand dollars invested in you.”

“Ten thousand.”

“I have a credit card statement for fifteen.” When I started to speak, she glowered, “Don’t argue! Theoretically,” she continued on a softer note, “you can recoup that money by performing a wide variety of services for women to whom I introduce you.”

“You avoided ending your sentence with a preposition. I’m impressed. What services?”

“I read a lot. Services—whatever they want.” Her eyes bored into mine. “Sessions range from three hundred to a thousand or so, depending on how outrageous their demands are. Even after I take my cut, you could earn your freedom quickly.” She blew smoke in my face. “Theoretically.”

“Why do you keep saying ‘theoretically’?”

“Because I’ll keep you financially dependent on me with miscellaneous expenses. My golden handcuffs—that’s from Emerson—to keep you bound to me.”

“What expenses?”

“To start, six hundred a month for rent. Dirt cheap, I know, but it’s money you owe me.”

“For the use of a bed?? Get real!”

She giggled. “Oh, you’ll have complete run of my little romper room,” she smiled.

Noticing that all of the basement windows were painted black and covered with bars, I gave her a wooden smile and commented, “Gee, thanks!”

“Don’t mention it. Twenty-five dollars per meal.”

“Fifteen.”

“Thirty. Keep talking and I’ll keep raising the price.” She stretched luxuriously, drew a leisurely drag from her cigarette, and exhaled contentedly. She faced me squarely and leaned close. Her eyes were not blue, as I had stereotyped them because of her blonde hair. Her irises were the color of her name: honey. “Since you think with your dick,” she broke the silence, “here’s what will interest you the most. Each time I lure you into a sexual act, I’ll charge you a geometrically higher price. The first time will be fifty dollars. The second time, one hundred, and so on. Golden handcuffs, again.”

“What if I’m not interested?”

“All the better. If you can resist me, my terms don’t matter.”

“What if I say no to the geometric progression?”

“I’ll figure out some other way to screw you—figuratively.”

“OK, I’ll play your silly game.”

Walking to a large, freestanding ashtray on a stand to extinguish her cigarette, she treated me to the spectacle of her buttocks dueling under shiny lamé. She turned to face me and removed her gloves slowly, sensually, elevating the heat that flushed my face. Returning, she held her purse and gloves in one hand. “For the record,” she said, taking a hand-held tape recorder from her purse. She turned it on and spoke: “This is Honey Bates. I propose to charge Frank Prince a geometrically-increasing rate for each time I lure him into a sexual act, beginning at fifty dollars, going to one hundred, and so on. Frank, do you agree to these terms?”

She stuck the tape recorder in front of my mouth, like a microphone. “This is Frank Prince,” I said, “and I agree to these terms. But I plan to limit my sexual activity,” I added with a laugh.

Honey turned off the tape recorder, returned it to her purse, and took out a condom. With practiced speed, she wrapped my cock in the condom before I could comment.

“I’m really looking forward to this!” I exclaimed. 

“I’ll give you the best hand job you’ve ever had.”

“Hand job?! What gives?”

“We’ll have sex whenever I want to, on my terms, and you’ll learn to crave it. I’ll drive you so far into debt you’ll never earn your freedom. You like that idea, don’t you, Frank?”

“No!”

“Yes you do,” she teased in a sing-songy voice. “See?” She pointed to my rigid cock. Her arrogant boasts had aroused me. She put her purse down and began slithering her hands and forearms into her gloves. My cock throbbed for her attention.

Her voice sounded strange when she spoke. “Francis—they called you that in high school, didn’t they?—you always made good grades, obeyed the rules, but never had fun. And I’m the nasty kind of girl you would never invite to the prom.” She paused to pull her gloves on tighter, visually seducing me with her glittering hands. “A nice boy like you wouldn’t go with a bitch like me, would you?” She caressed herself. “Of course not. Still, you wondered what you were missing, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” I whispered. We both knew she had me.

“Still the polite choirboy.” She cupped my chin in her gloved hand, turning me into putty—except for one key part of my anatomy. “Today, Francis, I’m gonna show you what you missed. I’m nastier than you could have dreamed. And after I do a number on you, you’ll enjoy getting down and dirty even more than I do. So, sit back and enjoy it. You’ve got nothing to lose. You’re fucked. Put your heart and soul in my hands.”

Her gloved hand descended gracefully and touched me as sensitively as Catherine the Great’s hand. She coaxed me to the brink and back several times to extend my ecstasy. Watching the gentle shifts in her facial expressions, I felt her throttle my destiny without a word, with only her golden-gloved hand subduing me more powerfully than her golden handcuffs.

But my thoughts strayed to Mrs. Roman, almost interrupting the momentum of my mounting arousal. Mrs. Roman always filled me with intense fear that I would displease her so much that she would banish me. But when Mrs. Roman brought me to climax, her conquest of my fear distilled my gratification into pure bliss. 

Honey intuitively detected my mental infidelity but manipulated my desires delicately, instead of spitefully whacking me off. She drew me under her spell again, into the snare of her elegantly tawdry face, which stoked my lust. When I gazed into Honey’s face, I knew that as long as I paid her price, she would please me—no strings attached, and no emotional risks. When she tightened her strokes and expertly squeezed me into delirium, my climax missed the piquancy I felt when I overcame my fear of Mrs. Roman, felt the exhilarating release of tension and sexual energy, and basked in the warmth of her tolerance. Still, Honey’s measured performance charmed me in its own way, filling me with the pleasure that comes from reaching a predictable happy ending—the same satisfaction I get from watching a favorite movie or video.

During that moment when she transformed me into a spasmodic, ecstatic animal completely at her mercy, I realized that without divine intervention, I would succumb to Honey’s smothering comfort. She would lull me into submission and exhaust me of all of my physical and financial resources. Then what? When I recalled Rennfield Clark, I shuddered.

“Cold?” she asked.

“Not with you around.”

She pulled off my condom and threw it in my face. “You’re so full of crap,” she laughed. “Well, firing you up will make you forget how much I’m swindling you. Fifteen thousand and fifty dollars. Golden handcuffs. I painted the real ones. Two coats of paint. Got them from an ex-husband who used to be a cop. Let’s add thirty dollars more for breakfast. Want some oatmeal?”

“That’s what Mrs.—That’s what I had yesterday. Doesn’t anyone eat eggs anymore?”

“Bad for your heart.” She displayed her spectacular posterior while walking away. Stopping abruptly, she glanced fetchingly over her shoulder. “Despite what you’ve heard, I care about men’s health, especially their hearts.” She winked at me and continued her wiggle-ass walk.

What did she mean by that wink? Reassurance? Or was her wink like crossing her fingers to cancel what she was saying? If so, she really didn’t care about her men’s health. I needed to find out what happened to Rennfield Clark. Then I’d probably discover my own fate.

Honey soon returned with a bowl of oatmeal. “Good!” I exclaimed. “Now I can get a bite to eat and stretch my arms and legs.”

She smirked and shook her head. “No, I want to baby you,” she said, sitting beside me on the bed. “Open your mouth.”

When I obeyed, she spooned oatmeal into my mouth, careful to smear bits of it on my cheeks and chin. “I don’t do the adult baby routine,” I objected.

“You’ll do what I tell you.” Her voice was quiet, but the glare in her eyes told me she was determined to dominate me completely. Moistening a napkin with her tongue, Honey began rubbing away the errant spots of oatmeal on my face.

The sight of her gloved hands underscored her authority. She aroused me against my will, again. With my eyes locked on her gloves, my head followed the sleek, glittering motions of her golden hands and forearms.

“Hold still!” she snapped.

“I barely moved.”

She took my chin in her left gloved hand. “Naughty child.” Her malevolent leer telegraphed and intensified the ringing slap she gave me with her right-gloved hand. Sensing the power of her gloves, Honey alternately caressed and slapped me, keeping her hands in my sight as much as possible. Glancing down at my trembling cock, she cooed, “Baby’s excited!”

Sensing what was coming next, I protested, “At least let me finish my oatmeal!”

“Fuck the oatmeal.” She dumped the bowl of mush on my crotch. The oatmeal was warm, not hot. I thought for a split-second that she meant for me to screw the oatmeal, somehow. Tossing the bowl aside, she began to toss me off.

“What the—?!”

“No time for a rubber,” she explained. “But this goo lubricates you enough.”

She was right! The sight and feel of her slippery, gloved hand stroking my cock goaded me into a sexual rush. Her nasty mess annihilated my last qualm about order. Honey mated sloppiness with ecstasy and crowned debauchery with chaos. Continuing her stroke, Honey leaned close to my right side. When she swung her chest toward me, slapping my face with her breasts, I convulsed into my freakiest climax ever. As a confirmed ass-man, I felt cheated by losing it at the touch of her magnificent breasts.

She jerked the last possible shot of cum from me with obsessive thoroughness. When she finished, she asked amid hard breathing, “Like that?”

“Unbelievable! I loved it!”

Hiking the skirt of her dress up above her waist, she shimmied her panties down and stepped out of them. “Show me how much you loved it.” Pushing my chest down gently until my back rested on the bed, Honey gracefully straddled me and thrust her vagina in my face. She held her labia apart to help me tongue her.

Eating Honey was a soggy humiliation, totally unlike the sacred sacrifice of tonguing Mrs. Roman. Despite the physical sameness of cunnilingus, Mrs. Roman’s personality made eating her much more enjoyable than eating Honey. I yearned for conventional sex from Honey—the one treat she seemed determined to deny me. All I wanted from Mrs. Roman was the honor of pleasing her—in any way she demanded.

Because my tongue was the only body part I could move freely, I felt limited in servicing Honey. I could barely tell when she got her jollies or whether I had performed well, but she seemed satisfied when she dismounted. Regarding her in all of her sleazy glory, I genuinely hoped that in some small measure she considered my face a pleasant ride.

“Although you just ate,” she grinned wickedly, “bet you’d like a turkey sandwich.”

“Great!”

“I’ll even throw in some chips and a pickle. That’s the least I can do for thirty dollars.”

“Now, wait a minute!”

“If you don’t want to eat, that’s your choice.”

“Why are you being such a bitch?”

“I am a bitch. You’re my slave. What part of that don’t you understand?”

“I appreciate what you’re doing,” I said. “And you’re not a bitch. Just aggressive. I like that in a woman. I simply thought thirty dollars might be excessive for a sandwich and chips.”

“Geez!” She smiled in spite of herself. “You’re so full of shit. You should work in PR!”

“Are you trying to get revenge for something some guy did to you in high school?”

Her eyes flashed, and her lips turned down at the corners. “Don’t play psychologist! Hell, the way I’ve leveraged your ass into total submission, you’re not even a good banker. Now, if you’ll drop the subject, I’ll go fix your sandwich.”

“Agreed.”

She walked away a few steps, turned, and caught me staring at her ass again. “Like that, don’t you?” But then she frowned. “Just remember, the last man who crossed me is dead. I didn’t kill him. But you don’t know if I ordered him killed. Or if I’m just a jinx to be around.” 

The wiggle of her rump, if possible, became more pronounced.


Chapter Seven

Lowdown Ecstasy

In a way, I regretted Honey’s departure. She knew how to excite me with her shiny heinie. But that was the problem: She seduced me into watching her and thoroughly addicted me. With her out of sight, I could think clearly and face my serious bind. Honey’s games started out like a big, role-playing joke. I thought she talked about cash because, as Freud said, money symbolizes sex. That’s why I’m a banker. Forget the symbolism. Honey grabbed for the money itself. She made no secret about leveraging me into financial submission. She meant to bury me in debt and keep me in her golden handcuffs. I had to escape.

Glancing around the basement, I saw a door that was ajar. But then I spotted a toilet and sink inside. An enclosed bathroom offered no hope of an exit. The windows, of course, were sealed and barred. The only way out was the stairway. I’d have to con Honey into thinking I wanted to stay, and then run for the stairs at the first chance. 

So I had a ray of hope. Why was Honey taking so long? Oh well, until she returned, I could plan my escape. Suppose I raced up the stairs and ran outdoors. What part of the city was I in? Would it matter? Nothing good could come from running naked through the streets of New York City in January, whether we were in Brooklyn, Manhattan, or any other borough. On second thought, maybe I could pull off such a stunt in some parts of Manhattan—say, Greenwich Village—without incident.

Nah. 

The clack-clack of Honey’s high heels on the stairs destroyed my concentration. She was wearing a butternut latex mini-dress, the mocha leather gloves she had worn Saturday, and mocha pumps. “Did you miss me?” she smiled. She carried a bucket in one hand and a plate in the other.

“You’re worth the wait! Your wardrobe is one of the sexiest I’ve ever seen.”

“Why not the sexiest?”

Thinking of Mrs. Roman again, I dodged her question. “You look great in earth tones. And I can’t get over how stacked you are!”

She placed the bucket beside the bed and held the sandwich inches from my mouth. “Do me two favors and you can have some.” After I lurched, she added, “Some food.”

I pointed to the bucket. “I can’t eat a sandwich with that smell. Please take it away. But let me guess what you want me to do. First, kiss your foot and then kiss your ass.”

“Close! I want you to fuck my feet and then kiss my ass. After you clean up the mess you made with the oatmeal.”

“What?? You are one weird lady!”

“I thought you might be tired of hand jobs.”

“Does the phrase ‘missionary position’ mean anything to you?”

She ignored me and took the plate with my sandwich to a table out of my reach. I watched her shiny ass. Returning, she looked puzzled. “Do masochists like regular sex?”

“Depends on the masochist. Some guys substitute pain and humiliation for sex. Not me. Abuse from a beautiful woman is like very rough foreplay—arousing, but not fulfilling.” Of course, I could have added that my desires depended on the woman, too. I’d settle for anything from Catherine the Great.

“And you think I’m weird!” She pinched my cheeks playfully. “Maybe when my sliding fee reaches thousands of dollars, I’ll let you have some of the real thing. Meanwhile ...” She turned her back to me and placed her hands at her waist. Sliding her hands down her hips and buttocks, she looked over her shoulder and asked, “How’s my ass? Do you get turned on looking at it?”

“God, yes!” The sight of her dark gloves tracing the curves of her backside, encased in butternut latex, excited me more than if she had been nude.

“Good.” She turned and smiled at me. Drawing near, she reached behind me and unfastened a buckle that had kept me cocooned in a woman’s long-sleeved latex top. Then she unlocked the two pairs of handcuffs at my ankles, leaving the cuffs dangling from the bed knobs. “Don’t try anything funny,” she warned. “Remember what I told you about the last guy.”

“He OD’d on heroin, didn’t he?” I swung my feet out, stood, and flexed my arms and legs.

“The coroner said heart failure.”

“We all die from heart failure. Our hearts fail, and we die. To my knowledge, Clark never used heroin before. What happened that night?”

She took my head in her hands and forced me to look directly into her glaring eyes. “He had heart failure because he asked too goddamn many questions!”

“I get your point. Sorry if I was rude.” I think I actually felt sorry for her. Honey waved Clark’s death like a threat before me, but otherwise she clearly disliked talking about it. I doubted that she killed Clark. Or that she ordered him to be killed.

“Apology accepted,” she said. “Now, clean the bed.”

Sticking my hand into the warm, sudsy liquid, probably a disinfectant, I found a sponge and rubbed it carefully along the bed, meticulously removing every trace of oatmeal or jism. I went over the entire bed twice to make sure.

Inspecting my work, Honey scoffed, “Pretty good, but you’ll have to do a lot better, and a lot faster to be my maid. Dump the bucket in the toilet over there.”

When I returned, Honey handed me the plate she had dangled before me like a carrot. “Don’t eat too fast,” she cautioned.

I was so hungry I gobbled down the sandwich in three bites and inhaled the chips. 

She looked at the empty plate and sighed, “Why do I bother? You’re young. You think you’re immortal. Keep eating like that and you’ll learn the meaning of ‘acid reflux.’” She handed me another condom. “Put this on,” she said. After I slid the latex tube on, Honey shoved the plate across the floor, out of the way, and sat on the edge of the bed. “Before we get started,” she said, “take off my shoes and lick my feet. My stockings might slow you down, but you can manage.”

“Honey—”

“Don’t whine.”

I knelt before her. Honey’s pumps looked so sexy that I hated to take them off. When I removed her pumps, her feet smelled of shoe leather but nothing offensive. She probably washed them before coming back downstairs. The leather scent helped me salivate. Drenching her feet was physically easy but humiliating. The same act would have been glorious with … Oh! I had to quit my wishful thinking.

“Good boy.” Honey patted me on the head. Sitting beside me on the floor, she explained our roles. “I’ll lean over the bed,” she said. “You kneel behind me and watch my ass—think you can do that?! No touching. After you unload your gun between my feet, I’ll tell you what to do.”

“No instructions needed!”

“For now, stick your cock between my feet. I’ll try to keep my feet together, but you’ll have to hold them and slide your cock in and out between my feet.”

“Not to complain, but what’s the point in all these circus acrobatics?”

“Good question, Frank.” She patted me on the head. “Have you ever been able to watch a woman’s ass, neatly wrapped in shiny latex, while you were humping her?”

“Oh! I will now! And I’ll bet during high school, you used to do this trick to prevent pregnancy.”

“Bingo. Two other points. I’m wearing a garter belt and stockings so you can see a little thigh over the sexy dark rims of my stockings. Second, I’ll get myself off. So, if you like to watch my ass wiggle, I’ll give you a show!”

She leaned low onto the bed, jutting her rump toward me magnificently. I slid my cock between her feet, an inch or two below her heels, and clamped her feet tight against my cock. Her feet were still warm from being pressed into tight shoes, despite the cooling effect of my saliva partially evaporating. Her warmth stimulated my cock while it was sliding back and forth. I almost lost my load watching the spectacle of her derriere squirming in latex, blending the beauty of her symmetrical ass-cheeks with the raunchiness of her roiling flesh underneath.

Honey fingered herself with focused purpose, and the increasing acceleration of her hand inspired me to fast, smooth strokes. When the hem of her dress rode up, the lure of her rear end dissolved from beauty into raw sex. First her dark stocking rim emerged, fulfilling her tantalizing promise, and then her patch of thigh—so close to her nest!—signaled “Go” just as unmistakably as a green light starts a drag race. Although I felt spent, I shot off repeatedly. 

She sighed heavily, probably disappointed, but continued masturbating. When she fingered herself to a crescendo, I leaned forward and kissed the latex covering her ass and then jammed my nose in, pressing the stretchy fabric into her crack. My booster thrust triggered her climax, causing her to arch her rump into my nose as hard as she could to add more kick to her ecstasy.

Exhausted, she rolled over and slid backwards, up onto the bed. “You’re damn good at foot-fucking. Sure you haven’t done this before?”

“No, nasty high school girl. Thanks for teaching me.”

“By the way,” she said off-handedly, “you have a date tonight.”

“What! Why did you wear me out?”

“Rest this afternoon. But I don’t care if your cock recovers. All you need is one finger or your tongue. Maybe your nose,” she reflected with a fond smile. “Anyway, your cock belongs to me, and me alone. Got it?”

“You’re sexy when you act bitchy.” I was too weak to rebel. Honey could teach vampires a few lessons about draining someone’s vitality. My inner vision of Mrs. Roman’s exquisite beauty faded from her vibrant reality of just two days ago to a soft, abstract image of perfection—flawless, but surrealistic.

And then Honey dropped her bombshell: “Your date is with Catherine Roman.”


Chapter Eight

Two Harlots

Honey remained silent, waiting for me to comment on her decision to rent me out to Mrs. Roman. I rose from the floor and sat down beside her on the couch.

“What’s she doing in New York City?” I asked, sticking with a neutral question.

“Business appointments all week. Banking deals. She’s arriving early to get a fresh start in the morning. She asked about you, and I told her she could borrow you before I use you up.”

“Why does she want to use me now? She had me under her thumb. Then she let Suki sell me. It would have been cheaper for her just to keep me.”

Honey’s eyebrows rose in surprise. Then her expression subsided into sullenness. “Why do you care? This is a chance to make some money. That’s all that concerns you.”

“When is she coming?”

“Eight o’clock. You’d better shower and shave so you can brace yourself for her visit. She’ll put you through your paces. One more thing, Frank. Don’t fall in love with her.”

“I don’t think she’ll give me that option.”

“Just a precaution. You said Mrs. Roman let Suki sell you. If she’d do that, she thinks very little of you. Don’t waste your emotions on someone who’ll only hurt you.”

“That’s what masochists do.” Noticing her frown, I quickly added, “Come on! Where’s your sense of humor? Besides, you’ll give me more grief than I can handle!”

“Not all the time.” She leaned over, put her arms around my neck, and smothered me with a wet, warm, energetic kiss. When I started to respond, she pushed me away gently. “I have to have my way all the time,” she said. “But sometimes having my way includes letting you have your way with me, if you know what I mean.”

I examined her face. Her light complexion made her look younger than she might have otherwise. But her years of smoking caused premature wrinkles. So, I blurted out what was true of her appearance and her personality: “You’re very complex.”

My remark registered a smug grin on her face. “Go shave,” she commanded. “My razor and some shaving cream are in the bathroom over there.”

“So,” I concluded, “this will be like rubbing your legs against my face again, by way of your razor.” When I stood up, she slapped me on the butt.

“Keep kissing my ass and we’ll get along fine,” she chuckled.

But while I dabbed shaving cream on my face, I knew the lust that bound me to Honey would disintegrate when Mrs. Roman arrived. Not just Catherine the Great’s erotic magnetism, but her very being, commanded me to revere and adore her as a goddess. And the wild beauty of her face filled me with passion that outran my physical yearning for her body. My hopeless infatuation with Mrs. Roman would be obvious to Honey unless she were completely blind. No hope of that—Honey shrewdly observed everything, and she understood people better than anyone else I knew, except perhaps Suki. I was doomed.

I shaved during my thoughts and almost cut myself with the realization of my fate. I showered. Fortunately, the warm water lifted my spirits. When I came out of the bathroom, Honey showed me the ensemble she had laid out: Charcoal pants, a light gray turtleneck, black socks and loafers, and a set of underwear. 

